
‘Fool!’ exploded Evan. 'All right. Where is Nassir? Everyone asks: 
Where is Nassir?' 

'Dead,' replied the young man, his expression without comment. 

•matV 

‘A marine guard jumped him. took his weapon and shot him. The 
marine was killed instantly.’ 

‘Nothing was said — ’ 

'What could be said that was productive?' countered the terrorist. 
‘Make a martyr out of a single American guard? Show one of our 
own to have been overcome? We don't parade weakness.' 

’Nassir?' asked Kendrick, hearing a rueful note in the young killer’s 
voice. ‘Nassir was weak?’ 

‘He was a theoretician and not suited to this work.’ 

^A theoretician? Evan arched his brows. ‘Our student is an analyst? 
This student can determine those moments when active involve* 
ment must replace passive debate, when force takes over from words. 
Nassir calked too much, justified too much.’ 

’And you don't?’ 

Tm not the issue, you are. What proof of treason do you have?’ 

The woman, Yatecm,’ replied Kendrick, answering the former 
qu«non not the current one. 'Zaya Yateem. 1 was told she was - ’ 
Yatecm a trisiiorV cried the terrorist, his eyes furious 
I didn’t say that - ’ 

'What did you say^* 

‘She was reliable - ' 


Far more tb^n that, Amal Bahrud.!' The young man grabbed the 
remaining cloth of Evan s shirt. 'She is devced to our cause, a tireless 
orker svho exhausts herself beyond any of us at the embassy!' 

of Inm' glancing over at the numerous croun 

EnS nZ'JT 1 « ‘bem. ‘M^y we^^ea' 

'You s^y you want'mi°Xh of =^f>0“ldcr. 

but I ran tell you wLt fve seen 'v providing, 

yourself can determine wherh? Berlin. You 

since you're s^ den ar Jet yo“ the truth - 

you. ” s 

srrogTncc.’'’" araimstanccs that do not call for 

'1 am who lam-' 
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the tyres screeching and hurtling over the crevices in the badly paved 
road. ‘Open the door!' 

A small, slender man in blue jeans, a loose white cotton shirt and a 
ghotra over his head leaped inside, squeezing Yaakov into the seat. 
‘Keep driving,’ he ordered. ‘Slowly. There are no patrols out here 
and we have at least ten minutes before we might be stopped. Do 
you have a torch?’ The Mossad driver reached down and brought up 
his flashlight. The intruder snapped it on, inspecting the human cargo 
behind and the one beside him. ‘Good!’ he exclaimed. ‘You look like 
scum from the waterfront. If we’re stopped, slur your Aiabic and 
shout about your fornications, do you understand?’ 

'Amm,' said three voices. The fourth. Orange, was contrary. ‘The 
Talmud insists on the truth,’ he intoned. ‘Find me a big-breasted ftouri 
and I may go along.’ 

'Shut up!’ cried Yaakov, not amused. t 

‘What has happened to bring you here?’ asked the Mossad ofTicer. 

‘ Insanity,' answered the newcomer. ‘One of our people in Washing- 
ton got through an hour after you left Hebron. His information 
concerned ^an American. A congressman, no less. He’s here and 
interfering - going undercaper, can you believe it?’ 

‘If it’s true,’ replied the driver, gripping the steering wheel, ‘thcr 
every thought of incompetence I’ve ever entertained about the 
American Intelligence community has blossomed to full flower. If 
he s caught, they’ll be the pariahs of the civilized world. It is not a 
nsk to be taken.’ 

“riicy've taken it. He’s here.’ 

'mere?' 

‘We don’t know.' 


‘One American. One 


What has it to do with iij?’ objected Yaakov, 
fool. What are his credentials?' 

‘i Ben-Ami. ‘And we arc 

to give him what leverage we can," 

said the young leader from the Masada Brigade ‘Ulty’' 

ofth^risks Washington is fully aware 

«t him off-’ tragic consequences, and thercLe has 

, r '^'<=te’s no appeal to his 

He’s aS as^rn'- ‘ him. can’t acknowledge him. 

ne s acting as a private individual. ° 

.«3hL'.";SyVho:B', 

here in the first place 

I erhaps because we can -and they can’t.' ^ ’ 
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'You of all people have every right to say it,’ said Ben-Ami. 

*I shouldn’t have. 1 apologize again. But why should we wait for 
this fVeingrass?' 

'Because he delivers, my friend, and without him we may not.’ 

'1 sec! You people in the Mossad turn flip-flops. Now it's the 
American you want to help, not our original objective! Damn it, yes, 
my fatheri' 

‘■nre result could be one and the same, Yaakov — ’ 

'I’m not Yaakov!’ roared the young leader. ‘To you I am only Blue 
- the son of a father who watched his own father and mother pulled 
apart in Auschwitz as they clung to each other bcfore.each was driven 
into the showers of gas. I want my father out and safe and I can do it! 
How much more can that man suffer? A childhood of horror, 
watching while children his own age were hanged for stealing garbage 
to cat, sodomized by Wehrmacht pigs, hiding, starving in forests all 
over Poland until the Allies came. Then later blessed with three sons, 
only to have two of them killed, my brothers killed, butchered ir 
Sidon by filthy pig-terrorist Arabsl Now I should care about one 
American cowboy, a politician who wants to be a hero so he can aa in 
films and have his picture on cereal boxes?’ 

‘From what I’ve been told,’ said Ben-Ami calmly, 'none of that is 
true. This American risks his life without help from his own people 
wthout the prospect of future rewards if he lives. As our friend here 
tells us, he do« what he s doing for a reason not very much different 

fl^l/ mTc 

the^mSsy!’'’’ ‘ " 

tabl^'Yon" j his pistol slowly on the 

fonow our ord^-'’ “ " yo« will 

Ptgsf screamed Yaakov. 'You’re pigs, all oC you'' 

Ever so, said Ben-Ami. 'Ml of us.’ 

10:48 am. Oman lime. The controlled press conference was over Thf 
reponers and television crews were sccurinc their nmrWl- ^ 
equipment, prepared to be ushered out through the embassy halls m 
the outside gates, patrolled by a hundred young ^en and ve W 
Homcn marching back and forth with weapons at rcadv-firc Incirt#. 
tall howc„. , f„ 

you •'vho pays every shilling 

’You tool The emergency m Bahrain must be serious indeed.' 


152 



THE ICARUS 
AGENDA 


Robert Ludlum 


T^ZufLCl. c G> 

By nrTangement with ^ 
GRAFTON BOOKS 

A Division of the Collins Publishing Group 



visual components that included projeaors for immediate and taped 
television, film, photographic slides and voice recordings. Through 
the technology of a pcriscopcd remote-controlled disk on the roof, 
the sophisticated unit was capable of picking up satellite and short- 
wave transmissions from all os’er the globe. At the moment, a smal 
red light glowed on the fourth lateral; a carousel of slide photograph 
had been inserted and was ready for operation. 

All these accoutrements were certainly unusual for such a library 
even to the rich, for their inclusion took on another ambience - that 
of a strategy room far from the White House or the Pentagon or the 
sterile chambers of the National Security Agency. One pressed butter 
arid the world, past and current, was presented for scrutiny, judg- 
ments rrtidcrcd in isolated chiaroscuro. 

But at the far right comer of this extraordinary room was a curious 
anachronism. Standing by itself several feet away from the book- 
lined wall was an old cast-iron stove, its flue rising to the ceiling. 
Beside u was a metal pail filled with coal. What was especially ode 
was that the stove was glowing despite the quiet whirr of the central 
air conditioning necessitated by the warm, humid night on Chesa- 
peake Bay 

That stove, however, was intrinsic to the conference about to take 
place on the shores of Cviiwid Hollow. Everything written down 
was to be burned, the notepads as well, for nothing said among these 
fieopic could he tonimunicatcd to the world outside It was a tradition 
born ot international ncccssiiv (iovemments could collapse, econ- 
omies rise and (all on their words, wars be prccipitaied or avoided on 
their dcitsioiis Fhev were the inhcntors ol the most pow’crful silcnl 
organir.itn)ti m the tree ssorld 
fhev were five 
And thev were human 

The President will be rc-eicctcd bv an overwhelming majority tw 
years from this November,' said the white-haired man with : 
aquihnc, aristocratic (ace at the head o( the conference table. 
hardly needed our projccnons to dctcrnimc this He has the count 
in the palm ut his hand and. short ot catastrophic errors, which ' 
more reasonable advisers will prevent., there's nothing anyone can 
about It, ourselves included Thcfclorc we must prepare for > 
inevitable and have our man m place ’ 

A strange term, our man , commented a slender, balding t 
in his seventies with sunken cheeks and wide, gentle eyes, nod( 
his head. We li have to move quickly. And yet again things o 
change. The President is such a charming person, so attraaivi 
wanting to be hked - loved. I imagine ' 

‘So shallow,' broke m a broad-shouldered, middle-aged b 
quietly, with no animosity in his voice, his impeccably tai 
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and wKo Iricd rather desperately to persuade us to underwrite the 
issues.’ 

‘Did you underwrite them, sir?' asked Varak. 

‘No, we did not,’ answered Mandcl. ‘Frankly, the speculation went 
beyond the calculated risks of venture capital.' 

‘What you call in America a possible "scam”?’ 

‘We had no proof, Milos. We just backed away.’ 

‘But the congressional representative from that distria did his best 
to enlist your support?’ 

‘Indeed he did.' 

‘That is why Evan Kendrick is now the congressman, sir.’ 

•Oh?’ 

'Eric,' interrupted Gideon Logan, shifting his large head to look ar 
the academic inventor of space technology. ‘You said you knew him 
at least his face.' 

‘1 do. I’m sure I do. Now that Varak's told us who he is, 1 think 
met him at one of those interminable cocktail parties in Washingu 
or Georgetown, and I disnnctly remember that someone said th 
was quite a story behind him . . . That was it. I never heard the stc 
t was simply a statement.' 

"But Milos said that whatever story you had in mind wasn’t the / 
one he was going to tell us.‘ said Margaret Lowell, ‘Isn’t that right?’ 
she added, looking at Varak 

'Yes, madamc The remark made to Professor Sundstrom undoubt- 
edly concerned the nature of Kendrick’s election. He literally bought 
it in anger, burying liis opponent under an avalanche of local 
advertising and a senes of expensive rallies that were more public 
circuses than political assemblies It was said that when the incumbent 
complained that the election laws were being violated. Kendrick 
confronted him with his attorneys - not to discuss the campaign but 
instead, his opponent s performance in office The complaint 
instantly stopped and Kendrick won handily 
'One could say he puts his money where his indignation i 
remarked Winters quietly 'However, you have a far more fascinaci 
bit of information for ■•s. Mr Varak, and since I've heard it. I’ll rep 
what 1 said before. It's extraordinary. Please go on.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ The Czech pressed the remote control and with a mut 
slap the next photograph appeared on the screen. Kendrick and 
Rotunda steps disappeared, replaced by an overview of hystcr 
crowds raong down a narrow street flanked by buildings of obvio’ 

Islamic character, past shops with signs in Arabic above them. 

'Oman,' said Enc Sundstrom, glancing at Winters. 'A year : 

’The historian-spokesman nodded. 

The slides followed quickly, one after the other, depicting 5 
of chaos and carnage. There were bullet-ridden corpses and 


228 



Forjames Robert Ludluni 
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'Jsrftidsttom^spoke 3 ^m..\He must have considerable mfiucncc wth 
Kcldric}^**he said, writiJi^on his pad. ‘Wouldn’t you say. Mtlos. 
'*>NVQuld«ssuTtlc'^so,*m’^only point is that 1 want you to know 

whqn rSon’t know somrthing.’ , 

'^say he’s an asset,’ suted Samuel Winters. From any point ot 

vicw.'JPsocecd, Mr Varak,’ . • 

•Y<^ fir. lowing that nothing must leave th« room, I ve 
the congressman’s dossier for slide projection.’ The Czech 
remote ^control unit and the dual photographs of the disguised 
Kendrick on the violence-ridden streets in Masqat were supplanted 
by a typewritten page, the letters large, the lines trrple-spaced. tach 
slide.’ continued Varak, ’represents approximately a qnzncr ot a 
normal page; all negatives, naturally, were destroyed in the laborato^ 
downsuirs. I’ve done my best to study the candidate as thoroughly 
as possible, but 1 have omitted certain points that might interest some 
of you So do not hesitate to question me on them. I will watch you, 
and if each in turn will nod his head when you ve finished reading 
and makihg your notes, 1 will know when to advance the slide . . . 
For the next hour or so. what you will sec is the life of Congressman 
Evan Kendrick - from his birth to last week.’ 

With each slide Enc Sundstrom was the first to nod his head. 
Margaret Lowell and Jacob Mandcl vied for the honour of being last, 
but then they made nearly as many notes as did Gideon Logim. The 
spokesman. Samuel Winters, made almost none; he was convinced. 

Three hours and four minutes later. Milos Varak snapped off the 
projector Two hours and seven minutes after that moment, the 
questions ended and Varak left the room. 

*To paraphrase our fnend out of context, said Winters, a nod. 
from each of you signifies consent. Shake your head if it s negative. 
We’ll Stan with Jacob ' 

Slowly, pensively, one by one the members of Inver Brass nodded 
their consent 

’It IS agreed, then,’ continued Winters. ‘Congressman Evan Kcn- 
dnek will be the next Vice President of the United States, He wil,' 
become President eleven months after the demon of the incumbent 


The code name is Icarus, to be taken as a warning, a fervent praye 
that he will not, like so many of his predecessors, try to fly too clos 
to the sun and crash into the sea. And may God have mercy on ov 
souls.’ 
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lin, Annie. There’s nothing so important 


fo^vour job and I’m not much help. Sorry, again. •. w 

®;Vt aioSc. i know what you’ve been through with Mr 
Wc?ngm? and what he. means to you - how ofwn did ^ 
work to the hospital? 1 had no right to interfere. On the other hand, 1 
r trying to do my'job and you’re not always the most cooperative 

boss on the Hill.’ , 

‘There arc otner hills I’d rather be on - 

Tm aware of that, so well cross out the soaa! function^ you d 
probably do yourself more harm than good anyvvay Ann O Reilly 
cot out of the chair and placed a folder on Kendrick s d«k. But I 
think you should look at a proposal from your scnatonal colleague 
from Colorado. I think he wants to chop off the top of a mountain 
and put in a reservoir. In this town, that usually means a lake followed 

by high-rise condominiums.’ . 

•That transparent son of a bilch.' said Evan, whipping open the 


folder. . . r • 

Til also get Mr Weingrass on the phone lor you. ^ ^ 

’Stiii .\fr Weingrass’' asked Evan, turning over pages. ‘You won 
relent? I've heard him tell you to call him Manny dozens of times.’ 
‘Oh. n.'w and then I do, but it s not easy 
'Why’ Bet.. lusc he sells' , r ■ 

'Mother ot (.iod. ii'i Ytiu lan t take sstTcnce at that if you re marrl 
to a two-toilct Irish detective 

'Twcs-foilet - Kendrick looked up 

‘An old Boston espressum, hut no, it s not the yelling 


‘What, then’' 

‘A svhimsv of humour he keeps repeating He keeps saying^to 
oyce and over ~ cspecialls ss'hcn I call him bv his first name— K 
he says. "1 think we've got a vaudeville act here We 11 call it Mar 
Irish Annie, vs'hac do you sas’’ And I say. Not a hell of t 
Manny, " and he savs, "Leave my triend, the animal, and fly 
with me. He ll understand my undying passion, and I say t< 
that the TT cop doesn't understand his own 

’Don't tel! your husband.' olTctcd Kendrick, chuckling. 

‘Oh. but 1 did All /if said was that he'd buy the airline tick< 
course, he and Weingrass got drunk a couple of times — ’ 

‘Got dnink’ 1 didn't even know they'd met,’ 

'My fault - to my undying regret It was when you flew to 
about eight months ago - ’ 

‘I remember The st.ite conference, and Manny was stil 
hospital, I asked vou to go see htm. take him the Paris Tribm 
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a dose friend of Ahmat, who could be damaged by his assodation 
with her, and Evan had hurt the young sultan enough without adding 
a turned intelligence agent to the list. Yet Khalehla had understood 
him when he needed understanding; she was kind when he needed 
kindness because he was so afraid — both for his life and for his 
inadequades. If she had been tricked into revealing him and he 
exposed her ineptness, she was finished in a job she intensely believed 
in . . . Yet if she had not been tricked, if for reasons of her own she 
had exposed him - then all he would expose was her betrayal. Which 
was the truth? Dupe or liar? Whichever it was, he had to find out for 
himself without the spectre of offidal scrutiny. Above all, dupe or 
liar, he had to know who she had contacted or ti>/io had contacted her, 
for only the ‘who’ could answer the 'ic/iy’ he had been exposed as 
Evan of Oman. And that he had to learn! ‘Then out of the seven of 
you, there’s only one unaccounted for.’ 

’The woman,’ agreed Dennison, nodding his head. ’I’ll put her on 
a revolving spit over the hottest goddamn fire you ever saw.’ 

‘No. you won’t,’ countered Kendrick. ‘You and your people won’t 
get near her until 1 give you the word - if 1 give it. And we’re going 
to go one step farther. No one’s to know you’re flying her back here - 
under cover, I think is the term. Absolutely no one. Is that 
understood?’ 

'Who the hell are you - ’ 

‘We’ve been through this, Herbie, Remember next Tuesday in the 
Blue Room? With the Marine Band and all those reporters and 
television cameras? I’ll have a great big platform to climb on if 1 want 
to and express a few opinions. Believe me, you’ll be among the firs' 
'■} targets, decked ass and all. ’ 

‘Shit! May the one being blackmailed be so bold as to ask why th 
female spook gets preferred treatment?’ 

‘Sure,’ replied Evan, his gaze settled on the chief of staff. ‘Th 
woman saved my life and you're not going to rum hers by letting 1 
own people know vou'vc got her under your well-advertised W1 
House shotgun. You’ve done enough of that around here.’ 

‘All right, all right' But let’s get one thing clear. If she’s the sii 
you turn her over to me ’ 

‘That’ll depend,’ said Kendrick, sitting back. 

‘On u'hat, for Christ’s sake?’ 

'On the how and the why.' 

‘More riddles. Congressman?’ 

‘Not for me,’ answered Evan, suddenly nsing from the chair. ‘Gc 
me out of here, Dennison. Also, since 1 can’t go home, either to m 
house in Virginia or even out to Colorado, without being swampet 
can someone in this booby hatch rent me a lodge or a cabin in tl 
country under another name? I’ll pay for a month or.whatcvc 
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-kAo had Aktd rds lift to as’cnge a terriblt crime decided after a year 
of hnmSty and self-denial to strike out for a polirical prize? If so, it 
-ssxs not A- man she had known so briefly yet so intimately fourteen 
mcoA-s ago. WiA rcstrvarions but not regret she rtmembered. They 
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At crcumstances - but Aosc trarLsient moments of splendid comfort 
•svere to be foi|ott»- If she had been brought back to W.ashinrton 
because ofa suddenly ambitious congressman, they had never existed. 
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PROLOGUE 


The silhouetted figure in the doorway rushed into the dark, window- 
less room. He. closed the door and, by rote, quickly made his way 
across the spotless black vinyl floor to a brass table lamp on his left. 
He switched on the light, the low-wattage bulb creating shadows 
throughout the confined, panelled study. The room was small and 
confining but not without ornamentation. The objets d’art, however, 
were neither from antiquity nor from the progressive stages of 
historical artistry. Instead, they represented the most contemporary 
equipment of high technology. 

The right wall glistened with the reflection of stainless steel, and 
the quiet whirr of a dust-inhibiting, dust-removing air conditioning 
unit ensured pristine cleanliness. The owner and sole occupant of this 
room crossed to a chair in front of a computer-driven word processor 
and sat dowm. He turned on a switch; the screen came alive and he 
typed in a code. Instantly, the bright green letters responded. 

Ultra Maximum Secure 
No Existing Intercepts 
Proceed 

The figure hunched over the keyboard, his an.xicty at fever pitch, 
and proceeded to enter his data. 

I start this journal now for the events that follow I believe will alter 
the course of a nation. A man has come from seemingly nowhere, 
like an artless messiah without an inkling of his calling or his destiny. 
He is marked for things beyond his understanding, and if my 
projections are accurate, this will be a record of his journey ... I can 
only imagine hov/ it began, but I know it began in chaos. 
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should run for cover, run for their lives under the threat ot tm. 
impending storm. There would be vendettas against those who had 
aided the interfering man from the "West. She wondered who had 
leaked the story - no. ‘leaked’ was too innocuous a word - who had 
exploded the story! The Cairo papers were filled with it, and "a quick 
check confirmed that throughout the Middle East Evan Kendrick was 
either a holy saint or a hideous sinner. Canonization or an agonizing 
death awaited him depending upon the stance of those judging him, 
even within the same country, l^ty? Was it Kendrick himself who 
had done this? Had this vulnerable man, this improbable politician 
who had risked his life to avenge a terrible crime decided after a year 
of humility and self-denial to strike out for a political prize? If so, it 
was not the man she had known so briefly yet so intimately fourteen 
months ago. With reservations but not regret she remembered. They 
had made love - improbably, frenetically, perhaps inevitably unde 
the circumstances — but those transient moments of splendid comfbi 
were to be forgotten. If she had been brought back to Washingte 
because of a suddenly ambitious congressman, they had never existc 


3.-50 




‘Oh one ofthc biggies in ■ 

cash, of course. At my age I don t carry out. 
‘1 wouldn’t think of It. s_m ^ 


the hills. Take what you like, son — fo' 


‘1 v/ouldn’v ■ r 11 > 

‘Hev vou’rc a foreign tcila . 

‘Scandinavian,’ replied Varak. *I m just temporary, fUling in while 
the chaulTcur is ilk’ Milos picked up three bags of rice and catiief 
them to the counter, the owner followed towards the cash register. 
‘Who you work for?’ 

‘The Kendrick house, but he doesn’t know me - ’ 

'Hey. isn’t that somethin about young Evan? Our own congressman 
the heero of Oman! I tell ya. makes a man stand ull, like the President 
says! He come in here a couple a’ times - three, four maybe. Nicest 
fella you’d want to meet; real down-to-earth, you know what I 
mean?’ 

‘I’m afraid 1 ve never met him.’ 

‘Yeah, but if yon’K you know ol’ Mann' 

that’s for sure! A real pistol, ain’t he? I tell ya, that crazy Tewish fe 
is somethin else! 

*Hc certainly is,’ 

‘That’ll be six dollars and thirty-one cents, son. Skip the oennv n. 
am t got It. r K r 

'm sure I have - ’ Varak reached into his pocket. ‘Docs Mr 
■nny come in here often?’ i • • • 

Some. Maybe two, three times a month. Drives in tvith one o' 
.cm nurses of his, then as soon as she turns her back, he splits ove 
® foo’o fella. Here’s your change, son.’ 

the^oo"^ «P *C bags of rice and turned towards 

the door, but was suddenly stopped by the owner’s next words. 

^ f"’ u Evan must be 

gemn a little stneter loobn after his ol’ pal, but I guess you know 

booking back at the man and smilinp 

How did you find out? 

‘Yesterday,’ replied the otvner. ’What with aU the fuss out at t 
house Manny got Jake s cab to bring him down to Gee-Gee’s. I s 
him so I went to the door and shouted to him about how great 
news was, y know. He yelled back something like “my sugar’ 
something and went inside. That’s when I saw this other car co 
real slow down the street wth a guy talkin’ on a telephone - 
know, one of them car telephones. He parked across from Gee- 
and just stayed there watchin' the door. Then later he was o 
^icpnonc again and a few minutes after that he got out and wc 
Gonzal« s place. No one else had gone in. so that’s when 1 
he was keepm tabs on Manny.' 

Til tell them to be more careful.’ said Milos, still smiling. ' 
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amconc might just remember it and let her imagination run 
ant. Simpler is better.’ 

cry pro,' said Weingrass approvingly. ‘So how do I introduce 

’m simply a Miss Adrienne from the Department of State. D 

1 mind lying?’ 

Let me think,’ said Manny, frowning. ‘I once told a lie - 1 believe 
was in July 1937 . . . Let’s go.’ Grabbing Evan's arm and Khalchla’s 
and. Weingrass ushered them through the stone arch into the living 
oom. shouting to the three nurses on the enclosed porch beyond. 
Hnni'ith, my coven of uglics, is the true warhckl Pay homage to the 
man who pays for your se.xtial indulgences and your c.'ccessivc case; 
of muscatel!* 

'Manny!' 

‘Tliey love me,’ said Weingrass quietly, while striding across t! 
floor. ‘They throw dice for my bed.’ 

‘For Cad’s sake - ' 

‘Be quiet, darling. He is a marvel." 


‘He broke his leg jumping out of the truck with us above the Jabal 
Sham, said Kendrick, staring down at the unconscious young mar. 
strapped to the bed ‘He's only a kid ’ 

But your II) s positive' asked the C.IA oliiccr standing beside 
Emmanuel Weingrass He vs as with vou m Clniaii, there’s no doubt 
about it'‘ 

None at all I 11 never forget him There was a fire in him you’re 
not likelv to find in niaiiv teenagers over here . . . except maybe ir 
the urban rot 

Let 5 go luit of the hack door and into the garage ‘ 


Tliat s Yosel, said I van, vlosing his eves Ihs mother was a lew 
and for a lew' hours he was ni\ Inend He protected me t 
Christ ' 


Stop If' shouted .Mannv ‘He *amc here to hill you’’ 

Ofeourse he did Whv not' I pretended to be one ol then* in t 
goddamned holy cause Thes shaved his mother's head can 
imagine that*' 


He shouted that at me when he tned to kill me.' said Wein 
simply, if It makes you feel better, I didn't want to kill him. I w 
to take anvone I could alive ' 

Knowing Yoset. vou didn't have a choice " 

'I didn't ■ 


‘These other two.' interrupted the impatient CIA officer, lif 
the sheets Do you recognise them?' 

Yes They were both m the compound, but I never fcnt 
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•Why?’ 

‘Because in this case the relay is the last stop. The message wouldn’t 
have gone any farther.' 

‘How do you know that?' 

‘Area code thrce-acro-one is Maryland, and unfortunately 1 recog- 
nize the number. It's unlisted and very private ' 


Payton leaned back in his chair, bncflv understanding how alcoholics 
felt when they believed they could not get through the next hour 
svithout a dnnk, which meant a step away from reality. How 
ludicrously illogically logical' The voice heard hv the cars of presi 
dents, a man the nation's leaders knew had the nation's interests 
always in the forefront of his profound thinking, without fear, 
without favour, with constant objectivity He had chosen the 
future. He had selected a little-known but outstanding congressman 
with a story to tell that would mesmerize the country. He had guided 
his anointed prince through the political labynnth until the designated 
tyro emerged into the media sunlight, no longer a fledgling but a 
practitioner to be reckoned with Then with the suddenness and 
audacity ol a holt ot lightning, the iterj' was told and the nation, 
indeed a large p.in ol the svorld. was rranstixcd A giant wave had 
been set in motion carrviiig the pnnee to a land he had never 
considered a land ot power, a roval house ol .nvesonie responsibility. 
The XX'hite Houm Samuel \X.imcrs had broken the rules and. far 
worse, at an enormous loss ot life Mr A had not dropped froni the 
skv III a crisis 1 hr blond fcuropean had worked solely for the august 
Samuel Winters 

The director ol Special Projeers picked up his phone and gently 
touched the numbers on his console ‘Dr Winters.' he said in response 
to the single word Yes ' Hus is Pa vton ' 

'It's been a terrible d.iv hasn't it. Doctor" 

That s not a title 1 use ans more I h.iccn t for vears ' 

‘A shame You vs err a line scholar ' 


Have you heard Irom .Mr .A since vesterdav evening?’ 

'No Although his intormaiion w as iragirall v prophetic there’d 
Iw no reason lor him to call me As I told vou, Mitchell, the man 
son” ^ distant acejuamtance than you - 

exSty '■ 

''““E ‘ 

Well yes, Tlic news vou brought me was devastating, as was Mr 

Js >«“ ' t sure Langford o 

■S Dcopic had the expertise that you did - ' 

■■ 'hrin t have it.’ interrupted Mi 



CHAPTER 1 


Masqat, Oman. Southwest Asia 
Tuesday, 10 August, 6:30 pm 

The angry waters of the Oman Gulf were a prelude to the storm 
racing down through the Strait of Hormuz into the Arabian Sea. It 
was sundown, marked by the strident prayers nasally intoned by 
bearded muezzins in the minarets of the port city's mosques. The sky 
was darkening under the black thunderheads that swirled ominously 
across the lesser darkness of evening like roving behemoths. Blankets 
of heat lightning sporadically fired the eastern horizon over the 
Makran Mountains of Turbat, two hundred miles across the sea in 
Pakistan. To the north beyond the borders of Afghanistan, a senseless, 
brutal war continued. To the west an even more senseless war raged, 
fought by children led to their deaths by the diseased madman in Iran 
intent on spreading his malignancy. And to the south, there was 
Lebanon where men killed without compunction, each faction with 
religious fervour calling the others terrorists when all - without 
e.xccption - indulged in barbaric terrorism. 

Tlie Middle East, especially Southwest Asia, was on fire, and where 
the fires had previously been repelled, they were no longer. As the 
waters of the Gulf of Oman furiously churned this early evening and 
the skies promised a sweep of ravage, the streets of Masqat, the 
capital of the Sultanate of Oman, matched the approaching storm. 
The prayers over, the crowds again converged with flaming torches, 
streaming out of side streets and alleyways, a column of hysterical 
protest, the target the floodlit iron gates of the American Embassy. 
The facade of pink stucco beyond was patrolled by scrubby long- 
haired children awkwardly gripping automatic weapons. The trigger 
meant death, but in their wild-eyed zcalotiy they could not make the 
connection with that finality, for they were told there was no such 
thing as death, no matter what their eyes might tell them. The 
rewards of mart^’rdom were cver^'thing, the more painful the sacrifice 
the more glorious the martyr - the pain of their enemies meant 
nothing. Blindness! Madness! 

It was the twenty-second day of this insanity, twcnty^qnc das-s 
since the civilized world had been forced once again ; '^^ot the 



‘They killed the Secretary of State and the entire dcleg^vw. 
Cyprus. They have no conscience, no allegiance to anything but theii 
own ever-expanding wealth and power . 1 want nothing, we wan 

nothing!’ 

‘I understand. You wouldn’t get it if you wanted it,' 

‘That’s why he was chosen. Mitchell We found the extraordinary 
man. He’s too perceptive to be fooled and too decent to be bought. 
In addition, he has the personal requisites to command attention.’ 

'I can’t fault your choice. Dr Winters ’ 

‘So where arc we?' 

‘In a dilcniina,’ said Payton But for the moment it’s mine, not 
yours.’ 

7:2S pm San Diego They held each other, Khalchi.'t leaned back, 
touching his hair as she looked at him Darling, can you do it?’ 

‘You forget, yj anisa. I'se spent most of mv profitable life dcalinp 
with the Arab propensttv for negotiation 

'That was ncgoiiating - exaggeration, ol course - not lying, nt 
sustaining a he m front ol people who'll be suspinous of cverythh 
you say 

‘Thev'll dcsperatels want to believe me, that's two points for < 
side Besides once I sec them and meet them, I don’t really gives 
damn what ihev believe ' 

1 wouldn't advise sou to think that w.iv. Evan.’ said Rashad, 
lowering her hand and stepping awav ’Until sve have them, which j 
includes degrees isf traceable csidenee, they II operate as usual — down j 
and dirts it thes think for a moment that it's a trap, you could be j 
found vs ashed up cm the beach, or maybe uisi not found at all, just | 
out there somewhere in ihe I’acific ' j 

As in the shark-.iilestcd shoals ot Qatar ’ Rcndnck nodded, | 
remembering Bahrain and the .Mahdi I sec w hat you mean. Then I’ll | 
make it plain that ms s'ttice knows where 1 am tonight.’ I 

It vsuuidn t happen tonight, darling Dosvn and dirty doesn’t mCJa [ 
stupid There II be a mix in there - some legitimate staffers and ! 
probably a smattering ol Bollinger s kitchen cabinet. Old friends ss'h" 
act as advisers - thev re the ones sou want to zero in on. Use thli j 
svcil-rccogmzcd xool ol sours and be convincing. Don’t let anythin: I 
throw you ’ ‘ ; 

The telephone rang and tsan started tow ards it. 'That’s the cat, ; 
he said. Grey with tinted wuidosss as befits the Vice Presidenfsi 
residence m the hills ' {• 

S:07 pm San Diego The slender man walked rapidly through tl| 
terminal at San Diego's International Airport, a garment bag s]e'|; 

-■'hr shoulder, a black medical bag m his left hand, ’n-y 



dreary fact of incoherent 
burst from nowhere and n 
knew why. No one, cxce 
fire insurrections, those n 
nights probing, dissecting 
revolt. For the key was 
rcahy want and how do we stop them? 

pJets: Two hundred and forty-seven Americans had been rounded 
up under guns and taken hostage. Eleven had been killed, their 
corpses thrown out of the embassy windows, each body accompanied 
by shattering glass, each death via a different window. Someone had 
told these children how to cmphasiic each execution with a jolting 
surprise. Wagers were excitedly made beyond the iron gates by 
shrieking maniacal betters mesmerized by blood. Which window was 
next? Would the corpse be a man or a woman? How much is your 
judgement u-erth' How much? Bet! 

Above on the open roof was the luxurious embassy pool behind an 
Arabic lamccwork not meant for protection against bullets. It was 
around that pool that the hostages knelt in rows as wandering groups 
of killers aimed machine pistols at their heads. Two hundred and 
thirtv-six frightened, exhausted Americans awaiting execution. 

.tfjifif'i' 

Hf.iiinm nespitc wcll-intemioned Isiacli offers, keep them out! 
This ssas not I ntcbl'r and all their expertise notwithstanding, the 
blood Israel had shed in Lebanon would, in Arab eyes, label any 
attempt an alvuninaiion The Lhittcd .States had financed terrorists to 
fight terrorists L'liai i cptahle A rapid deployment strike force’ Whr» 
could siale tour stores s or drop down from helicopters to the roof 
and stop the rxetutions sshen the executioners were only too willing 
to die as marts rs' A nasal Woikaslc with a battalion of marines 
prepared lor an insasion ot (biiairi iicyond a show of overpowering 
might, to svlut purpose" The sultan and his ruling ministers were the 
last people on earth who svanted this violence at the embassy. The 
peacefullv-orientcsl Ks»val Police tried to s'ontain the hysteria, but 
they were no match for the roving, wild bands of agitators. Years of 
quiescence m the cits had not prepared them for such chaos; and to 
recall the Rosil jMihiarv Irom the Yemenite borders could lead to 
unthinkable problems The armed forces patrolling that festering 
sanctuary for internarional killers w'ere as savage as their enemies 
Beyond the ines liable fact that svith their return to the capital the 
Orders would collapse m carnage, blood would surely flow through 
the streets ot Masqat and the gutters choke with the innocent and the 
guilty 
Checkmate 

Sclunom Give m to the stated demands? Impossible, and well 


fury. Masqat’s fanatical ground swell had 
ow was suddenly everywhere, and no one 
pt the analysts of the darker arts of brush 
\cn and women who spent their days and 
, finally perceiving the toots of orchestrated 
‘orchestrated’. Who? ’Why? What do they 
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On the Other hand, do 1 really want to spend the additiona. 

the enormous amounts of time and energy that go with the job. . . . 
the cnormoui a answer sir 1 hope you understand. 

’^^S'then^Srick heard the word’s he had hoped beyond hope to 
hear - hope in this case far more meaningful than in his statement to 

®°fknow it’s late for your staff. Orson.' said the ull lanky man in 
the open shirt that set off his suntanned flesh, but I d like to talk a 

''"•YM.^cenainly.’ agreed the Vice President, turning to his aid«. 
•Tliese poor fellas have been up since dawn, vs hat with the dreadful 
news about Ardis and all. Oo home. boss, and have Christmas wnth 
your families - 1 brought all the wives and kids out here on Air Force 
Two, Evan, so they could he together 

'Very thoughtful, sir ' ,, , , , v • 

•Thoughtful, hell .Mavbe thev M have black belts . . You re 
dismissed, troops Tomorrow s ( hrisimas Eve. and if I remember 
correctly, the next dav's Clnistmas So unless the Huskies blosv up 
Washington, I H see \ou in three davs 
'Thank you, Mr Vue President ' 

'You’re verv kind, sir 

'We van MJv il sou wish.' s.nd the oldest, .is eaeh suecessivcly got 
aut ot Ills I hair 

'And have vou tn.iuleil hs sour tv* o associates' asked Bollinger, 
grinning at the expressions ol the others 1 vvouldn t hear of it. On 
your wav out, send in the butUr We might as well have a brandy 
while vve solve all the world s pioblcms 

Scc-No-[ sil, Speak-No-bxtl and Hcar-No-hvil left the room, 
progratiitTK'd robots rc.isiuig to a tamili.ir marching tune The man in 
the goid-buttoiied tuivv blue bla/cr leaned torward in Ins chair, his 
stomach nuking it dillicult tor him You want to talk frankly. 
Congressman' Heal trank and real honest ■ Well, were going to dc 
that.' 

'I don’t understand .Mr l iii surrx. I didn’t get sour name.’ 
‘Cut the hoss-shit' cxclamicd the florici Bostonian "I’ve heat 
better crap from the ward heelers in Southie 

'You may fool the poK in IH said the siiiali man in the too-lar 
ch.iir, 'but we re businessmen, too. Kendrick You've got soniethi 
to offer and mavbc - just mayln - we've got something to offer. 

'He’ll’ do you enjoy southern t.alifoniu, t ongressman^' The 
man with the open shirt and the outstretched legs spoke loudly 
butler entered the room 

‘Nothing, iic'lliint;,' exclaimed Bollinger, addressing the scr 
‘Never mind. Leave us ' 
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understood by those responsible though not by their puppets, the 
children who believed what they chanted, what they screamed. There 
was no way governments throughout Europe and the Middle East 
would release over 8,{XX) terrorists from such organizations as the 
Brigatc Rossc and the PLO, the Baader Mcinhof, the IRA and scores 
of their squabbling, sordid offspring. Continue to tolerate the endless 
coverage, the probing cameras and reams of copy that riveted the 
world’s attention on the publicity-hungry fanatics? Why not? The 
constant exposure, no doubt, kept additional hostages from being 
killed since the executions had been ‘temporarily suspended’ so that 
the ‘oppressor nations’ could ponder their choices. To end the news 
coverage would only inflame the wild-eyed seekers of martyrdom. 
Silence would create the need for shock. Shock was newsworthy and 
killing was the ultimate shock. 

im? 

Wiat? 

How? 

Who . . . ? That was the essential question whose answer would 
lead to a solution - a solution that had to be found within five days. 
The executions had been suspended for a week, and two days had 
passed, frantically chewed up as the most knowledgeable leaders of 
the intelligence services from six nations gathered in London. All had 
arrived on supersonic aircraft within hours of the decision to pool 
resources, for each knew its own embassy might be next. Somewhere. 
They had worked without rest for forty-eight hours. Results; Oman 
remained- an enigma. It had been considered a rock of stability in 
Southwest Asia, a sultanate with educated, enlightened leadership as 
close to representative government as a divine family of Islam could 
permit. TEc rulers were from a priwleged household that apparently 
respeaed what Allah had given them - not merely as a birthright, but 
as a responsibility in the last half of the twentieth century. 

Conclusions: The insurrection had been externally programmed. No 
more than twenty of the two hundred-odd unkempt, shrieking 
youngsters had been specifically identified as Omanis. Therefore, 
covert operations officers with sources in every extremist faction in 
the Meditcrranean-Arabian axis went instantly to work, pulling in 
contaas, bribing, threatening. 

‘Who arc they, Aziz? There’s only a spitful from Oman, and most 
of those are considered simple-minded. Come on, Aziz. Live like a 
sultan. Name an outrageous price. Try me!’ 

‘Six seconds, Mahmet! Six seconds and your right hand is on the 
floor without a wrist! Next goes your left. We’re on countdown, thief. 
Give me the information!’ Six, fire, four . . . Blood. 

Nothing. Zero. Madness. , 

And then a breakthrough. It came from an andent muer^.. 
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CHAPTER 40 


He felt the wind and the spray first, then the motion of the sea, and 
finally the wide cloth straps that constricted him, binding him to the 
metal chair bolted into the deck ot the pitching boat He opened his 
eyes in the moving darkness, he was in the stem, the foaming wake 
receding in front of him. and was suddenly aware of cabin light.' 
behind. He turned, craning his neck to sec, to understand. Abruptly 
he was face to face with the dark-h.iircd, swarthy Secret Service guard 
whose mother in New York thought he should be Pope , . , and 
whose voice he had he.ird proclaiming himself to be in charge. The 
man sat in an adjacent deep sea fighting chair, a single strap across hU 
waist. 

'Waking up. C'oiigrcssnijii'' he asked politely 

'What the hell have you done-' roared Kendrick, struggling against 
the restricting straps 

‘Sorry about those, but we didn't want you falling over the sidt. 
The water's a little rough, see yserejust protecting you while you got 
some air 

■"Protecting •" (. you. you hast.irds dnigj>e<} me and 
carried me oui ot there against ms will' You've kidnapped me! My 
office knosss svhere i ssciu tonight you’re going to draw twenty j 
years for this, all ol you' ^nci tli,it son of a bitch Bollinger will be 
impeached and spend - 

‘Hold It. lii’U it, broke in the man, raising his hands, calmly 
protesting. You sc got it all ssrong. (. Ongressman Nobody drugged 
you, you svcrc icdatcd You sseni crazy back there You attacked J 
guest of the Vice President, you might have Mhd him - ' 

I would have, 1 will kill him' Where s that doctor, where is he?* 

'What doctor’’ 

You lying stud veiled Kendrick into the wind, straining at the f 
cloth straps. Then he was struck bv a thought 'My car, the drit'frl He 
knows 1 didn’t leave ’ 

But you did You weren i feeling too well, so you didn’t say much 
and y'ou wore your tinted glasses, hut you were very generous w'ith 
your tip.' 

As the boat lurched in the water. Evan suddenly looked down : 
the clothes he was wearing, squinting m the dim wash of light comir 
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V guard, his rifle strapped over his shoulder, passed them on tnc p.,.. 
joing in the opposite direction. ‘Now quickly, senor! There is no one 
until the back galena where they drink wine and smoke fish! 

A large patio with a barbecue pit. thought Evan, followng Emiho 
through the thick greenery, wishing he had a machete to cut Arougl 
the vnnes but grateful for the strangely ever present sound of the wni 
and the crashing waves. They circled down and around the hous# 
another sound intruding. It was the massive generator, its hum 
consunt, bass-toned, awesome The engineer in Kendnek tried to 
calculate the power it produced and the fuel it consumed and thf 
auxiliary input of the necessary held of photovoltaic cells — it wa 
mind-blowing. He had installed generators from Bahrain to the 
western deserts of Saudi Arabia but they svere temporary, to be used 
only until electricity could be cabled in, nothing like this. 

Again the Mexican gnpped Evan s shoulder, now more fiercely, 
his hand trembling, and again they crouched in the undergrowth 
behind the long clipped wall ot shrubbery Kendrick looked up an^ 
with sudden tear understood Ahead, to the left, above the hedgelik 
border of the path, a guard had heard something or seen somethinf 
His upper bods ssas clcarlv visible in the glow of the amber lights; ’ 
moved forward rapidly, snapping the rifle off his shoulder a 
levelling It in front ot him He walked directly towards them, thtr. 
only feet ass as, he poked the barrel of the sveapon into the brush. 

■{QiiiCfi fs’’ shouted the patrol 

Suddenly , lashing out and pouncing like an angry cat, Emilio sho 
up. grabbing the nfic and pulling the guard through the foliagi 
There ssas an abrupt expunging of air that cut off the start of 
scream, the man fell into the greenery, the base of his throat a m; 
of blood The knife ss as m Emilio’s right hand 

‘Good Gtiif sshispcrcd Evan as he and the Mexican dragged 
body farther into the brush 

T had no problem ssith this peno'' said Emilio, ’This dog smasi..- 
the head of a boy, a young gardener who svould not accommodatt 
him, if you understand, senor ' 

T understand, and 1 also understand that you just saved our live 
. . . Wait a minute' The nfle. his cap We can save time! There arcr 
uniforms here, just work clothes - the weapon is the uniform. Put < 
the cap and strap the nfle over your shoulder. Then walk out th' 
and I'll stay as close to you as I can over here. If it’s quicker for nii 
go on the path myself, you can make sure it‘s clear!' 

'Bueno,' said the Mexican, reaching for the cap and the wcapor 
I am stopped I will say that this peno forced me to replace him f< 
hour or so. They wnll laugh but no one will doubt it ... I go. 
dose and when 1 tell you, come through the bushes and walk ' 
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CHAPTER 2 


Washington DC 

Wednesday, 11 August, 11:50 am 

The noonday sun bear down on the capital's pavement; the midsum- 
mer’s air was still with the oppressive heat. Pedestrians walked with 
uncomfortable determination, men’s collars open, tics loosened. 
Briefcases and bags hung like dead weights while their owners stood 
impassively at intersections waiting for the lights to change. Although 
scores of men and women — by and large servants of the government 
and therefore of the people - may have had urgent matters on their 
minds, urgency was difficult to summon in the streets. A torpid 
blanket had descended over the city, numbing t’nose who ventured 
outside air-conditioned rooms and offices and cars. 

A traffic accident had taken place at the comer of 23rd Street and 
Virginia Avenue. It v.'as not major in terms of damage or injury, but 
it was far from minor where tempers were concerned. A taxi had 
collided ssdth a government car emerging from an underground 
parking ramp of die State Depanment. Both drivers - righteous, hot 
and fearing their superiors - stood by their vehicles accusing each 
other, yelling in the blistering heat while awaiting the police who had 
been summoned by a passing government employee. Within 
moments the traffic was congested; horns blared and angr^' shouts 
came from relurtantly opened windov/s. 

The passenger in the cab climbed impatiently out of the back scat. 
He was a tall, slender man in his early forties, and seemed out of place 
in surroundings that included summer suits, neat print dresses and 
attache cases. He wore a pair of rumpled khaki trousers, boots and a 
soiled cotton safari jacket that took the place of a s'nirt. The cffca v.-as 
of a man who did not belong in the city, a professional guide, 
fxrrhaps, who had strayed out of the hig'ncr and wilder mountains. 
Yet his face belied his clothes. It was clean-shaven, his features sharp 
and clearly defined, his light blue eyes aware, squinting, darting 
about and assessing the situation as he made his decision. He put his 
hand on the argumentative driver’s shoulder, the man w'nipped 
around and the passenger gave him two S20 bills. 

‘I have to leave,’ said the fare. 
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‘Here we go.’ said Evan as he awksvardly. paintm.j w, 
icked up the rubber-handled tree clipper and a machete. 

He crawled through Emilio's opening and rose to his feet, studying 
he whirring, life-threatening machinery. Some things had not 
changed, they never would. Above on the left, bolted into a fiftccn- 
foot-high tar-covered pole, was the main transformer, the shunt wires 
carrying the major load of power to the various offshoots, the cables 
encased in rubber conduit at least two inches in diameter to prevent 
5tcp3gc from water - rain and humidity - which would short circuit 
the load. Ten feet away on the ground and diagonally opposed above 
the two black squat mam dynamos svcrc the grid plates, whirling 
maniacally on flywheels on top of the machinery, changing one field 
of energy into another, protected by a heavy latticework of wire and 
cooled by the air that had open access He would study them further 
but not now 

First things first, he thought, moving to his left and extending the 
telescopic tree clipper to its lull height. Above in the floodlights the 
saw-toothed jaws of the long instrument gripped the upper shunt 
cable, and as he had done with the wire cutters on the tail assembly 
of the helicopter, he worked funously up and down until his 
professional instincts told him he was w ithin millimetres of the first 
layer of coiled copper He gently leaned the extended metal poll 
against the fence and turned to the first of the two main dynamos. 

If It were merely a question of shorting the island's elcctnc.ll powe 
he would simply continue slicing into the transformer's conduit wh' 
gripping the nonconductive rubber handles and let the short ta 
place by angling the metal clipper into the metal fence when he stn 
cable. "There would be a brief electrical explosion and all the po’ 
terminated. However, more was at stake, he had to face the proba 
ity that neither he nor Emiho would survive, and a dam: 
transformer cable could be rcpaiicd m a matter of minutes. He h: 
inflict more than damage, he had to cripple the system, He coul 
know what was happening in San Diego, he could only give Pa^ 
forces time by disabling the machinery to the point where it ' 
take days to replace, not repair This island compound, this hea' 
ters of a government within a government, had to be immol 
isolated, without means of communication or departure. The 
former was, in aertuahty, his backup, his far less desirable option, b' 
it had to be there and ready to execute Time was everythint’ now'! 

He approached the dynamo, cautiously peering into the enormc 
wirc-encased flywheel. There was a horizontal space, no more tl 
half an inch wide, separating the upper and lower screens of ti 
latticework that kept objects of any size from penetrating the whir 
interior. That space or something similar was what he had hopt 
find, the reason for the machete Sections of all generators, net 
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rerouted cn route. The third prerequisite should be the easiest but is 
usually the most difficult because of the extraordinary variety and 
complexity of the merchandise. It is the preparation of the list of 
weapons and auxiliary equipment desired for purchase. Apparently 
no five buyers can agree on the lethal capabilities and effectiveness of 
an arms inventory, and not a few lives have been lost during heated 
debates over these decisions, the buyers frequently given to outbursts 
of hysteria. 

Which was why young code Blue’s management talents were most 
welcome in terms of time and specificity. The Mossad's agents in the 
Baaka Valley forss’arded a list of the currently most favoured mer- 
chandise, including the usual crates of repeating weapons, hand 
grenades, time-fused explosives, black PVC landing craft, long-range 
underwater tank and demolition accoutrements and assorted training 
and assault equipment, such as grappling hooks, heavy ropes and 
rope ladders, infrared binoculars, electronic mortars, flame throwers 
and anti-aircraft rocket missiles. It was an impressive inventory that 
chewed up approximately eighteen million of the estimated twenty- 
six millions’ worth one could buy from an arms merchant for fifty 
million American dollars - the fluctuating rates of exchange being 
always in favour of the merchant. Therefore, Blue added three small 
Chinese tanks under the technical umbrella of ‘location defence’ and 
the list was complete - not only complete but entirely believable. 

The unknown, unrecorded, ncvcr-to-be-acknowlcdgcd agent of 
control, namely one Ben- Ami, now dressed in his favourite Ralph 
Lauren blue jeans, operated out of the Mossad safe house next to the 
Portuguese cemetery in the Jabal Sa’ali. To his fury, the intermediary 
for Abdel Hamcndi was an Israeli in Bet Shemesh. He concealed his 
contempt and negotiated the huge purchase, knowing in the forefront 
ofhis mind that there would be a death in Bet Shemesh if and when 
they all survived. 

fhe two units of six commandos arrived, one after another, ' 
night in the desert of Jabal Sham above flares that directed the ts' 
helicopters into their thresholds. The sultan of Oman greeted 
volunteers and introduced them to their comrades, six highly sk' 
personal guards from the Masqat garrison. Eighteen men - Pale, 
lans. Israeli and Omani - gripped hands in their common objective, i 
Death to the merchant of death. 

llie training began the next morning beyond the shoals of A1 
Ashkarah in the Arabian Sea. 

Death to the merchant of death. 

Adrienne Khalchla Rashad walked into Ahmat’s office cradling ' 
mfhnt named Khalchla in her arms. Beside her was the child's mot? 
Roberta Yamenni, from New Bedford, Massachusetts, among 
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‘It’s what he said, Frank. And also what I had to write down 
because I couldn’t understand him.’ 

‘Let’s have both.’ 

‘He said his business conccnicd the problem you’re involved 
with - ’ 

'Nobody knows what I’m - forget it. What else?’ 

‘-I wrote it down phonetically. He asked me to say the following: 
“Mfl ejham zain." Does that make any sense to you, Frank?’ 

Stunned, Deputy Director Swann again shook his head, trying to 
clear his mind further, but needing no further clearance for the visitor 
five floors above. The unknown congressman had just implied in 
Arabic that he might be of help. ‘Get a guard and send him down 
here,’ Swann said. 

Seven minutes later the door of the office in the underground 
complex was opened by a marine sergeant. The visitor walked in, 
nodding to his escort as the guard closed the door. 

Swann rose from his desk apprehensively. The ‘congressman’ 
hardly lived up to the image of any member of the House of 
Representatives he had ever seen - at least in Washington. He was 
dressed in boots, khaki trousers and a summer hunting jacket that 
had taken too much abuse from the spattering of campfire frying 
pans. Was he an ill-timed joke? 

‘Congressman - ?’ said the deputy director, his voice trailing off 
for want of a name as he extended his hand. 

‘Evan Kendrick, Mr Swann,’ replied the visitor, approaching the 
desk and shaking hands.' Tm the first term man from Colorado’s 
ninth district.’ 

‘Yes, of course, Colorado’s ninth. I’m sorry I didn’t - ’ 

‘No apologies arc necessary, except perhaps from me - for the way 
I look. There’s no reason for you to know who lam — ’ 

‘Let me add something here,’ interrupted Swann pointedly. 
‘There’s also no reason for you to know who / am. Congressman.’ 

.‘I understand that, but it wasn’t very difficult. Even newly-arrived 
representatives have access - at least the secretary I inherited does. 1 
knew where to look over here, I just needed to refine the prospects. 
Someone in State’s Consular Operations - ’ 

’That’s not a household name, Mr Kendrick,’ interrupted Swann 
again, again with emphasis. 

‘In my house it was once - briefly. Anyway, I wasn’t just looking 
for a Middle East hand, but an expert in Southwest Arab affairs, 
someone who knew the language and a dozen dialeas fluently. The 
man I wanted would hove to be someone like that ... You were 
there, Mr Swann.’ 

‘You’ve been busy.’ 

‘So have you,’ said the congressman, nodding his head at the door 
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value to you, the only way I’d agree is with a written guarantee of 
anonymity, no other way. No one’s to know I’ve been here. I never 
talked to you or anyone else.’ 

Nonplussed, Swann leaned back in his chair and brought his hand 
to his chin. ‘I do know you,’ he said softly. 

‘We’ve never met.’ 

‘Say what you want to say. Congressman. Start somewhere.’ 

‘I’ll start eight hours ago,’ began Kendrick. ‘I’ve been riding the 
Colorado white water into Arizona for almost a month - that’s the 
Benedictine retreat you conjured up for the Congressional recess. I 
passed through Lava Falls and reached a base camp. There were 
people there, of course, and it was the first time I’d heard a radio in 
nearly four weeks.’ 

‘Four weeks?’ repeated Swann. ‘You’ve been out of touch all that 
time? Do you do this sort of thing often?’ 

‘Pretty much every year,’ answered Kendrick. ‘It’s become kind of 
a ritual,’ he added quietly. ‘I go alone; it’s not pertinent.’ 

‘Some politician,’ said the deputy, absently picking up a pencil. 
‘You can forget the world. Congressman, but you still have a 
constituency.’ 

‘No politician,’ replied Evan Kendrick, permitting himself a slight 
smile. ‘And my constituency’s an accident, believe me. Anyway, I 
heard the news and moved as fast as I could. I hired a river plane to 
fly me to Flagstaff and tried to charter a jet to Washington. It was too 
late at night, too late to clear a flight plan, so I flew on to Phoenix 
and caught the earliest plane here. TTiosc in-flight phones arc a 
marvel. I’m afraid I monopolized one, talking to a very experienced 
secretary and a number of other people. I apologize for the way I 
look; the airline provided a razor but I didn’t want to take the time to 
go home and change clothes. I’m here, Mr Swann, and you’re the 
man I want to sec. I may be of absolutely no help to you, and I’m 
sure you’ll tell me if I’m not. But to repeat, 1 had to offer.’ 

While his visitor spoke, the deputy had written the name ‘Kendrick’ 
on the pad in front of him. Actually, he had written it several times, 
underlining the name. Kendrick. Kendrick. Kendrick. ‘Offer what?’ he 
asked, frowning and looking up at the odd intruder. 'Wiat, 
Congressman?’ 

'Whatever 1 know about the area and the various factions operaring 
over there. Oman, the Emirates, Bahrain, Qatar - Masqat, Dubai, 
Abu Dh.ibi - up to Kuwait and dossm to Riyadh. I lived in those 
places. I worked there. 1 know them very well,’ 

'You lived - worked - all over the Southwest map?’ ^ ^ 

‘Yes. I spent eighteen months in Masqat alone. U -ontract to 
the family.’ 

‘The sultan?’ 
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‘The late sultan; he died two or three years ago. I think. But yes,, 
under contract to him and his ministers. They were a tough group 
and good. You had to know your business.’ • 

‘Then you worked for a company.’ said Stvann, making a state- 
ment, not asking a question. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Which one?' 

‘Mine/ answered the new congressman. 

‘Yoiirs.’’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

The deputy stared at his visitor, then lowered his eyes to the n.amc 
he had written repeatedly on the pad in front of him. 'Good Lord,' he 
said softly. ‘The Kendrick Group! That’s the coniiecihn, but 1 didn’t 
sec it. 1 haven’t heard your name in four or five years - maybe six.’ 
'You were nght the first time. Four to be exact.’ 

‘1 knew there was scmellwi^. I said so - ’ 

‘Yes, you did. but we never met.’ 

‘You people built everything from water systems to bridges - race 
tracks, housing projects, country clubs, airfields - the whole thing.’ 
‘We built what we were contracted to build.’ 

'1 remember. It was ten or twelve years ago. You were the 
^mertcan wonder hoys in the Emirates - and I do mean boys. Dozens 
of you in your twenties and thirties and filled with high tech, piss and 
vinegar. ' 

‘Not all of us were that young - ’ 

‘No,’ interrupted Swann, frowning in thought. ‘You had a late- 
blooming secret weapon, an old Israeli, a whiz of an architect. An 
lsr,!eli, for heaven’s sake, who could design things in the Islamic style 
and broke bread with every rich Arab in the neighbourhood.’ 

‘His name was Emmanuel Weingrass - is Manny Weingrass - and 
he’s from Garden Street in the Bron.v in New York. He went to Israel 
to avoid legal entanglements with his second or third wife. He’s close 
to eighty now and living in Pans. Pretty well, I gather, from his* 
phone calls.' 

‘That's right,’ said the deputy director. ‘You sold out to Bechtel or 
somebody. For thirty or forty million.' 

'Not to Bechtel. It was Trans-International, and it wasn't thirty or 
forty, it was twenty-five. They got a bargain and I got out. 
Everything was fine.’ 

Swann studied Kendrick’s face, especially the light blue eyes that 
held within them circles of enigmatic reserve the longer one stared at 
them. No, it wasn t,’ he said softly, even gently, his hostility gone. 

I da remember now. There was an accident at one of your sites 
outside Riyadh - a cave-in caused when a faulty gas line exploded- 
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more than seventy people were killed including your partners, all 
your employees, and some kids.’ 

‘Their kids,’ added Evan quietly. ‘All of them, all their v.-ives and 
children. We were celebrating the completion of the third phase. Wc 
were all there. The crew, my partners — everyone’s .wife and child. 
The whole shell collapsed while they were inside, and Manny and I 
were outside - putting on some ridiculous clown costumes.’ 

‘But there was an investigation that cleared the Kendrick Group 
completely. The utility firm that serviced the site had installed inferior 
conduit falsely labelled as certified.’ 

‘Essentially, yes.’ 

‘That’s when you packed it all in, wasn’t it;’ 

‘This isn’t pertinent,’ said the congressman simply. ‘We’re wasting 
time. Since you know who I am, or at least who I was, is there 
anything I can do?’ 

‘Do you mind if I ask you a question? I don’t think it’s a waste of 
time and I think it is pertinent. Clearances arc part of the territory and 
judgments have to he made. I meant what I said before. A lot of 
people on the Hill continuously try to make political mileage out of 
us over here.’ 

‘What’s the question?' 

‘Why arc you a congressman, Mr Kendrick? With your money and 
professional reputation, you don’t need it. And I can’t imagine how 
you’d benefit, certainly not compared to what you could do in the 
private scaor.’ 

‘Do all people seeking elective office do so solely for personal gain?’ 

'No, of course not.’ Swann paused, then shook his head. ‘Sorry, 
that’s too glib. It’s a stock answer to a loaded stock question ... Yes, 
Congressman, in my biased opinion, most ambitious men — and 
women — who run for such offices do so because of the exposure and. 
if they win, the clout. Combined, it all makes them very marketable. 
Sorry again, this is a cynic talking. But then I’ve been in this city for 
a long time and 1 sec no reason to alter that judgment. And you 
confuse me. I know where you come from, and I’ve never heard of 
Colorado’s ninth district. It sure as hell isn’t Denver.’ 

‘It’s barely on the map,’ said Kendrick, his voice noncommitul. 
‘It’s at the base of the southwest Rockies, doing pretty much its own 
thing. That’s why 1 built there. It’s off the beaten track.’ 

‘But why? Why pnlitlcs? Did the boy-wonder of the Arab Emirates 
find a district he could carve out for his own base, a political launching 
pad maybe?’ 

‘Nothing could have been farther from my mind.’ 

‘That’s a statcmcht. Congressman. Not an answer.’ y 

Evan Kendrick svas momentarily silent, returning Swan'', 

Tltcn he shrugged his shoulders. Swann sensed a ccrrai 




the only stable areas in that part of the world. What's happening over 
there now isn’t much different from tying up the transport and the 
construttion trades over here, or shutting down the piers in New 
York and New Orleans, Los Angeles and San Francisco. Nothing’s 
legitimized by strikes or collcaive bargaining - there’s just terror and 
the threats of more terror provided by whipped-up fanatics. And 
everything stops. The people at the drafting boards and those in the 
field on surveying teams and in equipment compounds just want to 
get out as fast as they can.’ 

‘And once they're out,’ added Swann quickly, ‘those behind the 
terrorists move in and the terror stops. It just goes away. Christ, it 
sounds like a waterfront Majia operation!’ 

‘Arabic style,’ said Kendrick. ‘To use your words, it wouldn’t be 
the first time.’ 

‘You know that for a fact?’ 

‘Yes. Our company was threatened a number of times, but to 
quote you again, we had a secret weapon. Emmanuel Weingrass,’ 

‘ Weingrass? What the hell could he do?’ 

‘Lie with extraordinary conviaion. One moment he was a reserve 
general in the Israeli Army who could call an air strike on any Arab 
group who harassed or replaced us, and the next, he v/as a high 
ranking member of the Mossad who would send out death squads 
eliminating even those who warned us. Like many ageing men of 
genius, Manny was frequently eccentric and almost always theatrical. 
He enjoyed himself. Unfortunately, his various wives rarely enjoyed 
him for very long. At any rate, no one wanted to tangle with a crazy 
Israeli. The tactics were too familiar.’ 

‘Arc you suggesting we recruit him?’ asked the deputy director. 

‘No. Apart from his age, he’s winding up his life in Paris with the 
most beautiful women he can hire and certainly with the most 
expensive brandy he can find. He couldn’t help . . . But there’s 
something you rail do.’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

’Listen to me.’ Kendrick leaned forward. ‘I’ve been thinking about 
this for the past eight hours and with every hour I’m more convinced 
it’s a possible explanation. The problem is that there arc so few faas- 
almost none, really - but a pattern’s there, and it’s consistent with 
things we heard five years ago.’ 

‘What things? What pattern?’ 

’Only nimours to begin with, then came the threats and they were 
threats. No one was kidding,’ 

‘Go on. I’m listening.’ 

‘While defusing those threats in his own way, usually with prohib- 
ited whisky, Weingrass heard something that made toq^mch sense 
to be dismissed as drunken babbling. He was toH 
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oil up the equipment and work on a print-out of all the construction 
firms in Bahrain. And if there’s a listing for what we call general or 
industrial contractors, I want that, too . . . When? Yesterday for 
God’s sake!’ Swann hung up the phone, looked down at the phrases 
he had written, and then up at Kendrick. ‘You heard the words, 
Congressman. Do you want me to repeat them?’ 

‘It’s not necessary. They’re not kalam-faregh, arc they?’ 

‘No, Mr Kendrick, none of it’s garbage. It’s all very pertinent and 
I wish to hell I knew what to do.’ 

‘Recruit me, Mr Swann,’ said the congressman. ‘Send me to Masqat 
on the fastest transport you can find.’ 

‘Why?’ asked the deputy, studying his visitor. ‘What can you do 
that our own experienced men in the field can’t? They not only speak 
fluent Arabic, most of them arc Arabs.’ 

‘And working for Consular Operations,’ completed Kendrick. 

‘So?’ 

‘They’re marked. They were marked five years ago and they’re 
marked now. If they make any miswired moves, you could have a 
dozen executions on your hands.’ 

‘That’s an alarming statement,’ said Swann slowly, his eyes nar- 
rowing as he looked at his visitor’s face. ‘They’re marked? Would you 
care to explain it?’ 

*I told you a few minutes ago that your Cons Op briefly became a 
household name over there. You made a gratuitous remark about my 
elaborating on congressional rumours, but 1 wasn’t. I meant what I 
said.’ 

‘A household name?’ 

‘I’ll go further, if you like. A household joke. An ex-army engineer 
and Manny Weingrass even did a number on them.’ 

‘A number . . .?’ 

‘I’m sure it’s in your files somewhere. We were approached by 
Hussein’s people to submit plans for a new airfield after we’d 
completed one at Qufar in Saudi Arabia. The next day two of your 
men came to see us, asking technical questions, pressing the point 
that as Americans it was our duty to relay such information since 
Hussein frequently conferred with the Soviets - which, of course, 
was immaterial. An airport’s an airport, and any damn fool can fly 
over an excavation site and determine the configuration.’ 

‘What was the number?’ 

‘Manny and tlie engineer told them that the two main runways 
were seven miles long, obviously designed for ver^' special fi^’ing 
equipment. They ran out of the ofTicc as if both were struck by acute 
diarrhoea.’ 

‘And.’’ Swann leaned forward. 

‘The next day, Hussein’s people called and told us tc x. , .. 
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Simple, direct questions can help us assess a person just as accurately 
as a convoluted psychiatric report from one of our clinics in Virginia.’ 

‘Blame that on the psychiatrists.’ 

‘Tell me about it,’ said Swann, with a hostile chuckle. 

‘No, you tell me,’ countered the visitor. 'Your show-and-tcll games 
arc over. Do I go or don’t I, and if not, u’/iy not?’ 

Swann looked up. ‘You go. Congressman. Not because you’re an 
ideal choice but because I don’t have a choice. I’ll try anything, 
including an arrogant son of a bitch which, under that cool exterior, 

I think you probably arc.’ 

'You’re probably right,’ said Kendrick. 'Can you give me briefing 
papers on whatever you’ve got?' 

‘They'll be delivered to the plane before takeoff at Andrews Air 
Force Base. But they can’t leave mat plane. Congressman, and you 
can’t make any notes. Someone will be watching you.’ 

‘Understood.’ 

‘Arc you sure? We’ll give you whatever deep cover help we can 
under severe restrictions, but you’re a private citizen acting on your 
own, your political position notwithstanding. In short words, if 
you’re taken by hostile elements, we don’t know you. Wc can’t help 
you then. We won’t risk the lives of two hundred and t’nirty-six 
hostages. Is that undcistood?’ 

‘Yes, it is, because it’s directly in line with what I made clear when 
1 walked in here. 1 want a written guarantee of anonymity. 1 was 
never here. I never saw you, and I never talked to you. Send a memo 
up to the Secretary of State. Say you had a phone call from a political 
ally of mine in Colorado mentioning my name and telling you that 
with my background you should get in touch with me. You rcjc«cd 
the approach, believing it was just another politician trying to make 
mileage out of the State Department — that shouldn’t be difficult for 
you.’ Kendrick pulled out a notepad from his jacket pocket and 
reached over, picking up Swann’s pencil. ‘Here’s the address of my 
attorney in Washington. Have a copy delivered to him by messenger 
before I get on the plane at Andrews. When he tells me it’s there. I’ll 
get on board.' 

‘Our mutual objective licrc is so clear and so clean I should be 
congratulating myself,’ said Swann. ‘So why don’t I? Why do 1 keep 
thinking there’s something you’re not telling me?' 

‘Because you’re suspicious by nature and profession. You wouldn’t 
be in that chair if you weren’t.’ 

‘This secrecy you’re so insistent on - ‘ 

‘Apparently so are you,' Kendrick broke in. 

Tve given you my reason. There arc two hundred an^Lthirty-six ^ 
people out there. We’re not about to give anyone an c-- \P“II a \ 
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away by air. "They’ll become a boardroom of international mcnschl' 
Manny had roared. ‘All that fine education and all those languages. 
We’re rearing the greatest collection of statesmen and stateswomen 
since Disraeli and Golda!’ 

‘Uncle Manny, can we go fishing?’ A young spokesman would 
invariably implore, wide-eyed conspirators behind him. 

‘Of course, David - such a glorious name. The river is only a few 
kilometres away. We’ll all catch whales, I promise you!’ 

‘Manny, please.’ One of the mothers would invariably object. 
‘Their homework.’ 

‘That work is for home — study your syntax. Whales arc in the river!’ 

All that was permanence for Evan Kendrick. And suddenly it had 
11 been shattered, a thousand broken mirrors in the sunlight, each 
iragment of bloody glass reflecting an image of lovely reality and 
vondrous cxpcaations. All the mirrors had turned black, no reflec- 
ions anywhere. Death. 

‘Don't do it!’ screamed Emmanuel Weingrass. ‘I feel the pain as much as 
'ou. But don’t you see, it’s what they want you to do, expect you to do! 
Don’t give them — don’t give him — that gratification! Fight them, fight 
lim.' I will fight with you. Show me your posture, boy! 

’For whom, Manny? Against whom?’ 

'You know as well as I do! We’re only the first; others will follow. Other 
'accidents”, loved ona killed, projects abandoned. You will allow that?’ 

'I simply don’t care.’ 

'So you let him win?' 

•mo?’ 

•The MahdU’ 

'A drunken rumour, nothing more.’ 

'He did it! He killed them! I know it!’ 

'There’s nothing here for me, old friend, and I can’t chase shadows. 
There’s no fun any longer. Forget it, Manny, I’ll make you rich.’ 

'I don’t want your coward money!’ 

'You won’t take it?’ 

'Of course I'll take it. J simply don’t love you any more.’ 

Then four years of anxiety, futility and boredom, wondering when 
Jic warm wind of love or the cold wind of hate would blow across 
:he smouldering coals inside him. He had told himself over and 
>gain that when the fires suddenly erupted, for whatever reason, the 
time would be right and he would be ready. Me was ready now and 
ao one could stop him. Hate. 

The Mahdi. 

You took the lives of my closest frinuh ‘iindy </ Y^-' - 

that conduit yourself. I had to identify *•* thf t^ken, twiste., 

Heeding bodies of the people who mf>wt w much to me. The 

»ni it’s deep end cold and won’t yo nte hve ^ - rr 




CHAPTER 3 


The estimated flying time from Andrews to the US Air Force base in 
Sicily was seven hours plus. Arrival was scheduled for 5 am, Rome 
time; eight o’clock in the morning in Oman, which was four to five 
hours away depending on the prevailing Mediterranean winds and 
whatever secure routes were available. Takeoff into the Atlantic 
darkness had been swift in the military jet, a converted F-106 Delta 
with a cabin that included two adjacent seats in the rear with tray 
tables that served both as miniature desks and surfaces for food and 
drink. Swivelled lights angled down from the ceiling, permitting 
those reading to move the sharp beams into the areas of concentration, 
whether they were manuscript, photographs or maps. Kendrick was 
fed the pages from OHIO-Four-Zero by the man on his left, one 
page at a time, each given only after the previous page was letumcd. 
in two hours and twelve minutes, Evan had completed the entire file. 
He was about to start at the beginning again when the young man on 
his left, a handsome, dark-eyed member of OHlO-Four-Zero who 
had introduced himself simply as a State Department aide, held up 
his hand. 

‘Can’t we take time out for some food, sir?’ he asked. 

‘Oh? Sure.’ Kendrick stretched in his seat. ‘Frankly, .there’s not a 
hell of a lot here that’s very useful.’ 

‘I didn’t think there would be,’ said the clean-cut youngster. 

Evan looked at his seat companion, for the first time studying him. 
‘You know, I don’t mean this is in a derogatory sense - 1 really don c 
— but for a highly classified State Department operation, you strike 
me as being kind of young for the job. You can’t be out of jour 
twenties.’ , 

‘Close to it,’ replied the aide. ‘But I’m pretty good at what 1 do. 

• ;Which is?’ 

' ‘Sorry, no comment, sir,’ said the scat companion. No" 

>about that food? It’s a long flight.’ 

‘How about a drink?’ , u ■ ^ di'k- 

■ Wc’vc made spcdal provision for civilians.’ The darK-> ^ 

l.'.browcd young man smiled and signalled the Air 
(Corporal in a bulkhead scat facing aft; the a"endant - . 
rfonvard. ‘A glass of white wine and a Canadi 
A Canadian — ' 
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‘Forget it, Dr Axelrod. Just remember, there are to be no decisions 
without my approval.’ 

‘You’re a tough kid.’ 

‘The toughest. Congress - Dr Axelrod. Also, I’m not “junior”. 
Not where you’re concerned.’ 

‘Shall I convey your feelings to the pilot?’ 

‘You can tell him I’ll cut both his wings and his balls off if he pulls 
this again.’ 

‘Since I was the last on board, I didn’t meet him, but I gather he’s 
a brigadier general.’ 

‘He’s brigadier-bullshit to me.’ 

‘Good Lord,’ said Kendrick, chuckling. ‘Inter-service rivalry at 
forty thousand feet. I’m not sure I approve of that.’ 

'Sir?' The Air Force steward was anxious. 

‘Coming, Corporal.’ 

The compact flight deck of the F-106 Delta glowed with a profusion 
of tiny green and red lights, dials and numbers everywhere. The pilot 
and co-pilot were strapped in front, the navigator on the right, a 
cushioned earphone clipped to his left ear, his eyes on a gridded 
computer screen. Evan had to bend down to advance the several feet 
he could manage in the small enclosure. 

‘Yes, General?’ he inquired. ‘You wanted to sec me?’ 

‘I don’t even want to look at you. Doctor,’ answered the pilot, his 
attention on the panels in front of him. ‘I’m just going to read you a 
message from someone named S. You know someone named S?’ 

‘I think I do,’ replied Kendrick, assuming the message had been 
radioed by Swann at the Department of State. ‘What is it?’ 

‘It’s a pain in the butt to this bird, is what it is!’ cried the brigadier 
general. ‘I’ve never landed there! I don’t know the field, and I'm told 
those fucking Eyetals over in that wasteland arc better at making 
spaghetti sauce than they arc giving at approach instruaions!’ 

‘It’s our own air base,’ protested Evan. 

‘The hell it is!’ countered the pilot as his co-pilot shook his head in 
an emphatic negative. ‘Wc’rc changing course to Sardinia! Not Sicily 
but Sardinia] I’ll have to blow out my engines to contain us on that 
strip — if, for Christ’s sake, we can find it!’ 

‘What’s the message. General?’ asked Kendrick calmly. ‘There’s 
usually a reason for most things when plans arc changed.’ 

‘Then you explain it - no, don't explain it. I’m hot and bothered 
enough. Goddamned spooks!’ 

‘The message, please?’ 

’Here it is.’ The angry pilot read from a perforated page of paper. 
"‘Switch necessary’. Jiddah out. All MA where permitted under 
eyes - ” ’ 
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cockuils, just prayers to their God. Maybe it’s all they’ve got. Like 
the old planution spirituals.’ 

The pilot turned slowly in his scat. His face in the shadows of the 
flight deck startled Kendrick. The brigadier general was black. ‘You 
set me up,’ said the pilot flatly. 

‘I’m sorry. 1 mean that; 1 didn’t realize. On the other hand you said 
it. You called me an Arab-lovcr.’ 

Sundown. Masqat, Oman. The ancient turbo-jet bounced on to ,thc 
runway with such force that some of the passengers screamed, their 
desert instincts alert to the possibility of fiery oblivion. Then with the 
realization that they had arrived, that they were safe, and that there 
were jobs for the having, they began chanting excitedly. Thanks be 
to Allah for His benevolence! They had been promised rials for 
servitude the Omanis would not accept. So be it. It was far better 
than what they had left behind. 

The suited businessmen in the front of the aircraft, handkerchiefs 
held to their noses, rushed to the exit door, gripping their briefcases, 
all too anxious to swallow the air of Oman. Kendrick stood in the 
aisle, the last in line, wondering what the Sutc Department’s Swann 
had in mind when he said in his message that ‘arrangements’ had been 
cleared. 

'Come with me!’ cried a bc-robed Arab from the crowd forming 
outside the terminal for Immigration. ‘We have another exit. Dr 
Axelrod.’ 

'My passport doesn’t say anything about Axelrod.' 

‘Precisely. That is why you arc coming with me.’ 

'What about Immigration?’ 

'Keep your papers in your pocket. No one wants to see them. I do 
not want to sec them!’ 

‘Then how — ’ 

‘Enough, ya Shaikh. Give me your luggage and stay ten feet behind 
me. Cornel’ 

Evan handed his soft carry-on suitcase to the excited contact and 
followed him. They walked to the right, past the end of the one- 
storied brown and white terminal, and headed immediately to the left 
toward the tall wire fence beyond which the fumes from dozens of 
taxis, buses and trucks tinted the burning air. The crowds outside the 
airport fence were racing back and forth amidst the congested 
vehicles, shrieking admonishments and screeching for attention, their 
robes flowing. Along the fence for perhaps 75 to 100 feet, scores of 
other Arabs pressed their faces against the metal links, peering into an 
alien world of smooth asphalt runways and sleek aircraft that wasjio 
part of their lives, giving birth to fantasies beyond their unde' 
ing. Ahead, Kendrick could sec a metal building, the airfic' ^ 




menacingly at Kendrick’s trousers as the man tapped the metal plate 
in a rapid code with his weapon. A buzzer sounded and the gate 
swung back. Kendrick and his contact ran through, racing along the 
metal wall of the warehouse. 

In the parking lot beyond stood a broken-down truck, the tyres 
apparently only half inflated. The engine roared as loud reports came 
from a worn exhaust pipe. ‘Besuraal’ cried the Arab contaa, telling 
Evan to hurry. ‘There is your transport.’ 

‘I hope,’ mumbled Kendrick, his voice laced with doubt. 

‘Welcome to Masqat, 5/iJifc/i-whocver. ’ 

‘You fcnou’ who I am,’ said Evan angrily. 'You picked me out in 
the crowd! How many others can do that?’ 

‘Very few, sir. And, I do not know who you arc, I swear by Allah.’ 

‘Then I have to believe you, don’t I?’ asked Kendrick, staring at the 
man. 

‘I would not use the name of Allah if it were not so. Please. 
BesuraaV 

‘Thanks,’ said Evan, grabbing his ease and running toward the 
truck's cab. Suddenly the driver was gesturing out the window for 
him to climb into the back under the canvas that covered the bed of 
the ancient vehicle. The truck lurched forward as a pair of hands 
pulled him up inside. 

Stretched out on the floorboards, Kendrick raised his eyes to the 
Arab above him. The man smiled and pointed to the long robes of an 
aba and the ankle-length shirt known as a tliob which were suspended 
on a hanger in the front of the canvas-topped trailer, beside it, 
hanging on a nail, was the ghotra headdress and a pair of white balloon 
trousers, the street clothes of an Arab and the last items Evan had 
requested of the State Department’s Frank Swann. These and one 
other small but vital catalyst. 

The Arab held it up. It was a tube of skin-darkening gel, which 
when generously applied turned the face and hands of a white 
Occidental into those of a Middle-Eastern Semite whose skin had 
been permanently burnished by the hot, blistering, near-equatorial 
sun. The dyed pigment would stay darkened for a period of ten days 
before fading. Ten days. A lifetime — for him or for the monster who 
called himself the Mahdi. 

The woman stood inside the airport fence inches from the metal links. 
She wore gently flared white slacks and a tapered, dark green silk 
blouse, the blouse creased by the leather strap of her handbag. Long 
dark hair framed her face; her sharp attractive features were obscured 
by a pair of large designer sunglasses, her head covered by a wide- 
brimmed white sun hat, the crown circled by a ribbon of green 
At first she seemed to be yet another traveller from we ’ ' 
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Parti. London or New York. But a closer look revealed a subtle 
difTcrcncc front the stereotype; it was her skin. Its olive tones, neither 
black nor white, suggested northern Africa. What confirmed the 
difference was what she held in her hands, and only seconds before 
had pressed against the fence; a miniature omera, barely two inches 
long and with a tiny bulging, convex, prismatic lens engineered for 
telescopic photography, equipment associated with intelligence per- 
sonnel. Tltc seedy, run-down truck had swerved out of the warehouse 
parking lot; the camera was no longer necessary. She grabbed the 
handbag at her side and slipped it out of sight. 

'Khalehk!' shouted an obese, wide-eyed, bald-headed man running 
toward her, pronounnng the name in Arabic. ‘Ka-Jay-la.’ He was 
awkwardly carrying two suitcases, the sweat drenching his shirt and 
penetrating even the black, pinstripe suit styled in Savilc Row. ‘For 
God's sake, why did you dn/t cjp‘ 

‘That dreadful queue was simply foe boring, darling,' replied the 
woman, her accent an unfathomable mi.xture of British and Italian or 
perhaps Greek. ‘1 thought I'd stroll around.* 

‘Good Christ. Khalchla. you can't do that, can't you understand? 
Tlsis place ts a vcntablc (itl! on earth right now'' The Englishman 
stood before her, his jowlcd face flushed, dripping with perspiration. 
'1 was the very next in line for that Immigration imbecile, and I 
looked around and vou weren't rlirrr' And when I started rushing 
about to find vou. three lunatus with guns - funs' - stopped me and 
took me into a room and searched our tnCfjfc'' 

'1 hope vou were ilcan. Tony.’ 

‘Tlte bastards vonfissatcd mv u-liijfcy!‘ 

'Oh. ilic sacrifices of being such a successful man. Never mind, 
darling. I'll hasc it replaced 

The British Inisincssnian's eyes roved over the face and figure of 
Khalchla Well, it s past, isn t it’ Weil go back now and get it over 
with The obese nun winked - one eye after the other Tve got us 
splendid auommodation 'V’ou'Ii be very pleased, my dear ’ 
‘Accommodation’ With yen, darling’’ 

'Yes. of course 

•Oh, 1 really couldn't do that ' 

You said - ' 


‘I so,.P' Khalchla broke in. her dark brows arched above her 
njngbsscs 

■«'ell. you implied, rather emphatically. 1 might add, that if! could 
Kfasq^t* ^ sporting time of it in 

'Sporting, of course. Drinks on the Gulf, perhaps the races, dinner 
a, El Quanian - yes, al. of those things. But in your room?' 
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‘Well, well . . well, certain things shouldn’t have to be - 
specified.’ 

‘Oh, my sweet Tony. How can I apologize for such a misunder- 
standing? My old English tutor at the Cairo University suggested I 
contact you. She’s one of your wife’s dearest friends. Oh, no, I 
couldn’t really.’ 

‘Shit!’ exploded the highly successful businessman named Tony. 

‘Miraya!’ shouted Kendrick over the deafening sounds of the dilapi- 
dated truck as it bounced over a back road into Masqat. 

“You did not request a mirror, ya Shaikh,’ yelled the Arab in the 
rear of the trailer, his English heavily accented but understandable 
enough. 

‘Rip out one of the side view mirrors on the doors, then. Tell the 
driver.’ 

‘He cannot hear me, ya Shaikh. Like so many others, this is an old 
vehicle, one that will not be noticed. I cannot reach the driver.’ 

‘Goddamn it!’ exclaimed Evan, the tube of gel in his hand. ‘Then 
you be my eyes, ya sahbee,’ he said, calling the man his friend. ‘Come 
closer to me and watch. Tell me when it's right. Open the canvas.’ 

The Arab folded back part of the rear covering, letting the sunlight 
into the darkened trailer. Cautiously, holding on to the straps, he 
moved forward until he was barely a foot away from Kendrick. ‘This 
is the id-dawa, sir?’ he asked, referring to the tube. 

‘Iwah,’ said Evan, when he saw that the gel was indeed the medicine 
he needed. He began spreading it first on his hands; both men 
watched; the waiting-time was less than three minutes. 

‘Arma!’ shouted the Arab, holding out his right hand; the colour of 
the skin nearly matched his own. 

‘Kwayis,’ agreed Kendrick, trying to approximate the amount of 
gel he had applied to his hands so as to equal the proportion foi his 
face. There was nothing for it but to do it. He did, and anxiously 
watched the Arab’s eyes, 

‘Ma'ooU’ cried his newest companion, grinning the grin of signifi- 
cant triumph. ‘Deiwatce anzur!’ 

He had done it. His exposed flesh was now the colour of a sun- 
drenched Arab. ‘Help me into the thob and the aba, please,' Evan 
asked as he started to disrobe in the violently shaking truck. 

‘I will, of course,’ said the Arab, suddenly in much clearer English 
than he had employed before. ‘But now wc arc finished v-dth each 
other. Forgive me for playing the naif with you but no one is to be 
trusted here; the American State Department not exempted. You arc 
taking risks, ya Shaikh, far more than I, as the father of my children 
would take, but that is your business, not mine. You svill be dropped 
off in the centre of Masqat and you will then be on your own. 
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‘It is you, Evan? My God, you haven’t converted, have you?’ 

‘Come in, Mustapha. It’s good to sec you again.’ 

‘But am I seeing you?’ said the man named Musupha who was 
dressed in a dark brown business suit. ‘And your skin! You arc as 
dark as I am if not darker.’ 

‘I want you to understand everything.’ Kendrick closed the door, 
gesturing for his friend from the past to choose a place to sit. ‘I’ve got 
your brand of Scotch. Care for a drink?’ 

‘Oh, that Manny Weingrass is never far away, is he?’ said Mus- 
tapha, walking to the long, brocade-covered sofa and sitting down. 
‘The old thief.’ 

‘Hey, come on. Musty,’ protested Evan, laughing and heading for 
the bar. ‘He never short-changed you.’ 

‘No, he didn't. Neither he nor you nor your other parmers ever 
short-changed any of us . . . How has it been with you without 
them, my friend? Many of us talk about it even after all ^ese years.’ 

‘Sometimes not easy,’ said Kendrick honestly, pouring drinks. ‘But 
you accept it. You cope.’ He brought Musupha his Scotch and sat 
down in one of the three chairs opposite the sofa. ‘The best. Musty.’ 
He raised his glass. 

‘No, old friend, it is the worst - the worst of times as the English 
Dickens wrote.’ 

‘Let’s wait till the others get here.’ 

‘They’re not coming.’ Musupha drank his Scotch. 

‘IWMf?’ 

'We talked. I am, as is said in so many business conferences, the 
representative of ceruin interests. Also, as the only minister of the 
sultan’s cabinet, it was felt that I could convey ^e government’s 
consensus.’ 

'About what? You're jumping way the hell ahead of me.’ 

‘You jumped ahead of us, Evan, by simply coming here and calling 
us. One of us; two, perhaps; even in the extreme, three - but seven. 
No, that was reckless of you, old friend, and dangerous for everyone.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Did you think for a minute,' continued the Aub, overriding 
Kendrick, ‘that even three recognizable men of sunding - say nothing 
of seven — would converge on a hotel within minutes of each other to 
meet with a stranger without the management hearing about it? 
Ridiculous.' 

Evan studied Musupha before speaking, their eyes lodtcd. ‘What 
is it. Musty? What are you trying to tell me? This isn’t the embassy, 
and that obscene mess over there hasn’t anything to do with the 
businessmen or the government of Oman.’ 

‘No, it obwously docs not,’ agreed the Arab firmly. ‘But what I’m 
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was Abdul and Mahmoud who tried to rally an opposition. “Gtws!” 
they cried. “Storm the embassy ourselves,” they insisted. “Do not let 
Masqat become another Tehran!” . . . But it was not they who 
suffered. It was those close to them, their most precious possessions 
. . . These are the warnings, Evan. Forgive me, but if you had a wife 
and children would you subject them to such risks? I think not. Thc’ 
most precious jewels are not made of stone, but of flesh. Our families. • 
A true hero will overcome his fear and risk his life for whaf he 
believes, but he will balk when the price is thc lives of his loved ones. 
Is it not so, old friend?’ 

‘My God,' whispered Evan. 'You won’t help — you can’t.' 

‘There is someone, however, who will see you and hear what you 
have to say. But thc meeting must take place with extraordinary 
caution, miles away in thc desert before thc mountains ofjabal Sham.’ 

‘Who is it?’ 

‘The sultan.’ 

Kendrick was silent. He looked at his glass. After a prolonged 
moment he raised his eyes to Mustapha. ‘I’m not to have any official 
linkage,’ he said, ‘and the sultan’s pretty official. I don’t speak for my 
government, that’s got to be clear.’ 

‘You mean you don’t want to meet with him?’ 

‘On thc contrary, 1 want to very much. I just need to make my 
position clear. I have nothing to do with thc intelligence community, 
thc State Department or the White House - God knows not thc ^ffiitc 
House.’ 

‘I think that’s patently clear; your robes and thc colour of your skin 
confirm it. And thc sultan wants no connection with you, as 
emphatically as Washington wants no connection.’ 

'I’m rusty,’ said Evan, drinking. 'The old man died a year or so 
after I left, didn’t he? I’m afraid I didn’t keep up with things over here 
— a natural aversion, I think.’ 

‘Certainly understandable. Our current sultan is his son; he’s nearer 
your age than mine, even younger than you. After school in England, 
he completed his studies in your country. Dartmouth and Harv’ard, 
to be exact.’ 

‘His name’s Ahmat,’ broke in Kendrick, remembering. ‘I met him 
a couple of times.’ Evan frowned. ‘Economics and international 
relations,’ he added. 

‘What?’ 

‘Those were thc degrees he was after. Graduate and postgraduate.’ 

'He’s educated and bright, but he’s young. Vcr>’ young for the 
tasks facing him.’ 

‘When can 1 sec him?’ 

‘Tonight. Before others become aware of your presence Jicrc.’ 
Mustapha looked at his watch. ‘In thirty minutes leave thc hr \ 
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CHAPTER ^ 


The vast, arid desert appeared endless in the night, the sporaaic 
moonlight outlining the mountains of Jabal Sham in the distance — an 
unreachable, menacing border towering on the dark horizon. Every- 
where the flat surface seemed to be a dry mixture of earth and sand, 
the windless plain devoid of those swelling, impermanent hills of 
windblown dunes one conjures up with images of the great Sahara. 
The hard, winding road beneath was barely passable; the brown 
military vehicle lurched and skidded around the sandy curves on its 
way to the royal meeting ground. Kendrick, as instructed, sat beside 
the armed, uniformed driver, in the back was a second man, an officer 
and also armed. Security started at the pick-up; a perceived wrong 
move on Evan’s part and he was flanked. Apart from polite greetings 
neither soldier spoke. 

‘This is desert country,’ said Kendrick in Arabic. ‘Why arc there so 
many turns?’ 

‘There arc many off-shoot roads, sir,’ answered the officer from 
the back scat. ‘A straight lane in these sands would mark them too 
clearly. ’ 

Royal security, thought Evan without comment. 

They took an ‘off-shoot road’ after twenty-five minutes of speeding 
due west. Several miles beyond, a campfire glowed on the right. As 
they drew near, Kendrick saw a platoon of uniformed guards circling 
the fire, facing out, all points of the compass covered; the dark 
silhouettes of two military trucks loomed in the distance. The car 
stopped; the officer leaped out and opened the door for the American. 

‘Precede me, sir,’ he said in English. 

‘Certainly,’ replied Evan, trying to spot the young sultan in the 
light of the fire. There was no sign of him, nor of anyone not in 
uniform. Evan tried to recall the face of the boy-man he had met over 
four years ago, the student who had come home to Oman during a 
Christmas or a spring break, he could not remember which, only that 
the son of the sultan was an amiable young man, as knowledgeable as 
he was enthusiastic about American sports. But that was all Evan 
could recall; no face came to him, only the name. Ahmat, which 
Mustapha had confirmed. Three soldiers in front of him gave way; 
they walked through the protective ring. 
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*lt’s been a long time, Evan Kendrick, ya Shaikh,' said the young 
man in a slightly British accent, smiling and extending his hand. '1 
like your costume, but it’s not exactly Brooks Brothers, is it?’ 

‘Neither is yours unless the Brothers Brooks are into T-shirts.’ 
They shook hands. Kendrick could feel the sultan’s strength. ’Thank 
you for seeing me, Ahmat . . . Forgive me - 1 should say Your Royal 
Highness. My apologies.’ 

‘You knew me as Ahmat, and 1 knew you as Shaikh, sir. Must I 
still call you “sir”?’ 

‘That’d be inappropriate, I think.’ 

‘Good. We understand each other.’ 

‘You look different from what 1 remember,’ said Evan. 

‘I was forced to grow up swiftly — not by choice. From student to 
teacher, without the proper qualifications, I’m afraid.’ 

‘You’re respected. I’ve heard that.’ 

’The office does it, not the man. 1 must learn to fill the office. 
Come on, let’s talk - away from here.’ The sultan, Ahmat, took 
Kendrick’s arm and staned through his circle of guards only to be 
stopped by the officer who had searched Evan. 

‘Your Highness!' cried the soldier. ‘Your safety is our lives! Please 
remain within the cordon.’ 

‘And be a target by the light of the fire?’ 

‘We surround you, sir, and the men will continuously side-step 
around the circle. The ground is flat.’ 

‘Instead, point your weapons beyond the shadows, sahhec,' said 
Ahmat, calling the soldier his friend. ’We’ll only be a few metres 
away.’ 

‘With pain in our hearts. Your Highness.’ 

‘It will pass.’ Ahmat ushered Kendrick through the cordon. ‘My 
countrymen arc given to trivial melodramatics.’ 

'It’s not so trivial if they’re willing to make a moving ring and ukc 
a bullet meant for you.’ 

‘It’s nothing special, Evan, and, frankly, I don’t know all the men 
in those bodies. What we may have to say to each other could be for 
our cars only.’ 

‘I didn’t realize . . Kendrick looked at the young sultan of Oman 


as they walked into the darkness. ’Your own yusrasi 
'Anything’s possible during this madness. You can srucy 
of a professional soldier but you can t see the resentment 
temptations behind them. Here, this is far enougn. Bom men 
in the sand. 

'The madness,’ said Evan flatly in the d-.m h.gr.t c. me .;re 
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intermittent moonlight. ‘Let's talk about it. 
"That’s why you’re here, of course. 
’That’s why I’m here,’ Kendrick said- 
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ation. Evan then described how his old Israeli architca, Emmanuel 
Weingrass, had perceived the outlines of this extraordinary' economic 
conspiracy, initially by way of threats levelled against the Kendrick 
Group - threats he had countered with his own outrageous warnings 
of retribution - and how the more Manny learned, the more he svas 
convinced that the conspiracy was real and growing and had to be 
exposed. 

'Looking back, I’m not proud of what I did,’ continued Evan in the 
dim light of the campfire and the flitting desert moon. 'But I 
rationalized it because of what had happened. I just had to get out of 
this part of the world, and so 1 walked away from the business, 
walked away from the fight Manny said we must confront. I told 
him his imagination was working overtime, that he was giving 
credence to irresponsible - and often drunken — goons. I remember 
so clcariy what he said to me. “Could my wildest imaginings," he 
said, “or even less conceivably theirs, come up with a MahdR Those 
killers did it to us - he did it!” Manny was right then and he’s right 
now. The embassy is stormed, homicidal lunatics kill innocent 
people, and the ultimate statement is made. “Stay away. Western 
Boy. You come over here, you’ll be another corpse thrown out of a 
window.” Can’t you see, Ahmat? There is a Mahdi and he’s system- 
atically squeezing everyone else out through sheer, manipulative 
terror.' 

‘I can sec that you’re convinced,’ replied the young sultan 
sceptically. 

'So arc others here in Masqat. They just don’t understand. They 
can’t find a pattern, or an explanation, but they’re so frightened they 
refused to meet with me. Afc, an old friend of many years, a man 
they worked with and trusted.’ 

“rerror breeds anxiety. What would you expea? Also, there’s 
something else. You’re an American disguised as an Arab. That in 
itself must frighten them.’ 

'They didn’t know what 1 was wearing or what I looked like. I was 
a voice over the telephone.' 

'An Atnerican voice. Even more frightening.’ 

'A Western boy?’ 

'There arc many Westerners here. But the United States govern- 
ment, understandably, has ordered all Americans out, and prohibited 
all incoming American commercial flights. Your friends ask them- 
selves how you got here. And why. With lunatics roaming the streets, 
perhaps they, also understandably, don’t care to involve themselves 
in the embassy crisis.’ 

'Tlicy don’t. Because children have been killed - the children of 
men who did want to involve themselves.’ 

Ahmat stood rigidly in place, his dark eyes bewild' mgry 
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‘I see your point, except you’re saying that it’s the reverse here. An 
industrial monopoly could move into a void and take over my 
government because it represents stability and growth.’ 

‘Two points for the sultan,’ agreed Evan. ‘He gets another jewel 
for his harem.’ 

‘Tell my wife about it. She’s a presbyterian from New Bedford, 
Massachusetts.’ 

‘How did you get away with that?’ 

‘My father died and she’s got a hell of a sense of humour.’ 

‘Again, I can’t follow you.’ 

‘Sonie other time. Let’s suppose you’re right, and this is a shake- 
down (frmsc.to sec if their tactics can take the weather. Washington 
wants us to keep talking while you people come up with a plan that 
obviously combines some kind of penetration followed by a Delta 
Force. But let’s face it, America and its allies arc hoping for a 
diplomatic breakthrough because any strategy that depends on force 
could be disastrous. They’ve called in every nut leader in the Middle 
East and short of making Arafat mayor of New York City, they’ll 
deal with anyone, holier-than-thou statements notwithstanding. 
What’s your idea?’ 

‘The same as what you say those computers of yours could do in a 
couple of years from now when it'd be too late. Trace the source of 
what’s being sent into the embassy. Not food or medical supplies, 
but ammunition and weapons . . . and somewhere among those 
items the instructions that someone’s sending inside. In other words, 
find this manipulator who calls himself the Mahdi and rip him out.’ 

The T-shirted sultan looked at Evan in the flickering light. ‘You're 
aware that much of the Western press have speculated that I, myself, 
might be behind this. That I somehow resent the Western influence 
spreading throughout the country. Otherwise, they say, "Why 
doesn’t he do something?” ’ 

'I’m aware of it, but like the State Department, 1 think it’s nonsense. 
No one with half a brain gives any credence to those speculations.’ 

‘Your State Department,’ said Ahmat reflectively, his eyes still on 
Kendrick. ‘You know, they came to me in 1979 when Tehran blew 
up. I was a student then, and I don’t know what those two guys 
expeaed to find, but whatever it was, it wasn’t me. Probably some 
Bedouin in a long flowing aba, sitting cross-legged and smoking a 
' hashish water pipe. Maybe if I’d dressed the part, they would have 
taken me seriously.’ 

‘You’ve lost me again.’ 

‘Oh, sorry. You sec, once they realized that neither my father nor 
the family could do anything, that we had no real connection with 
the fundamentalist movements, they were exasperated. Otw^f^bem 
almost begged me. saving that I appeared to be a reasonab ~ 
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dangerous screws loose ... I’m still not convinced, Evan, but you’re 
persuasive, and I’ll do everything 1 can to help you, help all of us. 
But it’s got to be from a distance,^ an untraceabfc distance. I’ll give 
you a telephone number to call; it’s buried - non-existent in fact - 
and only two other people have it. You'll be able to reach me but 
only me. You see, Shaikh Kendrick, I can’t afford to know you.’’ 

‘I’m very popular. Washington doesn’t want to know me, cither ’ 
‘Of course not. Neither of us wants the blood of American hostages 
on our hands. 

‘I’ll need papers for myself and probably lists of air and sea shippers 
from arws I’ll pinpoint. ’ 

‘Spoken, nothing written down, except for the papers. A name and 
an address will be delivered to you; pick up the papers from that 
man.’ 

‘Thank you. Incidentally, the State Department said the same 
thing. Nothing they gave me could be written down.’ 

‘For the same reasons. ’ 

‘Don’t worry about it. Everything coincides with what I’ve got in 
mind. You sec, Ahmat, I don’t want to know you either. ' 

‘Really?’ 

‘That’s the deal I’ve cut with State. I’m a non person in their books 
and I want to be the same in yours.’ 

The young sulun frowned pensively, his eyes locked with Evan’s. 

1 accept what you say but I can’t pretend to understand. You lose 
four life, that’s one thing, but if you have any measure of success, 
that’s another. Why? I’m told you’re a politidan now. A 
congressman.’ 

‘Because I’m getting out of politics and coming back here, Ahmat. 
I’m picking up the pieces and going back to work where I w'orked 
best, but I don’t want any excess baggage with me that might make 
me a target. Or anyone with me. ’ 

'All right, rU accept that, gratefully on both counts. My father 
daimed that you and your people were the best. I remember, he^once 
said to me, “Those retarded camels never over-run on cost. He 


meant it kindly, of course. ’ _ , 

‘And, of course, we usually got the nc.xt project, so we weren t so 
retarded, were we? Our idea was to work on reasonable margim, an 
we were pretty good at controlling costs . . ■ Mmul, we ^ 

four days left before the executions start again. 1 had to 
needed help I could go to you, and now I do know it. , ^ f • 
condiuons and you accept mine. Now, please, I hat cn t ari . 

'’•^te. What’s the number where I can reach you? 

’ written dow'n.’ - ■ 

r Understood.’ ; 

sultan gave Kendrick the number. Instep 
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and I'm coming back. If I can help in any way, it’s in my own best 

‘So the bottom line is self-serving. You intend to return here and if 
this insane killing can be stopped, it will be infinitely more profitable 
for you. Also, if it isn’t stopped, you have no business to return to. 

'That’s about it.’ , -r r 

‘Be careful, Evan. Few people will believe you, and if the tear you 

spoke of is as pervasive among your friends as you say, it may not be 
the enemy who tries to kill you.’ 

'I’ve already been warned,’ said Kendrick. 

•What?’ 

'A man in a truck, a sahbee who helped me.’ 

Kendrick lay on the bed, his eyes wide, his thoughts churning, 
turning from one possibility to another, one vaguely remembered 
name to another, a face, another face, an office, a street ... the 
harbour, the waterfront. He kept going back to the waterfront, to the 
docks - from Masqat south to A 1 Qurayyat and Ra’s al Hadd. Why? 

Then his memory was jogged and he knew why. How many times 
had he and Manny Weingrass made arrangements for equipment to 
be brought in by purchasable surplus space on freighters from Bahrain 
and the Emirates in the north? So many they Were uncountable. That 
hundred-mile stretch of coastline south of Masqat and its sister port 
of Matrah was open territory, even mote so beyond Ra’s al Hadd. 
But from there until one reached the short Strait of 'Masirah, the 
roads were worse than primitive, and travellers heading into the 
interior risked being attacked by haraamiya on horseback - mounted 
thieves looking for prey . . . usually other thieves transporting 
contraband. Still, considering the numbers and depth of the combined 
intelligence efforts of at least six Western nations concentrating on 
Masqat, the southern coastline of Oman was a logical area to examine 
intensively. This was not to say that the Americans, British, French, 
Italians, West Germans and whoever else were cooperating in the 
effort to analyse and resolve the hostage crisis in Masqat had 
overlooked that stretch of Oman’s coast, but the reality was that few 
American patrol boats, those swift, penetrating bullets oij the water, 
were in the Gulf. Those which were there would not shirk their 
duties, but they did not possess that certtin fury that grips men in the 
heat of the search when they know their own are being slaughtered. 
There might even be a-degree of reluctance to engage terrorists for 
fear of b«ng held responsible for additional executions. The southern 
coast 01 Oman could bear some scrutiny 

««« split the hot, dry air 

of the hotel room. •Hie telephone screamed; he picked it up. ‘Yes?* 

Get out of your hotel.’ said the quiet, strained voice on the line 
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CHAPTER 5 


‘Hasib!’ The warning came from behind, telling him to watch out! He 
spun around only to be pressed into the wall of a building in the 
crowded narrow street by one of the two policemen following him. 
His face against the stone, the ghatra protecting his flesh, he turned 
his head to see two bearded, dishevelled youths in paramilitary 
fatigues striding through the bazaarlike thoroughfare, waving heavy, 
ugly, black repeating weapons in their hands, kicking out at mer- 
chants' stalls and rubbing their heavy boots on the surfaces of the 
squatting strectsellcrs woven rugs. 

‘Look, sir!' whispered the policeman in English, his voice harsh, 
angry yet somehow elated. ‘They do not see us!' 

‘I don't understand.' 

The arrogant young terrorists approached. 

'Stay against the wall!' commanded the Arab, now hammering 
Kendrick back into the shadows, shielding the American's body with 
his own. 

‘Why - ' The armed hoodlums passed, thrusting the barrels of their 
guns menacingly into the robed figures in front of them. 

‘Be still, sir! They arc drunk either with the forbidden spirits or on 
the blood they have shed. But thanks be to Allah, they are outride the 
embassy.’ 

‘What do you mean?' 

'Those of us in uniform are not permitted w-ithin sight of the 
embassy, but if the)' come outside, it is another matter. Our hands arc 
untied.’ 

'What happens?’ 

Up ahead, one of the terrorists smashed the butt of his weapon into 
the head of an offending Omani; his companion swung his rifle 
around at the crowd, warning it. 

'They face either the wrath of the Allah they spit on,’ replied the 
policeman, whispering, his eyes filled with rage at tlic scene, ‘or they 
join the other reckless, filthy pigs! Stay here, ya Shaikh, sir! Suy in 
this small bazaar. I will be back, 1 have a name to give you.’ 

'The other - H'hat other filthy pigs?’ Evan’s words were lost; the 
sultan’s police officer sprang away from the wall, joining his partner. 
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spun around only to be pressed into the wall of a building in the 
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angry yet somehow elated. ‘They do not sec usl’ 
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'Stay against the wall!’ commanded the Arab, now hammering 
Kendrick back into the shadows, shielding the American’s body with 
his own. 

'Why - ’ The armed hoodlums passed, thrusting the barrels of their 
guns menacingly into the robed figures in front of them. 
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the blood they have shed. But thanks be to Allah, they arc outside the 
embassy.’ 

‘What do you mean?' 

‘Those of us in uniform arc not permitted within sight of the 
embassy, but if they come outside, it is another matter. Our hands are 
untied.’ 

‘What happens?’ 

Up ahead, one of the terrorists smashed the butt of his weapon into 
the head of an offending Omani; his companion swung his rifle 
around at the crowd, warning it. 

‘They face either the wrath of the Allah they Spit on,’ replied the 
policeman, whispering, his eyes filled with rage at the scene, 'or the>’ 
join the other reckless, filthy pigs! Stay here, ya Shaikh, sir! Stay in 
this small bazaar. 1 will be back, 1 have a name to give you.’ 

‘The other — B7taf other filthy pigs?’ Evan’s words were lost; the 
sultan’s police officer sprang away from the wall, joining his partner. 
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bearded young face. Somehow, thought Evan, he had witnessed a 
microcosm of the violence, the pain and the futility that was the 
world of the Middle East and Southwest Asia. 

‘All is changed, ’ said the first officer, his knife held up, rising above 
his open-mouthed, incredulous prisoner and touching his comrade’s 
shoulder. The latter shook his head as if trying to rid his eyes and his 
mind of the youthful, bloody corpse beneath him, then nodded 
rapidly, telling his companion he understood. The first officer 
approached Kendrick. ‘There will be a delay now. This incident must 
not reach the other streets so wc must move quickly. The man you 
seek, the man who is waiting for you, is known as El-Baz. You will 
find him in the market beyond the old south fortress in the harbour. 
There is a bakery selling orange baklava. Ask inside.’ 

‘The south fortress ... in the harbour?’ ' ■ 

‘There are two stone fortresses built by the Portuguese many 
centuries ago. The Mirani and the Jalili — ’ 

‘I remember, of course,’ interrupted Evan, rambling, finding part 
of his sanity, his eyes avoiding the death-wound of the mutilated 
body on the floor of the dark alleyway. ‘Two forts built to protect 
the harbour from raiding pirates. They’re ruins now -a bakery selling 
orange baklava.’ 

‘There is no lime, sir. Go! Run out the other side. You cannot be 
seen here any longer. Quickly!' 

‘First answer my question,’ shot back Kendrick, angering the police 
officer by not moving. ‘Or I stay here and you can answer to your 
sultan.’ 

‘What question? Leave!’ 

‘You said these two might join “other reckless . . . pigs” - those 
were your words. What other pigs? Where?’ 

‘There is no time!’ 

‘Answer me!’ 

The policeman inhaled deeply through his nostrils, trembling with 
frustration. ‘Very well. Incidents like tonight have happened before. 
We have taken a number of prisoners who are questioned by many 
people. Nothing must be said - ’ 

‘How many?’ 

‘Thirty, forty, perhaps fifty by now. They disappear from the 
embassy, and others, always others, take their places!' 

‘mere?' 

The officer stared at Evan and shook his head. ‘No, ya Shaikh, sir. 
that I will not tell you. Go!'- 

‘I understand. Thanks.’ The congressman from Colorado gnppcd 
the cloth of his aba and raced dossm the alley towards the exit, turning 
his face away as he ran past the dead terrorist whose streaming blood 
now filled the crevices between the cobblestones. 
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Evan’s attenrion. Most were male Arabs, merchants catering for the 
rich and foolhardy Europeans, tourists indifferent to the chaos at the 
embassy, marked by their Western clothes and profusion of gold 
bracelets and chains, glistening symbols of defiance in a city’ gone 
mad. The Omanis, however, were like animated Tobots, forcing 
themselves to concentrate on the inconsequential, their ears blocking 
out the constant gunfire from the American Embassy less than a half 
mile away. Everywhere, their eyes blinked and squinted incessantly, 
brows frowning in disbelief and disassociation. What was happening 
in their peaceful Masqat was beyond their understanding; they were 
no part of the madness, no part at all, so they did their best to shut it 
out. 

He saw it. Balawa hohrtooan. ‘Orange baklava,’ the speciality of the 
bakery’. The Turkish-style small brown shop svith a succession of 
minarets painted above the glass of the shopfront was sandwiched 
between a large, brightly lit jewellery’ store and an equally fashionable 
boutique devoted to leather goods, the name Paris scattered in black 
and gold signs beyond the glass in front of ascending blocks of 
luggage and accessories. Kendrick walked diagonally across the 
square, past the fountain, and approached the door of the bakery. 

‘Your people were right,’ said the dark-haired woman in the tailored 
black suit walking out of the shadows of the Harat Waljat, the 
miniature camera in her hand. She raised it and pressed the shutter- 
release; the automatic advance took successive photographs as Evan 
Kendrick entered the bakery shop in the market of Sabat Aynub. 
‘Was he noticed in the bazaar?’ she asked, replacing the camera in her 
bag, addressing the short, robed, middle-aged Arab who cautiously 
stood behind her. 

‘There was talk about a man running into the alley after the police,’ 
said the informant, his eyes on the bakery. ‘It was contradicted, 
convincingly, 1 believe.’ 

‘How? He was seen.’ 

‘But in the excitement he was not seen rushing out, clasping his 
wallet, which was presumably taken by the pigs. That was the 
information emphatically exclaimed by our man to the onlookers. 
Naturally, others emphatically agreed, for hysterical people will 
always leap on- new information unknown to a crowd of strangers. It 
elevates them.' 

‘You’re very good,’ said the woman, laughing softly. ‘So arc your 
people.’ 

* We, had better be, ya aiiisa Khalchla.’ responded the Arab, using 
the Omani title of respect. ‘If we arc less than that, we face alte atives 
we’d rather not consider.’ 

‘Why the bakery?’ asked Khalchla. ‘Any idcasr ' 
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‘Which means that whatever the subjea proposed was not rriected 
out of hand.’ 

‘It would appear so, ya anise Khalchla.’ 

‘And we have to know what was proposed, don’t we?’ 

‘It would be dangerous in the extreme for all of us not to know,’ 
said the Arab, nodding. ‘We are dealing with more than the deaths of 
two hundred and thirty-six Americans. We are dealing with the 
destiny of a nation. My nation, I should add, and 1 shall do my best 
to sec that it remains ours. Do you understand me, my dear Khalchla?’ 

‘I do, ya sahib el Atimcr.' 

'Better a dead cipher than a catastrophic shock.’ 

‘I understand.’ 

‘Do you really? You had far more advantages in your Mediterra- 
nean than we ever had in our obscure Gulf. It is our time now. We 
won’t let anyone stop us.’ 

‘I want you to have your time, dear friend. We want you to have 
it.’ 

‘Then do what you must do, ya sahbtee Khalchla.’ 

‘I will.’ The well-tailored woman reached into her shoulder bag 
and took out a short-barrelled automatic. Holding it in her left hand, 
she again searched her bag and removed a clip of bullets; with a 
pronounced click she jammed it into the base of the handle and 
snapped back the loading chamber. The weapon was ready to fire. 
'Go now, adeem sahbee,' she said, securing the strap of her bag over 
her shoulder, her hand inside, gripping the automatic. 'We understand 
each other and you must be somewhere else, some place where others 
can see you, not here.’ 

'Salaam aleihim, Khalchla. Go with Allah.' 

TII send him to Allah to plead his ease . . . Quickly. He’s coming 
out of the bakery! I’ll follow him and do what has to be done. You 
have perhaps ten to fifteen minutes to be with others away from 
here.’ 

‘At the last, you protect us, don’t you? You arc a treasure. Be 
careful, dear Khalchla.’ 

‘Tell him to be careful. He intrudes.’ 

Til go to the Zwadi mosque and talk with the elder mullahs and 
muezzins. Holy eyes arc not questioned. It is a short distance, five 
minutes at most.’ 

'Aleikum cs-salaam,' said the woman, starting across the square to 
her left, her gaze riveted on the American in Arabian robes who had 
passed beyond the fountain and was walking rapidly towards the 
dark, narrow streets to the cast, beyond the market of Sabat Aynub. 
Uliat is that damn foal doinf^r she thought as she removed her hat, 
crushing it with her left hand and shoving it into her bag 
Weapon which she gripped feverishly in her right. He s hr xmte 




Evan wondered whether the sultan’s police officer had forgotten to 
give him a name or a code or a password that would gain him 
entrance. He had so little time! He did not need this obstruction; he 
reached for an answer. ‘I visited a bakery in the Sabat A^-nub,’ he said 
rapidly. ‘1 spoke - ’ 

‘A bakery?’ broke in the squatting man, his brows arched beneath 
his headdress. ‘There are at least three bakeries in the Sabat Aynub.’ 

‘Goddamn it, baklavaV spat out Kendrick, his frustration mounting, 
his eyes on the handle of the gun. ‘Some asinine orange - ’ 

‘Enough,’ said the guard, abruptly rising to his feet and pulling his 
robes together. ‘It was a simple reply to a simple question, sir. A 
baker sent you, you sec?’ 

‘All right. Fine! May I go inside, please?’ 

‘Rrst we must determine whom you visit. Whom do you visit, 
sir?’ 

‘For God's sake, the man who lives here . . . works here.' 

‘He is a man without a name?’ 

‘Arc you entitled to know it?’ Evan’s intense whisper carried over 
the street noises beyond. 

‘A fair question, sir,’ said the Arab, nodding pensively. ‘However, 
since I was aware of a baker in the Sabat Aynub - ’ 

‘Christ on a raft!’ exploded Kendrick. ‘All right. His name is El- 
Baz! Now will you let me in? I’m in a hurry!’ 

‘It will be my pleasure to alert the resident, sir. He will let you in if 
it is his pleasure. Ceruinly you can undersund the necessity for - ’ 

It was as far as the ponderous guard got before snapping his head 
towards the pavement outside. The undercurrent of noises from the 
dark street had suddenly erupted. A man screamed; others roared, 
their strident voices echoing off the surrounding stone. 

‘Elhahoonai!' 

‘Udamr 

And then piercing the chorus of outrage was a woman’s voice. 
'Siboorni JihaleeV she cried frantically, demanding to be left alone. 
Then came in perfert English, ‘You bastardsV 

Evan and the guard rushed to the edge of the stone as two gunshots 
shattered the human cacophony, escalating it into frenzy, the ominous 
rings of ricocheting bullets receding in the cavernous distance. Tlie 
Arab guard spun around, hurling himself to the hard stone floor of 
the entranceway. Kendrick crouched; he had to knaw! Three robed 
figures accompanied by a young man and woman dressed in slovenly 
Western clothes raced past, the male in tom khaki trousers clutching 
his bleeding arm. Evan stood up and cautiously peered around the 
edge of the stone comer. What he saw astonished him. 

In the shadows of the confining street stood a bareheaded woman, 
a short-bladed knife in her left hand, her right gripping an automatic. 
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‘Who gave this information to you?’ 

‘I have no idea,’ said the aged Arab, touching Kendrick’s arm, 
insinuating him down the foyer. ‘An unknown person instructing me 
over the telephone, from where I know not. However, she used the 
proper words and I knew J was to obey.’ 

'SheV 

‘The gender was insignificant, ya Shaikh. The words were all 
important. Come. Inside.’ El-Baz opened the door to a small photo- 
graphic studio; the equipment appeared out of date. Evan’s rapid 
appraisal was not lost on El-Baz. ‘The camera on the left duplicates 
the grainy quality of government identification papers,’ he explained, 
‘which, of course, is as much due everywhere to government 
processing as it is to the eye of the camera. Here. Sit on the stool in 
front of the screen. It will be painless and swift,’ 

El-Baz worked quickly and as the film was Instant Polaroid, he had 
no difficulty selecting a print. Burning the others, the old man put on 
a pair of thin surgical gloves, held the single photo and gestured 
towards a wide-curtained area beyond the stretched grey fabric that 
served as a screen. Approaching it, he pulled back the heavy drapery 
revealing a blank, distressed wall; the appearance was deceiving. 
Placing his right foot next to a spot on the chipped floor moulding, 
his gloved right hand reaching for another specific location above, he 
simultaneously pressed both. A jagged crack in the wall slowly 
separated, the left side disappearing behind the curtain; it stopped, 
leaving a space roughly two feet wide. The small purveyor of false 
papers stepped inside, beckoning Kendrick to follow him. 

What Evan saw now was as modem as any machine in hi, 
Washington office and of even higher quality. There were two large 
computers, each with its own printer, and four telephones in four 
different colours, all with communication modems, all situated cn a 
long white table kept spotlessly clean in front of four typist’s chairs. 

‘Here,’ said El-Baz, pointing to the computer on the left, where the 
dark screen was alive with bright green letters. 'Sec how privileged 
you are. Shaikh. I was told to provide you with complete information 
and the sources thereof, but not. however, with any writte.i docu- 
ments other than the papers themselves. Sit. Study yourself’ 

‘Study myself?’ asked Kendrick. 

‘You arc a Saudi from Riyadh named Amal Bahrudi. You arc a 
construction engineer and there is some European blood in your veins 
- a grandfather, 1 think; it’s written on the screen.’ 

‘European . . . ?’ 

‘It explains your somewhat irregular features should anyone 
comment.’ 

‘Wait a minute.’ Evan bent over looking closer at the computer 
screen. 'This is a real person;' 
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The caurious strollers and the hesitant crowd bc>'ond scattered in 
all directions, running for the protection of distance and the shelter of 
doorways. As if on cue, the fugitive grappled with his drenched 
robes, pulling them apart and menacingly reaching inside the folds of 
cloth. A rapid, staccato burst of gunfire shattered the A1 Kabir, the 
fugitive screamed, calling on the powers of .a furious Allah and a 
vengeful A1 Fatah as he gripped his shoulder, arched his neck and 
dropped to the ground. He seemed to be dead, but in the dim light 
no one could determine the extent of his wounds. He screamed again, 
a roar summoning the furies of all Islam to descend on the hordes of 
impure unbelievers cvcrj'where. The two police officers fell on him 
as the patrol car skidded to a stop, its tyres screeching; a third 
policeman leaped from the open rear door shouting orders. 

'Disarm him! Search him!’ His two subordinates had anticipated 
both commands. ‘It could be heV added the superior officer, crouching 
to examine the fugitive more closely, his voice ev'cn louder than 
before. ‘There!’ he continued, still shouting. ‘Strapped to his thigh. A 
packet. Give it to me!’ 

The onlookers slowly rose in the semidarkness, cunosity drawing 
them back to the furious aaiwty uking place in the middle of the A1 
Kabir under the dim svash of the street lights. 

‘I believe you arc nght, sir!’ yelled the policeman on the prisoner’s 
left. ‘Here, this mark! It could be what remains of the scar aaoss his 
neck.' 

‘BahntdH’ roared the ranking police officer in triumph as he studied 
the papers ripped from the oil cloth packet. ‘Amal BahrudP. The trusted 
one! He was last seen in East Berlin and, by Allah, we /wit him!’ 

'All of you!’ yelled the policeman, kneeling to the right of the 
fugitive, addressing the mesmerized crowd. ‘Leave! Get cuwjl This 
pig may have proteaors - he is the infamous Bshntdi, the Eastern 
European terrorist! We have radioed for soldiers from the sulun’s 
garrison - get flu’ny, don’t be killed!' 

The witnesses fled, a disjointed stampede racing south on the A1 
Kabir. They had summoned up courage but the prospect of a gun 
battle panicked them. All was unccnainty, punctuated by death; the 
only thing the crowd was certain of was that a notorious international 
terrorist named Amal Bahrudi had been captured. 

‘The word will spread quickly in our small city, said the sergeant- 
of-policc in fluent English, helping the ‘prisoner to his feet. ^ e will 
help, ofcourse. ifit is necessarv-.’ 

Tve got a question or two — maybe three! Evan unticu, t.iC 
headdress, rcmovinit it over his head and starcc at the police 
■'X'hat the hell was all that stuff about “the trusted one", the /, 
leader" of East European whatcver-:t-wast 

'Apparently the^tnith, sir.' 




did the same to his arms, chest and back. ‘Why didn’t El-Baz tell 
me?’ 

‘Ahmat’s instructions. He thought you might object so he wished 
to explain it to you himself.’ 

‘I spoke to him less than an hour ago. He didn’t say anything 
except he wanted to talk about this Bahrudi, that’s all.’ 

‘You were also in a great hurry and he had much to organize in 
order to bring about your so-called capture.. Therefore he left the 
explanation to me. Lift your arm up higher, please.’ 

‘What’s the explanation?’ asked Evan, less angry now. 

‘Quite simply, if you were taken by the terrorists you’d have a fall- 
back position, at least for a while, with luck providing enough time 
to help you - if help was at all possible.’ 

‘What fail-back position?’ 

‘You’d be considered one of them. Until they learned otherwise.’ 
‘Bahrudi’s dead - ’ 

‘His corpse is in the hands of the KGB,’ added the doctor instantly, 
overriding Kendrick’s words. ‘The Komitet is notoriously indecisive, 
afraid of embarrassment.’ 

‘El-Baz mentioned something about that.’ 

‘If anyone in Masqat would know, it is El-Baz.’ 

‘So if Bahrudi is accepted here in Oman, if I’m accepted as this 
Bahrudi, I might have some leverage, (f the Soviets don’t blow the 
whistle and tell what they know.’ 

‘They will exhaustively examine the whistle before bringing it near 
their lips. They can’t be certain; they will fear a trap, a trap of 
embarrassment, of course, and wait for developments. Your other 
arm, please. Lift it straight up. please.’ 

'Question,' said Evan, firmly. ‘If Amal Bahrudi supposedly went 
through your immigration, why wasn’t he picked up? You’ve got 
one hell of a security force out there these days.’ 

‘How many John Smiths are there in your country, ya Shaikh^' 

‘So?’ 

‘Bahrudi is a fairly common Arabic name, more so perhaps in 
Cairo than Riyadh but nevertheless not unusual. Amal is the equiva- 
lent of your “Joe” or "Bill” or, of course, “John”.’ 

‘Still, El-Baz entered him in the immigration computers. Flags 
would leap up - ’ 

‘And rapidly return to their recesses,’ broke in the Omani, ‘the 
ofiidals satisfied by observation and harsh, if routine, questioning.’ 

‘Because there’s no scar on my neck?’ asked Evan quickly. ‘One of 
the police in the A1 Kabir made a point of a scar across my neck — 
Bahrudi’s neck.’ 

That is information I know nothing about, but 1 suppose it’s 
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them also - we don’t know this, of course. However, what little wc 
hear is not pleasant. The prisoners, like all extremists, continuously 
vie for who is the most zealous, and as there arc constant newcomers, 
many do not know each other. As a result, the questions are severe 
and pointed, the methods of interrogation often brutal. They’re 
fanatics, but not fools in the accepted sense, ya Shaikh. Vigilance is 
their credo, infiltration a constant threat to them.’ 

Then it'll be my credo.' Kendrick crossed back to the examining 
tabic and the neat pile of prison clothes provided for him. ‘My 
vigilance,' he continued. 'As fanatical as anyone’s in there.’ He turned 
to the Omani. ‘1 need the names of the leaders inside the embassy. I 
wasn’t permitted to make any notes from the briefing papers, but I 
memorized two because they were repeated several times. One was 
Abu Nassir, the other, Abbas Zaher. Do you have any more?’ 

‘Nassir hasn’t been seen for over a week; they believe he’s gone, 
and Zaher is not considered a leader, merely a show-off. Recently the 
most prominent appears to be a woman named Zaya Yateem. She’s 
fluent in English and reads the televised bulletins. ’ 

‘What docs she look like?’ 

‘Who can tell? She wears a veil.’ 

‘Anyone else?’ 

‘A young man who’s usually behind her, he seems to be her 
companion and carries a Russian weapon - 1 don’t know what kind.’, 

‘His name?’ 

‘He is called simply Azra.’ 

‘Blue? The colour blue?’ 

‘Yes. And speaking of colours, there’s another, a man with 
premature grey streaks in his hair - quite unusual for one of us. He is 
called Ahbyahd.’ 

‘White,’ said Evan. 

‘Yes. He’s been identified as one of the hijackers of the' TWA plane 
in Beirut. Only by photographs, however, no name was uncovered.’ 

'Nassir, the woman Yateem, Blue and White. That should be 
enough.’ 

‘For what?’ asked the doaor. 


‘For what I’m going to do.' 

Think about what you re doing, said the doctor softly, watching 
Evan draw^ up the loose-fitting prison trousers with the elastic 
waistband. ‘Ahmat is tom. for we might learn a great deal by your 
sacnficc - but you must understand, it could well be your sacrifice 
He wants you to know that.’ 


Im no fool, either.’ Kendrick put on the grey prison shirt and 




Evan leaned against the table, his arms folded, studying the Om^. 
‘Then 1 don’t understand, and I mean that. Doctor. I m not looking 
for demons, but 1 think there’s a lapse in your explanation.’ 

‘What is it?’ 

‘If finding me the name of a terrorist - an unaccounted-for, dead 
terrorist — was to be my fall-back position, as you called it— ^ 

‘Your temporary protection, as yen so rightfully called it, inter- 
rupted Faisal. 

'Then suppose -just suppose - I hadn’t been around to act in that 
little melodrama on the A1 Kabir tonight?’ 

‘You were never meant to,’ replied the doctor calmly. You simply 
moved up the schedule. It was to take place not at midnight but in 
the early morning hours, just before the prayers, near the mosque of 
Khor. The word of Bahrudi’s capture would have spread through the 
markets like the news of a shipment of cheap contraband on the 
ivaterfront. Another would have posed as the impostor you are. That 
was the plan, nothing else.’ 

‘Then, as the lawyers would say, there’s a convenient convergence 
of objectives, rearranged in time and purpose so as to accommodate 
all parties without conflict. I hear phrases like that in Washington all 
the time. Very sharp.’ 

‘1 am a doctor, ya Shaikh, not a lawyer.’ 

‘To be sure,’ agreed Evan, smiling faintly. ‘But 1 wonder about our 
young friend in the palace. He wanted to “discuss” Amal Bahrudi. 1 
ider where that discussion would have led us.’ 
de’s not a lawyer, either.’ 

ic has to be everything to run this place,’ said Kendrick sharply, 
has to think. Especially now . . . We’re wasting time. Doctor. 
5S me up a bit. Not the eyes or the mouth, but around the cheeks 
the chin. Then cut into my shoulder and bandage it but don’t dry 
blood.’ 

i beg your pardon?’ 

For Christ’s sake. I’m not going to do it myself!’ 

: heavy steel door sprang back, yanked by two soldiers who 
tantly placed their arms against the exterior iron plate as if 
icaing an assault on the exit. A third guard hurled the woundsd. 

I bleeding prisoner into the huge concrete hall that served as a mass 
; what light there was was subdued, provided by Iow-v,'a:rage 
lbs encased in svirc mesh and bolted to the ceiling. A 
natK instandy converged on the new entry, several gnppbiz the 
auldcrs of the bloody, disfigured man awkwardly trying to rise 
>m his knees. Others huddled around the imposing metal coo- 
«tcnng loudly among themselves - half shrieking, actually - 



sure the babbie beyond covered whatever they said, keeping it from 
eavesdropping enemy ears. 

‘I am who I mit! And that is enough for shc-goat fools - 
‘The guards told us your name!’ stammered another inmate, this 
one perhaps thirty, with an unkempt beard and long, filthy hair; he 
cupped his lips with his hands as though they would stifle his words. 
‘“Amal Balmtdi’." they yelled. “The misled one from East Berlin and 
we’ve caught him!” ... So what? Who are you to us? I don’t even 
like the way you look. You look very odd to me! What is an Amal 
Bahrudi? Why should ii'c care?’ 

Kendrick glanced over at the door and the agitated group of 
prisoners talking excitedly. He took a step forward, again whispering 
harshly. ‘Because I was sent by others much higher than anyone here 
or in the embassy. Much, much higher. Now, I’m telling you for the 
last time, let me thinh’. I have to get information out - ' 

‘You try and you’ll put us all in front of a firing squad!' exclaimed 
another prisoner through his teeth; he was short and strangely well 
groomed, except for unaccountable splotches of urine staining his 
prison trousers. 

‘That bothers you?’ replied Evan, staring at the terrorist, his voice 
low and filled with loathing. It was the moment to establish his credo 
further. 'Tell me, pretty little boy, are you afraid to die?’ 

‘Only because I could no longer serve our cause!’ gushed the boy- 
man defensively, his eyes darting about, seeking justification. A few 
in the crowd agreed; there were emotional, knee-jerk nods from those 
close enough to hear him, swept up in his fears. Kendrick wondered 
how pervasive was this deviation from zealotry. 

‘Keep your voice down, you fool!’ said Evan icily. ‘Your martyr- 
dom is service enough.’ He turned and walked through the hesitantly 
parting bodies to the stone wall of the immense cell where there was 
an open rectangular window with iron bars embedded in the concrete. 

‘Not so fast, odd-looking one!’ The rough voice, barely heard 
above the noise, came from the outer fHnges of the crowd. A stocky, 
bearded man stepped forward. Those in front of him gave way as 
men casually do in the presence of a noncommissioned superior — a 
sergeant or a foreman, perhaps; not a colonel or a corporate vice 
president. Was there someone with more authority in that compound? 
wondered Evan. Someone else watching closely; someone else giving 
orders? 

What is it?' asked Kendrick quietly, abrasively. 

• don’t like, the way you look! I don’t like your face. That’s 

enough for me.’ 

' ^ for said Evan contemptuously, dismissing the man 

a s rug of his head as he leaned into the wall, his hands gripping 



been sufficient for a week. Naturally, you’re not aware of such 
techniques.’ 

‘You have words for everything, don’t you?’ said the sergeant- 
foreman. 'Liars are free with words for they cost nothing.’ 

‘Except one’s life,’ replied Evan, moving his eyes, staring at 
individual faces. ‘Which 1 have no intention of losing.’ 

‘You are afraid to die then?’ chaUenged the well-groomed youngster 
with the soiled trousers. 

‘You yourself answered that question for me. 1 have no fear of 
death - none of us should have - but I do fear not accomplishing what 
I’ve been sent here to accomplish. I fear that greatly - for our most 
holy cause.’ 

‘Words again!’ choked the stocky would-be leader, annoyed that a 
number of the prisoners were listening to the strange-looking Euro- 
Arab with the fluid tongue. ‘What is this thing you are to accomplish 
here in Masqat? If we arc so smpid, why don’t you tell us, enlighten 
usl’ 

‘I will speak only to those I was told to find. No one else.’ 

‘/ think you should speak to me,’ said the sergeant - now more 
ergeant than foreman - as he took a menacing step towards the rigid 
American congressman. ‘We do not know you but you may know 
•s. That gives you an advantage I don’t like.’ 

‘And 1 don’t like your stupidity,’ said Kendrick, immediately 
;csmring with both hands, one pointing to his right ear, the other at 
he moving, chattering crowd by the door. ‘Can’t you understand?’ he 
xclaimcd, his whisper a shout into the man’s face. ‘You could be 
icard! You must admit you are stupid.’ 

‘Oh, yes, we arc that, sir.’ The sergeant - definitely a sergeant - 
umed his head, looking at an unseen figure, somewhere in the huge 
»ncrctc cell. Evan tried to follow the man’s gaze; with his height he 
aw a row of open toilets at the end of the hall; several were in use, 
ach occupant’s eyes watching the excitement. Other inmates, curi- 
3US, many frantic, rushed alternately between the loud group by the 
heavy door and the crowd around the new prisoner. ‘But then, sir, 
freer sir,’ continued the h^vyset terrorist mockingly, ‘we have 
methods to overcome our stupidity. You should give inferior people 
credit for such things.’ 

'1 give credit when it is due - ’ 

Our account is due mow!’ Suddenly, the muscular fanatic shot up 
hjs left arm. It was a cue, and with the signal voices swelled, raised in 
an Islamic chant followed instantly by a dozen others, and then more, 
until the entire compound was filled with the reverberating echoes of 
hfty-^d zealots shrieking the praises of the obscure stations leading 

into ^ c arms of Allah. And then it happened. A sacrifice was in the 
making. 



jtrcicncQ unui nc inougm ms moutn svoma dc tom away. ' 
was excruciating. And then abruptly, his lips were free, his 

Ifway in place. - i . u- 

screamed the sergeant-terronst into KcndncK s car. ms 
t to the wiretaps by the wildly accelerating Islamic chanting, 
you? What place in hell do you come from?' 

■ho 1 om'.' shouted Evan, grimacing and holding on as long 
Id manage, convinced he knew the Arabic mind, believing a 
would come when respea for an enemy’s death would 
few seconds of silence before the blow was administered; it 
c enough. Death was teveted in Islam, by friend and 
alike. He needed those seconds'. He had to let the guards 
ih, Christ, he was being killed! A clenched fist hammered 
1 his testicles - ii'Iicn, when would it slop for those few, 
momoits? 

red figure was suddenly above him, bending over, studying 
aihcr fist crashed into his left kidney; the inward scream did 
gc from his mouth. He could not permit it. 
cried the voice of the blurred outline above. ‘Tear off his 
t me see his neck. It is said there is a mark he can’t wash 

elt the doth being npped from his chest, his breath sinking, 
the worst was about to he revealed. Tlicre was no scar on 

tnal Uahtudi.' intoned the man above. Tlic barely conscious 
heard the words and was stunned. 

do you look for?' asked tlie bewildered sergeant-foreman, 

s not there,' said the echoing voice. ‘Throughout Europe, 
inidi is marked by the scar on his throat. A photograph was 
to the authorities that was confirmed to be of him, a picture 
the face but not the bare neck where the scar of a knife 
as in clear focus. It had been his best cover, an ingenious 
roncealincnt 

nfiise me' shouted the squatting, stocky man, his words 
iwncd out by the cacophonous chanting. 'What conccal- 
a: ifur?' 

hat never was, a mark that never existed. They all look for 
is Bahnidi, tJic blue-eyed man who can take pain wih 
' trusted one who moves about Western capitals unnoticed 
the genes of a European grandfather. Word must have 
nan tiiat he was reported to be on his way here, but even 
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so he’ll be released in the morning, no doubt with great apologies. 
You sec, there is no scar on his throat. 

Through the haze and the terrible pain, Evan knew it was the 
moment to react. He forced a smile across his burning lips, his light 
blue eyes centring on the blurred figure above. ‘A sane man, he 
coughed in agony. ‘Please, get me up, get them away from me before 
I sec them all in hell.' 

‘ Amal Bahrudi speaks?’ asked the unknown man, reaching out with 

his hand. ‘Let him up.’ . 

‘No\’ roared the sergeant-terrorist, plunging down and pinning 
Kendrick’s shoulders. 'There’s no sense in what you Say! He is who 
he says he is because of a scar that does not exist? Where’s the sense in 
that, I ask you?’ 

‘I will know if he lies,’ replied the figure above, slowly coming 
into focus for Kendrick. TTie gaunt face was that of a man in his early 
twenties, with high cheekbones and intense, dark, intelligent eyes 
flanking a sharp, straight nose. The body was slender, bordering on 
thin, but there was a supple strength in the way he crouched and held 
his head. The muscles of his neck stood out. ‘Let him up,’ repeated 
the younger terrorist, his voice casual but no less a command for that. 
‘And instruct the others to gradually stop their chanting - gradually, 
you understand - but then keep talking among themselves. All must 
appear normal, including the incessant arguing, which you don’t have 
to encourage. ’ 

The angry subordinate gave Evan a last shove into the floor, 
widening the cut in his shoulder so severely that new blood burst out 
on to the concrete. Then the surly man got to his feet, turning to the 
owd to carry out his orders. 

‘Thank you,’ said Evan, breathless, trembling and getting to his 
nccs, wincing at the pain he felt everywhere, conscious of the bruises 
n his face and body, aware of the hot lacerations where his flesh had 
'em punctured - again seemingly everywhere. ‘I would have joined 
dlah in a minute.’ 


’You still may, which is why I won’t bother to stem your bleeding. ’ 
rhe young Palestinian shoved Kendrick against the wall, into a sitting 
>05ition, his legs stretched out on the floor. ‘You see, I have no idea 
^hether you’re really Amal Bahrudi or not. I aaed on instinct. From 
he dKcriptions I’ve heard, you cotild be he, and you speak an educated 
Arabic, which also fits. In addition, you withstood extreme punish- 
tnmi when a gesture of submission on your part would have meant 
you were prepared to deliver the information demanded of you. 
instead, you reacted with defiance, and you must have known that at 
ny moment you could have been strangled . . . That is not the'way 
»n infiltrator who values his life here on earth. It is the way of one 




CHAPTER 7 


iL mcesc 


Kendrick stared at the as ^ ^ ^ 

meaning of a man’s soul, although - ^ 

to betray anything other than overwhehn^g ^ 

rmainittg laps are in the flushing meAarnsms cfcre 

contact to the jnlfan. , ^ ^ 

*1 was sent here to teW you that among yenr peen— ^ 

there are- traitors.’ 

remained 


'Traitors?' The terrorist 


inoncniess 


position in front of Evan; beyond a shght grow- ._ere ^ 

.. I i*i I : — •r 


whatsoever. ‘That’s impossible,’ he sard 
intensely studying ‘Amal Bahrudi’s’ face. 

Tm afraid it’s not,’ contradicted Kendridc 1 sarv nm pm 
‘Consisting of what?’ 

Evan suddenly winced, grabbing bis wccnced memden 
instantly covered with blood. ‘Ifytju wen’t stnp dnsbleemm 
He started to push himself up against the srene wrJL 
■‘Stay put!’ commanded the young killer. 

‘Why? Why should I? How do I know yen’re net part cf n: 
- making money out of our work?’ 

‘Money . . . ? What money:' 

‘You won’t know that until I know yen bare me — 
Again Evan pressed himself against the wall Ks cn. 
trpng to rise. ‘You talk like a man but ycc'te a bev/ 

‘1 grew up quickly,’ said the terrorist, sbevine bis strsns- 
. down again. ‘Most of us have over here.’ 

Grow up now. My bleeding to dcatb, W2L sIL 
anything.’ Kendrick ripped the falocd-scaked s-??a-T 
shoulder. ;it’s filthy,’ he said, nodding at rim wcunm ‘h:'s 
thanks to your animal feemis-’ 

They’re not animals and thev’re net 
brothers.’ 

^ 

m here * clean wscer'’ 

‘o’dtts.’ answered die Falesrinia 
Help me up.’ 

‘No. What proof: Who we.m yen sent 
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'You assumed I meant she was the traitor.’ 

‘Who dares - ’ • j • 

‘I meant quite the opposite,' insisted Kendrick, wincing, and grip- 
ping his shoulder with greater force. ‘She’s trusted, even extolled; 
she’s doing her job brilliantly. After Nassir, she was the one I was to 
find.’ Evan gasped in pain, an all too easy reflex, and coughed out his 
next words. ‘If she had been killed ... I was to look for a man who s 
called Azra - if he was gone, another with grey streaks in his hair 
known as Ahbyahd.’ 

‘I am AzraV cried the dark-eyed student. ‘I am the one called Blue'.’ 
Bingo, thought Kendrick, staring hard at the young terrorist, his 
eyes questioning. ‘But you’re here in this compound, not at the 
embassy - ’ 

‘A decision of our operations council,’ broke in Azra. ‘Headed by 
Yatecm.’ 

‘I don’t understand.’ 

‘Word reached us. Prisoners had been taken and held in isolation - 
tortured, bribed, broken one way or another into revealing informa- 
rion. It was dedded that the strongest among us on the council should 
also be taken - to provide leadership, resistanceV 
‘And they chose you? She chose you?’ 

‘Zaya knew whereof she spoke. She is my sister, 1 her blood 
brother. She is as certain of my dedication as I am of hers. We fight 
together to our deaths, for death is our past.’ 

Jackpot! Evan arched his neck, his head falling against the hard 
oncrctc tvall, his pained eyes roaming across the ceiling with the 
aked bulbs encased in wire. ‘So I meet my vital contact in the most 
mpossiblc place possible. Allah may have deserted us after all.’ 

‘To hell with Allah!’ exclaimed Azra, astonishing Kendrick. ‘You’ll 
>c released in the morning. There is no scar across your throat. You’ll 
icfrce.’ 

‘Don’t be so sure of that,’ said Evan, windng again and again . 
^.tabbing his shoulder. ‘To put it plainly, that photograph of me was 
raced to a jihad cell in Rome and the scar is now questioned. They’re 
■carching Riyadh and Manamah for my early dental and medical 
xcords. If any were overlooked, if any are found. I’ll be fadng an 
Israeli hangman . . . However, that’s not your concern, nor mine at 
the moment, frankly!’ 

|At least your courage matches your arrogance.’ 

I told you before,’ snapped Kendrick, ‘write poems in your own 
time. If you arc Azra, brother of Yateem, you need information. You 
have to know what 1 saw in Berlin.’ 

‘The evidence of treason?’ 

j'®' tfcason, utter stupidity, and if not stupidity, unforgivable 
greed which is no less than treason.’ Evan started once more to rise, 
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:oughing, each cough more pronounced, more violent, his whole 
)ody trembling. ‘As people leave they uke them nut - ’ Suddenly, 
Hendrick bent over, clutching his throat, lurching fo> the first toilet 
:o the left of the filthy sink. ‘I’m retching!’ he cried, grabbing the 
:dges of the bowl with both hands. 

‘Take what out?’ 

‘FilmsV spat out Evan, his voice directed towards the area around 
:hc toilet’s handle. ‘Films smuggled out of the embassy! . . . For sale!’ 

‘Films? Photographs?' 

‘Two rolls. I intercepted them, bought them both! Identities, 
methods — ’ 

Nothing further could be heard in the enormous concrete terrorist 
cell. Ear-shattering bells erupted; deafening sounds signalling an 
emergency reverberated off the walls as a group of uniformed guards 
rushed in, weapons levelled, eyes frantically searching. In seconds 
they spotted the objea of their search; six soldiers bolted forward 
towards the row of toilets. 

‘Never!’ screamed the prisoner known as Amal Bahrudi. ‘Kill me, 
if you wish, but you will learn nothing, for you are nothing!’ 

The first two guards approached. Kendrick lunged at them, hurling 
his body at the stunned soldiers, who thought they were rescuing an 
infiltrator about to be killed. He swung his arms and smashed his fists 
into the confused faces. 

Mercifully, a third soldier hammered the stock of his rifle into the 
skull of Amal Bahrudi. 


All was darkness but he knew he was on the examining table in the 
prison laboratory. He could feel the cold compresses on his eyes and 
ice packs over various parts of his body; he reached up and removed 
the thick, w'ct compresses. Faces above him came into focus - 
bewildered faces, angry faces. He had no time for them! 

‘Faisal!’ he choked, speaking Arabic. ‘Where is Faisal, the doctor? 

‘I am down here by your left foot,’ answered the Omani physician 
in English. ‘I’m sponging out a rather strange punaure woun . 

Someone bit you. I'm afraid.’ r- r t <-tn, 

‘I can see his teeth,’ said Evan, now also speaking English. 1 hey 
were like those of a saw-toothed fish only yellow. ^ 

‘Proper diets are lacking in this part of the world. 

‘Get everyone out. Doctor.’ interrupted Kendnek. No«. Uese 


got to talk — nowV , 

'After what you did in there I doubt they d 
sure I’d let them. Arc you crazy? They canw tr 
tore into them, fracturing one man s nose and 

bridge work.’ 

'I had to be convincing, tell them th** ” 
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t to w/fc, Thci 

you hive to reach Ahmat for me . . . How long have l been here?' 
'Nearly an hour - ’ 

‘Christ! What time is it?’ 

Tour-fiftcctt in the morning.’ ^ 

'Hurry! Por God’s sake, hurry!’ ^ 

Faisal dismissed the soldiers with calming words, reassuring them 
explaining that there were things he could not explain. As the las 
Ruard went out of the door, he paused, removed his automattc fror 
its holster and handed it to the doaor. ‘Should 1 aim this at you whil 
we talk?' asked the Omani after the soldier had left. 

'Before sunrise,* said Kendrick, pushing away the ice packs an 
sitting up, painfully swinging his legs over the table. '1 want a numbt 
of guns aimed at me. But not as accurately as they might be.’ 

'What are you saying? You can't be serious.’ 

‘Escape. Ahmat has to arrange an escape.’ 

'IMial? You ate crazy!' 

'Never saner, Dortor, and never more serious. Pick tss'o or thn 
of your best men, which means men you completely trust, and set t 
some kind of transfer - ’ 

'Transfer?' 

Evan shook hit head and bhnfced ht.! eye.t, the sivelling still apparci 
although reduced by the cold compresses He tried to find the wort 
he needed for the astonished doctor 'Let me put it this wa' 
Somebody's decided to move a tew prisoners from here to somcwhc 
else ■ 

‘Who would do that' Why’’ 

’Nobody' You make it up and do it, don’t explain. Do you hai 
photographs of the men mside'’ 

’t)t course It's normal arrest procedure, although the names a 
meanmgless When they re given, they’re always false ’ 

'Let me have them, all of them I'll tell you whom to choose.’ ' 
'Choose for whai^' 

’Tlic transfer The ones you’re moving out of here to somcplai 
else 

'To wherr^ Heally. you’re not making sense ’ 

’You re not listening Somewhere along the way. a back Street or 
dark road outside the city, we II overpower the guards and escape ’ 
'Overpower ’ ll'e'’ ' 

I til pan of the group, part of the escape I’m going back in there 
Complete madness'’ exclaimed Paisal 

Complete sanity, counlercd Evan There’s a man inside who c. 
take me where I want to go T akc lu where we hair to go! Get n 
the police photographs and then reach Ahmat on the triplc-fr 
number Tell hmi what I’ve told you. he'll understand . . . Unde 
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mutual acquaint- 
£ than the ruler of 
at the embassy. 

Prisoners were being held somewhere, subjected to brutal interroga- 
tion Somcpnr had to be sent there to maintain discipline, order - and 
Kendrick found him . . . Give our American anything he wants, but 
delay his schedule by fifteen or twenty minutes, until my two police 
officers arrive.’ 

‘The A1 Kabir’ Your cousins’’ 

‘Two special police will suffice, my friend.’ 

There was a brief silence, a voice searching for words. ‘The 
rumours arc true, aren't they, Ahmat?’ 

‘1 have no idea what you mean. Rumours arc gossip and neither 
interests me.' 

"They say you arc so much wiser than your years - ’ 

'That’s sophomoric,’ broke in the sultan. 

‘He said you had to be to - "tun this place”, he said. It’s difficult 
for one who treated you for mumps.’ 

‘Don’t dwell on it, Doaor. Just keep me informed.' Ahmat reached 
into the drawer where the base of the private telephone lay and 
punched a series of numbers. Within seconds, he spoke. ‘I’m sorry, 
my family. I know you're asleep, but 1 must again bother you. Go to 
the compound at once. Amal Bahrudi wants to escape. With fah.’ He 
hung up. 

‘What's happened?' asked the young sultan’s wife as she rapidly 
ss'alked forsvard. 

'PUas(.' said Ahmat, his eyes on the stomach of his waddling 
spouse "you have only six weeks to go. Bobbie. Move slowly.’ 

‘He s too much,' said Roberta Aldndgc Yamcnni, turning her head 
and addressing Khalehla at her side. 'This jock of mine came in 
around two tliousand in the Boston marathon and he’s telling me 
how to carry a baby Is that too much?' 

'The royal seed. Bobbie.' replied Khalehla. smiling. 

Royal, my foot! Diapers arc one hell of an equalizer. Ask my 
mother, she had four ot us in si.x years. Really, darling, what 
happened?' 

Our American congressman made contact in the compound. We’re 
mocking up an escape. ' 

^!t Worked! cried Khalehla, approaching the desk. 

’ll was your idea,' said Ahmat. 

‘Please, forget it. I’m way out of line here.’ 

AcfAinf } out of line, the youthful sultan said firmly. 'Appearances 
notwithstanding, risks notsvithstanding. we need all the help we an 
pet. aU the advice wc an gather ... I apologize. Khalehla. 1 haven't 


Ahmat into the phone. ‘1 have certain sources. Our 
ance needed assistance, and who better to provide i 
ute leaked information to the animals 
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even said hello. As with my cousins, my lowly policemen I’m sorry 
to drag you out at this hour, but I knew you d want to be here. 

‘Nowhere else.’ , . , 

‘How did you manage it? I mean leaving the hotel at four in the 

‘Thank Bobbie. I add, however, Ahmat, that neither of our 
reputations has been enhanced.' 

‘Oh?’ The sultan looked at his wife. 

‘Great Lord,’- intoned Bobbie, her palms together, bowing and 
speaking in her Boston accent. ‘This lovely lady is a courtesan from 
Cairo - nice ring to it, huh? Under the circumstances - ’ Here the 
royal wife outlined her sw-ollen stomach with her hands and contin- 
ued, ‘The privilege of rank has its goodies. Speaking as one of 
Radcliffe’s history graduates, which my former roommate here will 
attest, Henry the Eighth called it “riding in the saddle". It happened 
when Anne BoleYm was too indisposed to accommodate her 
monarch.’ 

‘For God’s sake, Roberta, this isn’t The King and I and I’m not Yul 


Brynner.’ 

‘You are now, pal!‘ Laughing, Ahmat’s wife looked a: KhalehJa. 
'Of course, if you touch him. I’ll scratch your eyes out.’ 

‘Not to fear, my dear,’ said Khalehla in mock seriousness, ‘Not 
after what you’ve told me.’ 

'All right, you tv/o,’ Ahmat inteTTupted. His brief look expressed 
the gratitude he felt cov/ards both women. 

'We have to laugh now and then,’ said his wife, ‘Otherwise I think 
we'd go stark raving mad.' 

‘Raving as in mad,’ agreed Ahmat quietly, settling his eyes on the 
woman from Cairo. ‘How's your British businessman friend?’ 

'Raring as in drunk,' answered Khalehla. ‘He was last seen half 


upright in the hotel’s American Bar stSl calling me names. 

^It s not the worst thing that could happen to your cover.' 

‘Ccruinly not. I obviously go to the highest bidder.’ 

What about our super patriots, the elder merchant princes who’d 
just as soon see me ficc to the W’est in frustration as stay here? They 
still believe you’re working with them, don’t they?’ 

Y«. My “friend" in the Sabat Ayr.ub market told me that they’re 
convinced you rpet with Kendrick. His logic was such that I had to 
go a ong with him and agree that you were a damrs fool; vou were 
asking for the worst kind cf trouble. Sorrv.’ 

;What logic?’ 

^ garrison car picked up the /.merican a few 
away from his hcceL f couldn’t argue, 1 was there.’ 

MasqaT-'^''^' -rc all over 


‘Sorn’. sRain- "'^s a wrong move, Ahmat. I could have told yoi 
that if I’d have been able to reach you. You see, the arcle was broken 

they knew Kendrick was here - ' . a 

‘Mustapha,' interrupted the young sultan angrily. 1 mourn his deatt 

but not the closing ofhis big mouth.’ , 

•Perhaps it was he, perhaps not.’ said Khalchla. Washington itsel 
could be responsible. Too many people were involved in Kendrick’; 
arrival, I saw that, also. As 1 understand, it was a State Departmen 
operation; there arc others who do these things better. 

’We don’t know who the enemy is or where ro lookl’ Ahma 
clenched his fist, bringing his knuckles to his teeth. ‘It could b 
anyone, onyudirrc - right in front of our eyes. Goddamn it, what di 
we do?’ 

‘Do as he’s told you,' said the woman from Cairo. ’Let him go ii 
under deep cover. He’s made contact; wait for him to reach you.’ 

’Is that all I can do? H'aii?' 

‘No, there's something else,’ added Khalehla. 'Give me the escap 
route and one of your fast cars. 1 brought along my courtesan' 
equipment - it's in a suitcase outside in the hall - and while 1 chang 
clothes you coordinate the details with your cousins and that doctc 
you call an old fnend.' 

‘Hey, come on!' protested Ahmat ‘I know you and Bobbie g 
back a long time but that doesn't give you the right to order me t 
endanger your life' No way. josc ’ 

'Wc'rc not talking about niv life," s.))d Khalchla icily, her brow 
eyes staring at Ahniat '(tr yours, frankly We're talking about ra\ 
tcrtoriMn and ihc survival of Southwest Asia Nothing may come c 
tonight, bill It s niy job to trv to find out, and it’s your job to permi 
me Isn t that wlut wr'vc both been trained for’' 

’And also guc her the number where she can reach you,’ sai 
Roberta Yamcntn i .ilrnls 'lU-ailim ' 

(lo ihangr sour ilotlies. said the young sultan of Oman, shakin 
his head, his tscs closed 

T7unk vou, .Ahmat I 11 hurrv but first I have to speak to m 
pcsiplc I don t luve imuh to say so n il be quick.' 


The lirimken bald-headed man m the dishevelled Savile Row pin 
stnpcs ssas estorted out ol the elevator by two countrymen. Th 
gtrth and weight ot their inebriated charge were such that cad 
'toigglcd to upluild his pan of the body 

Bloody disgrace, is what he is'' said the man on the left, awkward! 
g annng at a hotel krv dangling from the fingers of his right hand 
sshich was even more awksvardly shoved up under the drunk' 
armpit. 
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‘Come now, Dickie,’ retorted his companion, 'we’ve all swigged 

out scvcral-too-many on occasion.’ , - 

‘Nof in a goddamned country going up in names fuelled by ragger 
barbarians'. He could start a bloody brawl and we’d be hanged by our 
necks from two lamp posts! Where’s the damned room?’ 

'Down the hall. Heavy bugger, isn’t he?’ ^ 

‘All lard and straight whisky is my guess.’ 

‘I don’t know about that. He seemed like a pleasant enough chap 
who got taken by a fast-talking whore. That sort of thing^ makes 
anyone pissed, you know. Did you get whom he worked for?’ 

‘Some textile firm in Manchester. Twillingame or Burlingame, 
something like that.’ 

‘Never heard of it,’ said the man on the right, arching his brows in 
surprise. ‘Here, give me the key; there’s the door.’ 

‘■We’ll just throw him on the bed, no courtesies beyond that, I tell 
you.’ 

‘Do you think that fellow will keep the bar open for us? I mean, 
while we’re doing our Christian duty the bugger could lock the 
doors, you know/ 

‘The bastard had better not!’ exclaimed the man named Dickie as 
the three figures lurched into the darkened room, the light from the 
hallway oudining the bed. ‘I gave him twenty pounds to keep the 
place open, if only for us. If you think I’m shutting my eyes for a 
single second until I’m on that plane tomorrow, you’re ready for the 
twit farm! I'll not have my throat slit by some wog with a messianic 
complex, I tell you that, too! Come on, heaveV 
‘Good night, fat prince,’ said the companion. ‘And may all kinds 
of black bats carry you to wherever.’ 

The heavyset man in the pinstriped suit raised his head from the bed 
and turned his face towards the door. The footsteps in the hallway 
receded; inelegantly he rolled his bulk over and got to his feet. In the 
shadowed light provided by the dull street lamps below outside the 
window, he removed his jacket and trousers, hanging them carefully 
in the open closet, smoothing out the wrinkles. He proceeded to 
undo his regimental tic, slipping it off his neck. He then unbuttoned 
his soiled shirt recking of whisky, removed it also and threw it into a 
'■’•astebasket. He went into the bathroom, turned on both taps and 
sponged his upper torso; satisfied, he picked up a bottle of cologne 
>n splashed it generously over his skin. .Drying himself, he walked 
; into the bedroom to his suitcase on a luggage rack in the comer, 
e opened it, selected black trousers and a black silk shirt, and put 
buttoned the shirt and tucked it under the belt around 
stomach, he walked over to a window, taking out a book of 
; ‘ cs from his trousers pocket. He struck a match, let the flame 
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settle and made three semicircles in front of the large glass pane. He 
waited ten seconds then crossed to the desk in the centre of the lef 
wall and switched on the lamp. He went to the door, unlatched th< 
automatic lock and returned to the bed where he rneticulousl^ 
removed the two pillows from under the spread, Hutfed both up toi 
a backrest and lowered his large frame. He looked at his watch ant 

waited. , . , ■ 1 

•The scratching at the door made three distma cruphons, eact 
semicirailar, on the wood, if one listened. ‘Come in,’ said the mar 


on-the bed in the black silk shirt. 

A dark-skinned Arab entered hesitantly, in apparent awe of hii 
surroundings and the person within those surroundings. His robe; 
were clean, if not brand new, and his headdress spotless; his was : 
privileged mission. He spoke in a quiet, reverent voice. ‘You mad( 
the holy sign of the crescent, sir, and 1 am here.' 

‘Much thanks,’ said the Englishman. ‘Come in and dose the door 
please.’ 

‘Of course, i^endi.’ The man did as he was told, holding hi; 
position of distance. 

‘Did you bnng me what I need?’ 

‘Yes. sir. Both the equipment and the information,' 

‘The equipment first, please.’ 

‘Indeed.’ The Arab reached under his rubes and withdrew a large 
pistol, Its outsirc appearance due to a perforated cylinder attached to 
the barrel; it was a silencer With his other hand the messenger pulled 
out a small grev box. it contained tsventy-seven rounds of arnmuni- 
tion He ssalkcd dutifully torwatd to the bed, extending the handle 
of the weapon The gun is fully loaded, sir. Nine shells. Thirty-six 
shells in all 


Thank you, said the obese Englishman, accepting the equipment. 
Tlie Arab stepped back obsequiously 'Now the information, if you 
please ' 

Yes, sir But tirst I should tell you that the woman was recently 
driven to ihc palace trom her hotel in the next street — ’ 

liTijr Asionishcd. the British businessman bolted upright on the 
bed, his heavy legs swinging around, pounding the floor. ‘Arc you 
rrrrain^' 


Yes. sir A royal limousine picked her un ' 
‘When’- 


■Roughly ten to twelve minutes ago. Naturally I was informed 
immediately She is there by now,' 

But what about the eld mm, the mcrcfiuiits?’ The fat man’s voice 
was ow ji'id strained, as if he were doing his utmost to control 
nimscu. one rrvidc didn*i she?* 

Yet. sir, answered the Arab tremulously as though he feared a 
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beating if he replied in the negative. ‘She had coffee with an imponer 
named Hajazzi in the Dakhil, then much later met with him at the 
Sabat market. She was taking photographs, following someone - ’ 

‘mw?’ 

‘I don’t know, sir. The Sabat was crowded and she fled. I could not 
follow her.’ 

‘The palace . . . ?’ whispered the businessman hoarsely as he slowly 
itood up. ‘Incredible!’ 

‘It is true, sir. My information is accurate or I would not deliver it 
;o such an august personage as yourself ... In truth, Effcndi, I shall 
praise Allah with all my heart in my every prayer for having met a 
true disciple of the Mahdi!’ 

The Englishman’s eyes snapped up at the figure of the messenger. 
‘Yes, you’ve been told that, haven’t you?’ he said softly. 

‘1 was blessed with this gift of knowledge, singled out among my 
brothers for the privilege.’ ^ 

‘Who else knows?’ ' 

‘On my life, no one, sir! Yours is a sacred privilege to be made in 
silence and invisibly. I shall go to my grave with the secret of your 
presence in Masqat!’ 

‘Splendid idea,’ said the large man in shadows as he raised the 
pistol. 

The two gunshots were like rapid, muted coughs but their power 
belied the sound. Across the room the Arab was blown into the wall, 
his spotless robes suddenly drenched with blood. 

The hotel’s American Bar was dark except for the dull glow of 
fluorescent tubes from under the counter. The aproned bartender 
slouched in a comer of his domain, every now and then glancing 
wearily at the two figures sitting in a booth by a front window, the 
riew outside partially blocked by the lowered, half-closed blinds. The 
Englishnien were fools, thought the bartender. Not that they should 
lisregard their fears - who lived without them in these mad-dog 
hys, foreigner and sane Omani alike? But these two would be safer 
tom a mad-dog assault behind the locked doors of hotel rooms, 
unnoticed, unseen ... Or would they? mused the bartender, recon- 
u cring. He, himself, had told the management that they insisted on 
they were, and the management, not knowing what 
e foreigners carried on their persons or who else might know and 
ooking for them, had stationed three armed guards in the lobby 
Bur’s only entrance. In any case, the bartender 
En wise or unwise, dull-witted or very clever, the 

Thn'^ "•*^*^*^ extremely generous, that was all that mattered, 
bir t*'' • u of his own weapon covered by a towel under the 
tonicaily, it was a lethal Israeli submachine gun he had bought 



of course, and the jack-rabbit Arab, and that car - obviously driven 
by a maniac - and the contrariness of it all was why the clothes struck 
me as odd, don’t you see?’ 

‘Not a ha-penny worth!’ 

'Perhaps “odd” is the wrong choice of word - ’ 

'Try the right one. Jack.’ 

'All right, I’ll try . . . That fat bugger may or may not have been 
^uificd but he was a dandy of the first water. Best featherweight 
rorstcd stripe, an Angelo shirt, the finest pure silk tie, and Benedic- 
nc shoes - leather from the veldt and sewn to order in Italy. He’s 
ressed to kill, 1 thought to myself, and everything right for the 
Umatc.’ 

‘So?’ asked the exasperated Dickie. 

‘So out there in the street just now, he’s in a jacket and trousers of 
[uiie ordinary quality, ill-fitting and far too heavy for this blasted 
vcather, and certainly not the sort of outfit that would stand out in a 
:rowd, much less appropriate for a dawn social or an Ascot breakfast. 
\nd while I’m at it, there isn't a textile firm in Manchester I’m not 
familiar with, and there’s no Twiilingame or Burlingame or any 
aame remotely similar.’ 

‘You don’t say?’ 

Tdo say.’ 

‘Tliat’s a wicket, isn’t it?’ 

‘1 also say we shouldn’t take that plane this morning.’ 

‘My God, whyV 

‘1 think we should go over to our embassy and wake someone up.’ 
‘Il7w( . . . ?’ ^ 

'Dickie, suppose that bugger is dressed to kill?’ 
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CHAPTER 8 


The four terrorist prisoners were shackled, two sitting on the right 
side of the speeding, violently shaking police van, the other two 
opposite them on the left. As arranged, Kendrick sat with the young, 
wild-eyed fanatic whose harelip impeded his screeching pronounce- 
ments; Azra was across the way with the gruff, older killer who had 
challenged and attacked Evan, the man he thought of as a sergeant- 
foreman. By the rattling steel door of the van stood a police guard, 
his left hand gripping a crossbar on the roof, trying to keep himself 
upright. In his right, held in place by a taut leather shoulder strap, 
:'was a MAC-10 machine pistol. A single scatter-shot burst would turn 
the four breathing prisoners into bloodied, breathless corpses pirmed 
to the walls of the racing van. Yet, also - as arranged — a ring of keys 
was hooked to the guard’s belt, the same keys that had secured the 
prisoners’ shackles. Everything had been a race against time, precious 
time. Minutes became hours and hours brought about another day. 


‘Voti're insane, you know that, don't you?’ 

‘Doctor, we don’t have a choke! That man is Azra — colour him Blue.’ 
‘HVon^, wrong, wrong! Azra has a beard and long hair — we’ve all seen 
In’m on lelei’ision — ’ 


He shaved off his beard and cut his hair.’ 
‘I ask you. Are yon Amal Bahrudi?’ 

'I cm nau’. ' 


i\o you're notJ Any more than he is Azra! Titat man was brought in 
tre fve hours ago from a bazaar in the Waljat. He’s a drunken imbecile, a 
t^-Sgering clown, nothing more. His fellow pig slashed his own throat with 
*Fo!icenan's knife!’ 

‘I was there, Faisal. He is Azra, brother ofZaya Yateem.’ 

Because he tells you so? ’ 

^ isn’t for or 

'u 1 *’'■ Christ. It’s for survival in this life, on this earth.’ 

, -^sss! All around us. madness!’ 

*> wr did Ahmat say?’ 

*Tc d ^ 

... until his special police arrive. They 

• ^ --.er, he tmsls completely - your instruaiem. I believe. ’ 
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‘Fool’’ roared the sergeant-foreman wrestling the weapon away 
from the young fanatic. The driver will hear the shots!’ 

‘He is our holy enemy!’ 

‘He is our holy way out of here, you miserable idiot, said Az^, 
unlocking Kendrick’s shackles and handing Evan the key to do the 
same for him. The congressman from Colorado did so, then turned 
to the extended wrists of the sergeant-foreman. 

‘My name is Yosef,’ said the older man. ‘It is a Hebrew name for 
my mother was Hebrew, but we are not part of the Jews of Israel - 

and you are a brave man, Amal Bahrudi.’ 

‘I don’t like firing squads in the desert,’ said Kendrick, throwing 
his shackles on the floor and turning to the young terrorist who 
would have killed the unconscious guard. ‘1 don’t know whether to 
let vou free or not.’ 

‘iHiy.?’ shrieked the boy. ‘Because I will kill for our holy war, die 
for out cause?’ 

‘No, young man, because you might kill us and we’re more 
' valuable than you.’ 

‘Amall’ cried Azra, gripping Evan’s arm as much to steady himself 
c as to compel Kendrick’s attention. ‘1 agree he's an idiot but there are 
special circumstances. Settlers in the West Bank blew up his family’s 
house and his father’s clothing store. His father died in the explosion 
and Israel's Custodial Commission sold both properties to new 
■ settlers for next to nothing.*' Blue lowered his voice, speaking into 
Kendrick’s car. ‘He’s a mental case but he had no one to turn to but 
us. Yosef and I will control him. Let him free.’ 

‘On your head, poex,‘ answered Evan gruffly, unlocking the young 
terrorist’s wrist irons. 

‘Why do you say a desert execution?’ asked Yosef. 

‘Beause the road beneath us is half sand, can’t you feel it?’ said 
Kendrick, knowing the route they were taking. ‘We just disappear, 
burned or buried in the desert.’ 


‘Why IIS?' pressed the older terrorist. 

I can explain me better than I can you; They don’t know what to 
do with me, so why not just kill me. If I’m dangerous or influential, 
both the danger and the influence go with me.’ Evan paused,^ then 
nodded his head. ‘Come to think of it,’ he added, ‘that probably 
explains Yosef and the boy; they were the loudest prisoners in there 
3nd their voices were probably identified - both are easily 
distinguishable.’ 

And me? asked Azra, staring at Kendrick. 

I should think you could answer that without my help,’ replied 
Kendrick returning the Palestinian’s look, a degree of contempt in his 
eyes. I tried to break away from you w’hen they came after me by 
me toilets, but you were loo slow.’ 
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‘You mean they saw us together?’ 

‘The student gets a barely passing grade. Not only toother but 
away from everyone else. It was your conference, big shot.’ 

‘The truck’s slowing down!’ exclaimed Yosef as the van braked 
slightly, heading into a descending curve. 

‘We have to get out,’ said Evan. 'Noii'. If he’s going down into a 
valley there’ll be soldiers. Quukly! We want the high ground. We 
need it; we’d never climb back up.’ 

‘The door'.’ cried Azra. *lt must be padlocked on the outside.’ 

‘1 have no idea,' Kendrick lied, following the scenario as it had beer 
rapidly drawn up in the compound’s laboratory. Rivets had beer 
removed and loosened in two panels. Tve never been taken prisonci 
here. But it doesn’t matter. It’s a sheet-steel alloy with seams. Th< 
four of us rushing together can smash out a partition. The centre. It’: 
the weakest.’ Evan grabbed the harclipped boy by the shoulder 
pulling him to his left. ‘Ml right, wild man. Hit it like you’n 
breaking down the Wailing Wall. The four of us! Now!' 

‘IVflii!’ Azra lurched aaoss the van. 'The weapon!’ he exclaimed 
picking up the MAC-tO machine pistol ahd looping the strap over hi. 
shoulder, the barrel directed downward. ‘All right,’ he said, rejoining 
the others. 

‘Go!' shouted Kendrick. 

The four prisoners crashed jnto the centre panel of the door as the 
van lurched over the rocks m the downhill curve. The metal partition 
gave way, bulging at the scams, moonlight protruding through the 
w'ide separations 

'Once more!' roared Yosef, his eyes on fire 

'RcTtifnituT'' commanded the man now accepted as Amal Bahrudi. 
‘If we break through, tuck into your knees when you hit the ground. 
We don’t need anyone hurt,' 

Again they rushed the haif-collapscd panel. The bottom rivets 
snapped, (he metal flew up in the moonlight and the four figures 
bolted out on the twisting road that led to a desert valley. Inside the 
van the guard rolled forward with the pitch of the vehicle’s descent. 
Ins face streaked with perspiration brought about by fear of his own 
death He crawled to his knees and hammered repeatedly on the wall 
of the driver’s carnage A single thud was heard in response. Their 
assignment for the night was half finished. 

The fugitives also rolled, but against the descent, their movements 
abruptly halted, reversed by gravity, each straining to regain his 
balance. Azra and Y oscl rose first to their feet, swivelling their necks 
and shaking their heads, instinctively ciiecking their bruises for signs 
of anything worse Kendnek toliowcd, his shoulder on fire, bis legs 
in momentary agony and his hands scraped, but all in all, he was 
grateful for the harsh requirements of back-packing through the 
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mountains and riding the white water, he hurt but he was not hurt. 
Tlic harcHpped Palestinian had fared the worst; he moaned on the 
stony earth with its pattern of desert grass beneath the road, writhing 
in fur)’ as he tried to rise but could not. Yosef ran to him, and as 
Evan and A/.ra studied the valley below the grufl' older man made his 
pronouncement. ‘This child has broken his leg,’ he called over to his 
two superiors. 

'Then kill me tioii'l’ shrieked the youngster. ‘I go to Allah and you 
go on to fight!’ 

'Oh, shut up,’ said Azra, gripping the MAC-10 weapon in his hand 
and walking with Kendrick to the injured boy. ‘Your compulsion to 
die becomes boring and your grating voice will kill us instead. Tear 
his shirt in strips, Yosef. Tic his hands and feet and put him in the 
toad. That truck will race back up the minute it reaches the camp 
below and those fools realize what’s happened. They’ll find him.’ ‘ 
‘You deliver me to my enemies}’ screamed the teenager. 

‘Be ^tiief!' replied Azra angriFy, strapping the machine pistol to his 
shoulder. ‘We’re delivering you to a hospital where you’ll be taken 
care of. Children aren’t executed except by bombs and missiles — all 
too frequently, but that’s neither here nor there.’ • 

‘1 will reveal nollmgV 

‘You don’t know anything,’ said the man called Bloc. ‘Tic him up, 
Yosef Make the leg as comfortable as possible.’ Azra bent over the 
youngster. ‘There are better ways to fight than dying needlessly. Let 
the enemy hqal you so you can fight again. Come back to us, my 
stubborn freedom fighter. We need you . . . Yosef, /iiinyr 
As the older terrorist carried out his orders, Azra and Kendrick 
walked back to the road hewn from rock. Far below the white sands 
began, stretching endlessly in the moonlight, a vast alabaster floor, its 
roof the dark sky above. In the distance, intruding on the blanket of 
white, was a small, pulsating eruption of yellow. It was a desert fire, 
the rendezvous that was an intrinsic part of the ‘escape’. It was too far 
away for the figures to be seen clearly but they were there and rightly 
assumed to be Omani soldiers or police. But they were not the 
executioners Amal Bahrudi’s companions imagined. 

You re much more familiar with the terrain than I am,’ said Evan 
'n English. ‘How far do you judge the camp to be?’ 

Yen kilometres, perhaps twelve, no more than that. The road 
-traightens out below; they’ll be there soon.’ 

"^cn let s go.’ Kendrick turned, watching the older Yosef carrying 
^ t injured teenager to the road. He started towards them. 

Azh, however, did not move. ‘Where, Amal Bahrudi?’ he called 
'^ut. Where should we go?’ 

■Y snapped his head back. ‘IHicrc?’ he repeated contemptuously. 

® begin with, away from here. It’ll be light soon, and if I know 
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what I’m talking about, which 1 do, there’ll be a dozen helicopters 
criss-crossing at low altitude looking for us, Wc can melt in the cit)’, 
not here.’ 

‘Then what do wc do? Where do we go?' 

Kendrick could not see clearly in the. dim moonlight, but felt the 
intense, questioning stare levelled at him. He was being tested. ‘We 
get word to the embassy. To your sister, Yatecm, or the one named 
Ahbyahd. Stop the photographs and kill the ones involved.’ 

‘How do wc do that? Get word into the embassy? Did your people 
tell you that, Amal Bahrudi?' 

Evan was prepared; it was the inevitable question. ‘Frankly, they 
weren't sure where the pipeline was and they assumed if any of you 
had any brains it would change daily. I was to pass a note through 
the gates direeted to your operations council to let me through - 
through the pipeline wherever it was at the moment.' 

'Many such notes could be p'asscd as a trap. Why would yours be 
accepted?’ 

Kendrick paused; when he answered his voice was low and calm 
and laced with meaning. ‘Because it was signed by the Mahdi.* 

Azra’s eyes widened. He nodded slowly and held up his hand. 
'Who IS?’ he asked. 

‘The envelope was sealed with wax and not to be broken. It was an 
insult 1 found hard to accept, but even / follow orders from those 
who pay the freight, if you know what I mean.’ 

‘Those who give us the money to do what wc do - ’ • 

‘If there was a code signifying authenticity, it was for one or ail of 
you on the council to know, not !.’ 

‘Give me the note,' said Azra. 

‘ftlioif yelled the congressman from Colorado’s ninth distria, 
exasperated. 'When i saw the police closing in on me, I tore it to 
shreds and scattered it througli the A1 Kabir! Would you have done 
othent’ise?' 

The Palestinian remained motionless. ‘No, obviously not,’ he 
replied. ‘At any rate ss-c svon't need it. I’ll get us into the embassy. 
The pipeline, as you call it, is well regulated both inside and out.’ 

’It’s so well regulated that films arc slipped out under the noses of 
your well-regulated guards. Send word in to your sister. Change 
them, ever)' one of them, and start a search immediately for the 
camera. When it’s found, kill the owner and anyone who seems to be 
a friend. Kill them all.’ 

‘On such surface observation?’ protested Azra, ‘Wc risk wasting 
innocent lives, valuable fighters.’ 

Let s not be hypocritical,’ laughed Amal Bahrudi. ‘Wc have no 
such hesitations with the enemy. We’re not killing "valuable fighters". 
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wc’rc killing innocent people quite properly to make the world listen, 
a world that’s blind and deaf to our struggles, our very survival.’ ^ 
‘By your almighty Allah, now you’re the one who’s blind and deafi 
spat out Azra. ‘You believe the Western press; it’s not to be 
questioned! Of the eleven corpses, four were already dead including 
two of the women - one by her own hand for she was paranoid about 
rape, Arab rape; the other, a much stronger w'oman not unlike the 
marine who attacked Nassir, threw herself on a young imbecile 
whose only reaction was to fire his weapon. The two men were old 
and infirm and died of heart failure. It does not absolve us from 
causing innocent death, but no guns were raised against them. All 
this was explained by Zaya and no one believed us. They never will!’ 

'Not that it matters, but what about the others? Seven, I believe.’ 

‘Condemned by our council and rightly so. Intelligence officers 
building networks against us throughout the Gulf and the Mediterra- 
nean; members of the infamous Consular Operations - even two 
Arabs - who sold their souls to sell us into oblivion, paid by the 
Zionists and their American puppets. They deserved death, for they 
would have seen us all die, but not before we were dishonoured, 
made caricatures of evil when there is no evil in us - only the desire 
to live in our own lands - ’ 

‘That’s enough, poet,' broke in Kendrick, looking over at Yosef 
and the boy terrorist who longed for the arms of Allah. ‘There’s no 
time for your sermons; we have to get out of here.’ 

‘To the embassy,’ agreed Azra. ‘Through the pipeline.’ 

Kendrick walked back to the Palestinian, approaching him slowly. 
‘To the embassy, yes,’ he said. ‘But not through the pipeline, just to 
the gates. There you’ll send in the message to your sister spelling 
cvcr>'thing out for her. With those orders my job is finished here and 
so is yours - yours at least for a day or two.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ asked the bewildered Blue. 

My instructions arc to take one of you to Bahrain as soon as 
possible. It will only be for a short time, but it’s ureent.’ 

‘Bahrain?’ 


To the Mahdi. He has new orders for you, orders he won’t trust 
to anyone but a member of the council.’ 

Tlic airport’s watched,’ said Azra firmly. ‘It’s patrolled by guards 
and attack dogs; no one can get in or out except by passing through 
intenoption. We’d never make it. It’s the same on the waterfront, 
every boat is flagged down and searched or blown out of the water if 
It docs not comply.’ 

None of that has stopped your people from coming and going 
tnrough the pipeline. I saw the results in Berlin.’ 

But you said “urgent”, and the pipeline is a twenty-four to forty- 
cight-hour process.’ ^ 
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‘Why so long?’ 

‘We travel south only at night and in the uniforms of the Yemen 
border garrisons. If we’re stopped, we say we’re patrolling the 
coastline. We then rendezvous with the fast, deepwater boats - 
supplied by' Bahrain, of course.’ 

‘Of course.’ He had been tlioiighc Evan. The southern coast as far 
as Ra's al Hadd and beyond to the Strait of Masirah was open territory, a 
cruel wasteland of rock-filled shores and inhospitable interiors, heaven-sait 
for thieves and smugglers and above all for terrorists. And what better 
protection than (he uniforms of the border garrisons, those soldiers chosen for 
both their loyalty and especially their brutality that equalled or bettered that 
of the international desperadoes givat sanctuary in Yemen? ‘That’s very 
good,’ continued Amal Bahrudi, his tone professional. ‘How in 
Allah’s name did you get hold of the uniforms? 1 understand they're 
unusual; a lighter colour, different epaulettes, boots designed for 
desert and water - ’ 

‘I had them made,’ interrupted Azra, his eyes on the valley below. 
‘In Bahrain, of course. Each is accounted for and locked up when not 
in use . . . You’re right, we must go. That tnick will reach the camp 
in less than two minutes. We’ll talk along the way. Come!’ 

Yosef had placed the bound, injured young terrorist across the 
road, calming him and giving him quiet but firm instructions. Azra 
and Kendrick approached; Evan spoke. ‘We’ll make better time here 
on the road,’ he said. ‘Wc’Il stay on it unttl we see the headlights 
coming up from the valley. Hurry.' 

Final words of encouragement given to their fallen colleague, the 
three fugitives started running up the curving ascent to the flat ground 
several hundred feet above. The terrain was a combination of dry, 
scrubby brush weaving over the mostly and earth and short, gnarled 
trees encouraged by the night moisture blown in from the sea only to 
be dwarfed by the windless, blistering heat of day. For as far as their 
eyes could see in the moon's dull wash, the road was straight. 
Breathing hard, his barrcl-chcst heaving, Yosef spoke. ‘Three or four 
kilometres north there arc more trees, taller trees, much more foliage 
to hide in.’ 

‘You know that’’ asked Kendrick, unpleasantly surprised, thinking 
he was the only one who knew where they were. 

‘Not this e.\act road, perhaps, although there arc only a fcw',‘ 
answered the blunt, older terrorist, ‘but they arc the same. From the 
sands towards the Gulf the earth changes. Everything is greener and 
there arc small hills. Suddenly, one is in Masqat. It happens quickly.’ 

‘Yosef w'as pan of the scouting team under Ahbyahd’s command,’ 
explained Azra. ‘They came here five days before we captured the 
embassy.’ 

I sec. 1 also sec that the entire Black Forest couldn’t help us when 
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the light comes up, and Oman isn’t the Schwarzwald. There’ll be 
troops and police and helicopters combing every inch of ground. 
There’s no place for us to hide except Masqat,’ Evan dircacd his next 
words to the man called Blue. ‘Certainly you have contaas in the 
city.’ 

‘Numerous.’ 

‘What docs that mean?’ 

‘Between ten and twenty, several highly placed. They fly in and 
out, of course.’ 

‘Call them together in Masqat and bring me to them. I’ll choose 
one.’ 

‘You’ll choose one - ’ 

‘All 1 need is one, but it must be the right one. He’ll carry a message 
for me and I’ll have you in Bahrain in three hours.’ 

‘To the Mahdi?’ 

‘Yes.’ ^ . 

‘But you said - you implied — that you don’t know who he is.’ 

■1 don’t.’ 

‘Still, you know how to reach him then?’ 

‘No,’ answered Kendrick, a sudden hollow pain in his chest. 
‘Another insult but more readily understood. My operations are in 
Europe, not here. I simply assumed that you knew where to find him 
in Bahrain.’ 

‘Perhaps it was in the note you destroyed in the A1 Kabir, a - 
code - ’ 

‘There arc always emergency procedures!’ broke in Evan harshly, 

‘ trying to control his anxiety. 

‘Yes, there are,’ said Azra thoughtfully. ‘But none that ever directly 
involve the Mahdi. As you must know, his name is spoken in 
' whispers to only a few.’ 

I don't know. I told you, I don’t operate in this part of the world — 
which Was why I was chosen . . . obviously.’ 

°^'^t)usly,’ agreed Blue. ‘You are far away from your base, 
the unexpected messenger,’ 

1 don’t believe this!’ exploded Kendrick. ‘You receive instructions — 

; no^ doubt daily, don’t you?’ 

do.’ Azra looked briefly at Yosef. ‘But like yourself I am a 
messenger.’ _ 

'niiat?' 


4f 

Jm a member of the council, and young and strong, and not a 
woman. But 1 am not a leader; my years do not permit it. Nassir, my 
tutcr ^ya, and Ahbyahd; they were appointed the leaders of the 
wuna . Until Nassir’s death the three of them shared responsibility 
b”t I When scaled instructions came, I delivered them 

id not break the seals. Only Zaya and Ahbyahd know how to 
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reach the Mahdi - not personally, of course, but through a scries of 
contacts that lead to him, get word to him.* 

‘Can you make radio contact with your sister - over a secure 
frequency or perhaps a sterile telephone? She’d give you the 
information.’ 

‘Impossible. The enemy’s scanning equipment is too good. We say 
nothing on the radio or the telephone that we would not say in public; 
we must assume it’s one and the same.’ 

‘Your people in Masqat!’ continued Evan rapidly, emphatically, 
feeling the beads of perspiration on his hairline. ‘Could one of them 
go inside and bring it out?’ 

'Information concerning the Mahdi, no matter how remote?’ asked 
Azra. ‘She’d execute the one who sought it.’ 

'We’ve got to have it! I’m to take you to Bahrain - to him - by 
tonight, and I won’t risk our sources of operating funds in Europe 
because I’m held responsible for a failure here that isn’t mine!’ 

'There is only-one solution,’ said Azra. 'The one I spoke of below. 
We go to the embassy, into the embassy.’ 

'There’S no tim&Toi such complications,’ insisted Kendrick desper- 
ately, terrified now.of being discovered. 'I know Bahrain. I'll choose 
.a 'location, and. we’ll call one of your people here to get the word 
inside to your sister. She or Ahbyahd will find a way to reach one of 
the Mahdi’s contacts, There can’t be any mention of either of us, of 
course - we’ll have them say an emergency has arisen. That’s it, an 
ahcTgaicy-, they’ll know what it means! I'll fix the meeting ground. A 
'•street, a mosque, a section of the piers or the outskirts of the .airport. 
Sorpeono will come. Someone has to!’ 

The lean, muscular young terrorist once more was silent as he 
studied the face of the m.in he believed to be his counterpart in far off 
Europe. ‘1 ask you, Bahrudi,’ he said after the better part of ten 
seconds. 'Would you be so free, so undisciplined, with your financial 
sources in Berlin? Would Moscow, or the Bulgarian banks in Sofia, 
or the unseen money in Zagreb tolerate such loose communications?’ 

‘In an emergency they would understand.’ 

‘If you allowed such an emergency, they would slit your throat with 
a shearing knife and replace you!’ 

‘You take care of yciir sources and I’ll take care of mine, Mr Blue.’ 

I vs’ill take care of intfie. Here, now. We go to the embassy!’ 

The winds from the Gulf of Oman swept over the scrubby grass 
and the gnarled, dwarfed trees, but they could not prohibit the sound 
of the persistent two-note siren in the distance coming up from the 
desert valley. It was the signal. Conceal yourselves. Kendrick expected 
it. 

RimV roared Yosef, grabbing Azra’s shoulder and propelling his 
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/n suddenly drawn to the rearview 
.wage of black upon darker black, 
c. Par away on the hill above Masqat, 
acre were no headlights, just a dark, 
tancc. U was rounding a curve on the 
ic twisting descent into tire valley - to the 
, Jabal Sham where the ‘escape* was to take 
jnc entrance to and ottc exit from the desert 
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valley and, lief Sv,. had been to drive off the road out of sight and 

follo\v'!-Van KetiOruA and his fellow fugitives on foot once they had 
brdken out of lhc‘van‘.‘''Tliat str.atcgy was now void. 

Oil, my God, / nm'i’/ic V<iii(;/if/ 77ify'// kill evrry lioslat^e in the mbnssY! 
; IWirtf liiti'e idope? Gfi ntrny! 

t Khalchla spun tlictwlicvl. the powerful car swung around on the 
■ jioft,' sandy ’’c.lrth. Ic.ipin'g over nits on the primitive road and 
njvcrsing its direction. She slammed her foot on the accelerator, 
staljliing It into -uid witlnn moments, her headlights on 

•higlyhc.im«slie passed the lar nosv rushing tow.irds her. A figure 
bdfldc tfie astoiusiicd driver tried to hinge down, concealing his face 
and body, hm it \v.is impossible 


And Kh-deliia dul not believe svhat she joir! 

Ihit tlicii slie li.id to In .i sudden nioiucm of utter clarity she saw it 
was so ri(',lii. so pcrlcit - so uiinustakably perfect, Tniiy! Pumbling, 
bumbling, m-irtiiulatc Amiuniy MacI)on.iId, The company- reject 
whose position W.1S secure because the firm was owned by his wife’s 
father but wlui was nevrrtliclcss sent to Ciairo, where he could do the 
least damage A tcprcscnt-itivc svithout portfolio, apart from hosting 
dinner parties svhcrc he and his equally inept and boritig wife 
invariably got drunk It svas as though a company memorandum had 
been t.moocd on their foreheads: Not pemiticd in the UK except for 
oHipatery/.i/mly timer, di Return Jlii’ht tickets nuwdatory. Mow perfectly 
ingenious! rhe ovcrweighr, over-indulged, underbrained fop in sar- 
torial pliiinagc that could not hide his excesses. The Scarlet Pimpernel 
could not have matched his cover, and it was a cover, Khalchla was 
convinced of H, In building one for herself she had forced a master to 
expose lus Own, 
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She tried to think back, to reconstruct how he had snared her, but 
the steps were blurred because she had not thought about it at the 
time. She had no reason whatsoever to doubt that Tony MacDonald, 
the alcoholic cipher, was beside himself at the thought of travelling 
to Oman alone without someone knowledgeable beside him. He had 
complained several times, nearly trembling, that his firm had accounts 
in Masqat and he was expected to service them despite the horrors 
going on over there. She had replied — several times- with comforting 
words that it was basically a US-Israeli problem, not a British one, so 
he would not be harmed. It was as though he had expected her to be 
sent there, and when the orders came she had remembered his fears 
and telephoned him, believing he was her perfect escort to Oman. 
Oh, just petfectl 

My God, what a network he must have! she thought. A little over 
an hour ^go he was apparently paralysed with alcohol, making an ass 
of himself in a hotel bar, and here he was at five o’clock in the 
morning following her in a large blacked-oat car. One assumption 
was unavoidable: He had put her under twenty-four-hour surveillance 
and picked her up after she had driven out of the palace gate, which 
meant that his informers had unearthed her connection to the sultan 
of Oman. But for tv/iom was the profoundly clever MacDonald 
playing out his charade, a cover that gave him access to an efficient 
Omani network of informers and drivers of powerful vehicles at any 
hour of the day and night in this besieged country where every 
foreigner was put under a microscope? Which side was he on, and if 
it was the wrong one, for how many years had the ubiquitous Tony 
lacDonald been playing his murderous game? 

Who was behind him? Did this contradictory Englishman’s visit to 
)man have anything to do with Evan Kendrick? Ahmat had spoken 
autiously, abstractly, about the American congressman’s covert 
bjective in Masqat but would not elaborate except to say that no 
beory should be overlooked no matter how implausible it seemed, 
ie revealed only that the former construction engineer from South- 
vest Asia believed that the bloody seizure of the embassy might be 
taced to a man and an industrial conspiracy whose origins were 
Perceived four years ago in Saudi Arabia — perceived, not proved. It 
I'-’is far more than she had been told by her own people. Yet an 
intelligent, successful American did not risk going undercover among 
^rrorists without extraordinary convictions. For Ahmat, sultan of 
Gman and fan of the New England Patriots football team, this was 
tnough. Apart from getting him here, Washington would not 
Jttaowledgc him, would not help him. ‘But we can, / can!’ Ahmat 
iV And now Anthony MacDonald was a profoundly 

“^rbing factor in the terrorist equation, 
w professional instincts demanded that she walk away, race away. 
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but Khalehla could not do that. Something had happened; someone 
had altered the delicate balances of past and impending violence. She 
would not call for a small jet to fly her out of an unknown, rock- 
based plateau to Cairo. Not yet. Not ycf. Not now! There was too 
much to learn and so little time! She could not stop! 

‘Don’t sfo^!’ roared the obese MacDonald, clutching the hand strap 
above his seat as he yanked his heavy body upright. ‘She was driving 
out here for a reason, certainly not for pleasure at this hour.’ 

‘She may have seen you, EJJatdi.' 

‘Not likely, but if she did I’m merely a client tricked by a whore. 
Keep going and switch on your lights. Someone may be waiting for 
them and we have to know who it is.’ 

‘Whoever it is may be unfriendly, sir.’ 

‘In which case I’m just another drunken infidel you’ve been hired 
by the firm to protect from his own outrageous behaviour. No 
different from other times, old sport.’ 

‘As you wish, EJfendi.' The driver turned on the headlights. 

‘What’s ahead?’ asked MacDonald. 

‘Nothing, sir. Only an old road that leads down to thejabal Sham.’ 

‘What the hell is that?’ 

‘The start of the desert. It ends with the far off mountains that arc 
the Saudi borders.’ 

‘Arc there other roads?' 

‘A number of kilometres to the east and less passable, sir, very 
difficult.’ 

‘When you say there’s nothing ahead, exactly what do you mean?' 

‘Exactly what 1 said, sir. Only the road to thejabal Sham.’ 

‘But this road, the one we’re on,’ pressed the Englishman. ‘Where 
docs It go?’ 

‘It docs not, sir. It turns left into the road down to the - ’ 

‘This jabal-whatcvcr,’ completed MacDonald, interrupting. ‘1 sec. 
So we re not talking about two roads, but one that happens to head 
left down to your bloody desert.’ 

‘Yes, sir - ’ 

A rwdect'0115, broke in the Mahdi’s conduit, whispering to him- 
self. 1 VC changed my mind, old boy,’ he continued quickly. ‘Douse 
the damned headlights. There's enough of a moon for you to sec, 
isn't there?' 

Oh, yes! replied the dnver in minor triumph, while turning off 
the lights. I know this road very well. I know every road in Masqat 
and Matrah very, rery well. Even the unpassable ones to the east and 
to the south. But I must say, Effendi, I do not understand.’ 

Quite simple, my boy. If our busy little whore didn't head down 
to whatever and whomever she intended to reach, someone else will 
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come up here - before the light does. I cxpea, which won’t be too 
long now. 

‘The sky brightens quickly, sir.’ 

‘Quite so.’ MacDonald placed his pistol on top of the dashboard 
reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a short pair of binocular^ 
with bulging, thickly coated lenses. He brought them to his eyes and 
scanned the area ahead. ^ 


‘It is still too dark to see, Effendi,' said the driver 
‘Not for these little dears.’ explained the Englishman as th-y 
approached another curve in the dim moonlight. ‘Black out the entire 
sky and 1 11 count you the number of those stubby trees a thousand 
metres away.’ They rounded the sharp curve, the driver squinting 
and braking the large car. The road was now straight and flat 
disappearing into the darkness ahead. 

‘Another two kilometres and we reach the descent into the Jabal 
Sham, sir. I will have to go very slowly as there are many turns, 
many rocks - ’ 

'Good ChrislV roared MacDonald, peering through the infra-red 
binoculars. ‘Get off the roadl QtiicklyV 
;what, sir?’ 

‘Do as I say! Cut your engine!’ 

■Sir?’ 


Turn it ojp. Coast as far as you can into the sand grass?’ 

The driver swung the car to the right, lurching over the hard, 
rutted ground, gripping the wheel and spinning it repeatedly to avoid 
the scattered squat trees barely seen in the night light. Seventy-odd 
feet into the grass the car came to a jolting stop; an unseen, gnarled 
tree close to the ground had been caught in the undercarriage. 

'Sir . . . ?’ 


Be qiiiell’ whispered the obese Englishman, replacing the binocu- 
krs in his pocket and reaching for his weapon above the dashboard. 
With his free hand he grabbed the door bandic. then abruptly stopped. 
Do the lights go on w'hcn the door is opened.' he asked. 

■Yes. sir,’ answered the driver, pointing to the roofof the car. Tr.e 

overhead light, sir.’ , , , - . 

MacDonald smashed the barrel ofhis pistol up mto the glass of me 
filing light. ‘I’m going outside.’ be said again 

stay still and smy the hellasvay from the t.amneJ hn.t,. 1. 1 ..ear 
’sound you’re a dead man, do yo" "f 
.S=,ly. sir. I„ „sc ^ 


ptcrc are men on the road up ; 


'hey specks 

ninning.’ Silently, the M 
'’P'diy, uncomfortably, climbed oc 
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twenty feet of the rosd. In his dark suit and black silk shirt, he 
lowered his bulk beside the stub of a dwarfed tree, put his weapon to 
the right of the twisted trunk and took the infrared binoculars out o! 
his pocket. He trained them on the road, in the path of the approach- 
ing figures. Suddenly they were there. 

Blue! It was Azra. Without his beard but unmistakable! The junioi 
member of the council, brother of Zaya Yateem, the only set o: 
brains on that council. And the man on his left . . . MacDonald coulc 
not recall the name but he had studied the photographs as thougl 
they were his passage to infinite wealth - which they were - and h< 
knew it was he. A Jewbh name, an older man, a terrorist for nearlj 
twenty years . . . Yosef? Yes, Yosejl Trained in the Libyan force: 
after fleeing the Golan Heights . . . But the man on Azra’s left wai 
puzzling; because of his appearance the Englishman felt he shoulc 
know him. Focusing the infrared lenses on the bouncing, tushinj 
face, MacDonald was perplexed. The running man was nearly as olt 
as Yosef, and the few people in the embassy over thirty years of agi 
were generally there for a reason known to Bahrain; the remainde 
were imbeciles and hot-heads - fundamentalist zealots easily manipu 
lated. Then MicDonald noticed what he should have seen at first 
The three men were in prison clothes. They were escaped prisoners 
Nothing made sense! Were these the men the whore, Khalchla, wa: 
racing to meet? If so, everything was doubly incomprehensible. Thi 
bitch-whore was working for the enemy in Cairo. The informatioi 
was confirmed in Bahrain; it was irrefutable! It was why he hat 
cultivated her, repeatedly telling her of his firm’s interests in Omat 
and how frightened he was to go there under the circumstances ant 
how grateful he svouid be for a knowledgeable companion. She hat 
swallowed the bait, accepting his offer, even to the point of insistinj 
that she could not leave Cairo until a specific day, a specific timi 
which meant a very spcafic flight, of which there w>as only one ; 
day. He had phoned Bahrain and was told to comply. And watch her 
which he did. There was no meeting with anyone, no hint of cyi 
contact whatsoever. But in the chaos of Masqat’s sccurity-consciou 
immigration she had strayed away. Damn! Damn! She had wanderet 
— wandered - out to the air freight warehouse, and w'hen he found he 
she was alone by her petulant self. Had she made contact will 
someone there, passed instruaions to the enemy? And if she had, dii 
either have anything to do with the escaped prisoners now racing u] 
the road? 

That there was a connection would seem to be irrefutable. Ant 
totally out of place! 

As the three figures passed him, a perspinng Anthony MacDonali 
pushed himself off the ground, grunting as he got to his feet 
Reluaantly - very relunantly - considering that millions upoi 
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millions could depend on the next few hours, he reached a cc^r-detw,;-. 
the sudden enigma that was Khalehia had to be rccolvcd and d'.e 
answers he so d'^pcrately needed were inside the embassy, licrt cnlr 
could the minions be lost without those answers, bn: if the bmeh- 
whorc was pivotal to some hideous coup and he failed to stop hen, it 
was entirely possible that Bahrain would order his execution, i ne 
Mahdi did not suffer faiinre. 

He had to get inside the embassy and all the hell that it stood for. 


The Lockheed C-130 Hercules with Israeli insignia cruised at 31,000 
feet above the Saudi desert east of A1 Ubaylah. The -flight plan from 
Hebron was an evasive one: south across the Negev into the Gulf of 
Aqaba and the Red Sea, proceeding south again equidistant from the 
coasts of Egypt, Sudan and Saudi Arabia. At Hamdanah, the coarse 
change was north-northeast, splitting the radar grids berv,-een the 
airports in Mecca and Qal Bishah, then due east at A1 Khurmah into 
the Rub al Khali desert in southern Arabia. The plane had been 
refuelled in mid-air by a tanker from Sudan west of Jiddah over the 
Red Sea; it would do so again on the return flight, wiiiiout, however, 
its five passengers. 

They sat in the cargo hold, five soldiers in coarse civilian dothes, 
each a volunteer from the little known elite Masada Brigade, a strike 
force specializing in interdiction, rescue, sabotage and assassination. 
None was over thirty-two years old and all were fluent in Hebrew, 
Yiddish, Arabic and English. They were superb physical spedmens, 
deeply bronzed from their desert training, and imbued with a 
discipline that demanded split-second dedsions based on instanta- 
'’eous rcaaions; each had an intelligence quotient in the highest 

erccmilc, and all were motivated in the extreme for all had suffered 


a the extreme - either they themselves or their immediate families, 
dthough they were capable of laughing, they w-ere better at hating. 
They sat, leaning forward, on a bench on the port side of the 
orcraft; absently fingering the straps of their parachutes, which had 
atily recently been mounted on their backs. They talked quietly' 
among themselves, that is to say four talked, one did not. The silent 
raan was their leader; he was sitting in the forward position and 
sured blankly- across at the opposite bulkhead. He was, perhaps, in 
ate twenties vvith hair and eyebrows bleached a yellowish-w’hite 
cl , f sun. His eyes were large and dark brown, his 
^ sharp Semitic nose, his lips thin and 
was neither the oldest nor the youngest of the five 
their leader; it was in his face, in his eyes, 
cf '”■ been ordered by the highest councils 

th: Their chances of success were minimal, 

md'- frilurc and death far greater, but the attempt had to 

or among the two hundred and thirty-six remaining 



hostages held inside the American embassy in Masqat was a deep- 
cover field director of the Mossad, Israel’s unparalleled intelligence 
service. If he was discovered, he would be flown to any one of a 
dozen 'medical clinics’ of both friendly and unfriendly governments 
where intravenous chemicals would be far more effective thap torture. 
A thousand secrets could be learned, secrets that could imperil the 
state of Israel and emasculate the Mossad in the Middle East. The 
objective; Get him out if you can. Kill him if you cannot. 

The leader of this team from the Masada Brigade was named 
Yaakov. The Mossad agent held hostage in Masqat was his father. 

'Adoninif said the voice in Hebrew over the aircraft’s loudspeaker - 
a calm and respectful voice addressing the passengers as Gentlemen. 
‘We arc starting our descent,’ he continued in Hebrew. ‘The target 
will be reached in six minutes thirty-four seconds unless we encounter 
unexpected head winds over the mountains which will extend our 
time to six minutes forty-eight seconds or perhaps fifty-five seconds, 
but then who’s counting?’ Four men laughed; Yaakov blinked, his 
eyes still on the opposite bulkhead. The pilot went on. ‘We will circle 
once over the target at eight thousand feet, so if you have to make 
any adjustments, mental or physical, with respe« to those crazy 
bcdshects you’ve got on your dorsal fins, do so now. Personally, 1 do 
not care to go out and take a walk at eight thousand feet, but then I 
can read and write.’ Yaakov smiled; the others laughed louder than 
before. The voice again interrupted. ‘The hatch will be opened at 
eight thousand five hundred by our brother, Jonathan Levy, who, 
like all experienced doormen in Tel Aviv, will expea a generous tip 
from cadi of you for his service. lOUs arc not acceptable. The 
flashing red light will mean you must depart this luxurious hotel in 
the sky. however, the boys in the p.irking lot below refuse to retrieve 
your automobiles under the circumstances. They, too, can read and 
svnte and have been judged mentally competent, as opposed to certain 
unnanted tourists on this airborne cruise ’ The laughter now' echoed 
off the walls of the plane; Yaakov chuckled. The pilot once more 
broke in. his voice softer, the tone altered. ‘Our beloved Israel, may 
she exist through eternity through the courage of her sons and 
daughters. And may Aiimghts God go with you, my dear, dear 
fnends. Out • 

One by one the parachutes cracked open in the night sky above the 
desert, and one by one the tivc commandos from the Masada Brigade 
landed within a hundred and fifty yards of the amber light shining up 
from the sands. Each man held a miniaturized radio that kept him in 
contact With the others in case of cmcrgcnacs. Where c.ich touched 
ground, each dug a hole and buried ins chute, inserting the widc- 
bladcd shovel down beside the fabric and tlie canvas. Then all 
converged on the light; it was extinguished, replaced by the single 



,„„h held by = who had come from Masqat, a seniot intelligence 

°'le'i''lo*°aryou,' he said, turning his beam on each soldier. 
‘Not bad. You look like ruffians from the docks. 

'Your instructions, I believe,’ said Yaakov. ^ 

•They’re not always followed.’ replied the agent. You must be - 

‘We have TO names,’ interrupted Yaakov sharply. 

‘I stand rebuked,’ said the man from the Mossad. Truthmily, i 
know only yours, which I think is understandable. 

‘Put it out of your mind.’ 

‘What shall 1 call all of you?’ 

‘Wc are colours, only colours. From right to left they are Orange, 

Grey, Black and Red.’ , . i- . v, 

‘h privilege to meet you,’ said the agent, shining his light on each 
man - from right to left. ‘And you?’ he asked, the beam on Yaakov. 

'I am Blue.’ 

‘Naturally. The flag.’ 

'No,' said the son of the hostage in Masqat. ‘Blue is the hottest fire, 
and that is all you have to understand.’ 

‘It is also in refraction the coldest ice, young man, but no matter, 
vehicle is several hundred metres north. I’m afraid I must ask you 
valk after your exhilarating glide in the sky.’ 
fry me,’ said Grey, stepping forward. ‘1 hate those terrible jumps, 
nan could get hurt, you know what I mean?’ 
fhe vehicle was a Japanese version of a Land-Rover without the 
tnitics and sufficiently bashed and scraped to be unobtrusive in an 
ab country where speed was a relative abstraction and collisions 
quent. The hour-plus drive into Masqat, however, was suddenly 
errupted, A small amber light flashed repeatedly on the road several 
lies from the city. 

Its an emergency,’ said the Mossad agent to Yaakov who was 
side him in the front seat. ‘I don’t like it. There were to be no stops 
nitsocver when wc approached Masqat. The sultan has patrols 
■crywhcrc. Draw your weapon, young man. One never knows who 
uy have been broken.’ 

^bo s to ferrak?' asked Yaakov angrily, his gun instantly out of his 
.et wstcr. Wc re in total security. Nobody knows about us - my 
'hinks I’m in the Negev on manoeuvres!’ 
n erground lines of communication have to be kept open. Blue 

vour coT T • • • IJistruct 

• <:'>TOradcs. Prepare to fire.’ 

acctmwll''* each man at a window. The 

‘h u u however, was unnecessary. 

<--n-Amj.‘ cned the man from the Mossad. stopping the van, 



'It’s politically disastrous!’ said the driver emphatically. ‘Washing- 
ton sets whatever it is in motion then walks away covering its 
collective ass and dumps it on us. That kind of policy decision must 
have been made by the Arabists in the State Department. We fail - 
which is to say, he fails while we’re there with him - and whatever 
executions take place they blame it on thejews! The Christ-killers did 
it again!’ 

‘Correction,’ interrupted Ben-Ami. ‘Washington did not “dump” 
this on us because no one in Washington has any idea we know about 
it. And if we do our jobs correctly, we won’t be in evidence; we give 
only untraceable assistance, if it’s needed.’ 

‘You will not answer me!’ shouted Yaakov. 'Why?' 

‘I did, but you weren’t listening, young fellow; you have other 
things on your mind. I said that we do what we do because perhaps 
we can. Perhaps, no guarantees at all. There are two hundred and 
thirty-six human beings in that horrible place, suffering as we as a 
people know only too well. Among them is your father, one of the 
most valuable men in Israel. If this man. this congressman, has even 
a shadow of a solution W'e must do what we can, if only to prove him 
right or prove him wrong. First, however, we must find him.’ 

'Who is he?’ asked the Mossad driver contemptuously. ‘Does he 
have a name or did the Americans bury that also?’ 

‘His name is Kendrick - ’ 

The large, shabby vehicle swerved, cutting off Ben-Ami’s words. 
The man from the Mossad had reacted so jokingly to the name that 
he nearly drove off the road. 'Euan Kendrick?’ he said, steadying the 
wheel, his eyes wide in astonishment. 

•Yes.’ 


The Kendrick Group!’ 

The what?’ asked Yaakov, watching the driver’s face. 

The company he ran over here.’ 

His dossier is being flown over from Washington tonight,’ said 
l<m-Ami. ‘We’ll have it by morning.’ 

You don’t need it!’ cried the Mossad agent. ‘We’ve got a file on 
"m as thick as Moses’ tablets. We’ve also got Emmanuel Weingrass — 
^ .V™ frequently wish we did ho/ have!’ 

You’re too swift for me.’ 

Not now’, Ben-Ami. It would take several hours and a great deal 
° Weingrass; he made me say that!’ 

would you be clearer, please?’ 

riefer, my friend, not necessarily clearer. If Kendrick is back, he 
cx^r 3nd he’s here for a four-year-old score — an 

ill rook the lives of seventy-odd men, women and 

Jtand'^^h • family. You’d have to know him to under- 


•yoH knew him?’ asked Ben-Ami, leaning forward. ‘You know 

him?' 1 . , 

‘Not well, but enough to understand. The one who knew mm best 
— father-figure, drinking companion, confessor, counsellor, genius, 
best friend - was Emmanuel Weingrass,’ 

*71je man you obviously disapprove of,’ integcctcd Yaakov, his 
eyes still on the driver’s face. 

‘Disapprove wholeheartedly,’ agreed the Israeli intelligence 
officer. ‘But he’s not totally without value. I wish he were but he 
isn’t.’ 

‘Value to the MossaiH' asked Ben-Ami. 

It was as if the agent at the wheel felt a sudden rush of embarrass- 
ment. He lowered his voice in reply. 'We’ve used him in Paris,’ he 
said, swallowing. ‘He moves in odd circles, has contact with fringe 
people. Actually - GoJ, 1 hate to admit it - he’s been somewhat 
effective. Through him we tracked dosvn the terrorists who bombed 
the kosher restaurant on the rue du Bac. We resolved the problem 
ourselves, but some damn fool allowed him to be in on the kill. 
Stupid, stKpiifi And to his credit,’ added the driver grudgingly, 
gripping the wheel firmly, 'he called us in Tel Aviv with information 
that aborted five other such incidents.’ 

‘He saved many lives,' said Yaakov. 'Jewish lives. And yet you 
disapprove of him?' 

‘You don’t fcfieu' him! You sec. no one pays much attention to a 
scvcnty-ninc-year-old boti't’ivani, a boulevardin who struts down the 
Avenue Montaigne with one, if not two, Parisienne "models” whom 
he’s outfitted in the St Honore with the funds he received from the 
Kendrick Group,’ 

‘Why docs that detraa from his value?’ asked Ben-Ami. 

‘He hills us for dinners at La Tour d’Argent! Three thousand, four 
thousand shekels! How can we refuse? He does deliver and he was a 
witness at a particularly violent event where we took matters into our 
own hands. A fact he now and then reminds us of if the payments arc 
late.' 

Td say he’s entitled,' said Ben-Ami, nodding his head. 'He’s an 
agent of the Mossad in a foreign country and must maintain his 
cover.’ 

Caught, strangled, our testicles in a vice,’ whispered the driver 
softly to himself. ‘And the worst is j’ct to come.’ 

‘1 beg your pardon?’ said Yaakov. 

If anyone can find Evan Kendrick in Oman, it’s Emmanuel 
IX dngrass. When we get to Masqat, to our headquarters. I’ll make a 
call to Paris. Donw!' 



'Jc TCgrclte,' said thc.switchboard operator at the Pont Royal Hotel in 
Paris. ‘But Monsieur Wcingrass is away for a few days. However, he 
has left a telephone number in Monte Carlo - ’ 

'Jc suis desolcc,' said the operator at the L’Hcrmitagc in Monte Carlo. 
‘Monsieur Wcingrass is not in his suite. He was to have dinner this 
evening at the Hotel de Paris, opposite the casino.' 

‘Do you have the number, please?’ 

‘But of course,’ replied the ebullient woman. ’Monsieur Wcingrass 
is a mcisl charming man. Only tonight he brought us all flowers; they 
fill up the office! Such a beautiful person. The number is - ’ 

'Dcsote,' intoned the male operator at the Hotel dc Paris with unauous 
charm. ‘The dining room is closed, but the most generous Monsieur 
Weingrass informed us that he would be at Table Eleven at the casino 
for at least the next two hours. If any calls come for him, he suggested 
that the person telephoning should ask for Armand at the casino. The 
number is - ’ 


‘Jc suis tres desolc,' gurgled Armand, obscure factotum at the Casino 
de Paris in Monte Carlo. ‘The delightful Monsieur Weingrass and his 
lovely lady did not have luck at our roulette this evening, so he 
derided to go to the Loew’s gaming room down by the water - an 
inferior establishment, of course, but with competent croupiers; the 
French, naturally, not the Italians. Ask for Luigi, a barely literate 
Cretan but he will find Monsieur Wcingrass for you. And do send 
him my affectionate greetings and tell him I expect him here 
tomorrow when his luck will change. The number is — 


i'^'oturalmcntd’ roared the unknown Luigi in triumph. My dcar«t 
friend in all my life! Signor Weingrass. My Hebrew brother who 
speaks the language of Como and Lago di Garda like a 
the Boot or even Napolctaiw, barbarians, you understand - he is in 
front of my eyes!’ 

‘Would you please ask him to come to the telephone. Please. 

He is very engrossed. Signore. His lady is winning a great ea 
tioney. It is not good /ortH/w to interfere.’ .. ,,t .. i,,ii< 

Tell that bastard to get on this phone right now or his e res 
''■31 be put in boiling Arabian goat’s milk!’ 

C/te foja?’ 

Do as 1 say! Tell him the name is Mossadl Ur'crri. 

^ 2 id Luigi to no one, pladng the the scream-. 

Instahile!' he added, cautiously steppinir forwards tow- 
''’g craps table. 
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Emmanuel Weingrass. his perfectly waxed moustache below an 
aquiline nose that bespoke an aristocratic past and his perfectly 
croomed white hair that rippled across his sculptured head, stood 
quietly amid the gyrating bodies of the frenetic players. Dressed in a 
canary-yellow jacket and a red-checked bow tie, he glanced around 
the table more interested in the gamblers than in the game, every 
now and then aware that an idle player or one of the excited crowd 
of onlookers was staring at him. He understood, as he understood 
most things about himself, approving of some, disapproving of 
many, many mote. They were looking at his face, somewhat mote 
comp'aa than it might be, an old man’s face that had not lost its 
childhood configurations, still young no matter the years and aided 
by his stylish if rather extreme clothing. Those who knew him sasv 
other things. They saw that his eyes were green and alive, even in 
blank repose, the eyes of a wanderer, both intcllcrtually and geo- 
graphically. never satisfied, never at peace, constantly roving over 
landscapes he wanted to explore or create. One knew at first glance 
that he was eccentric; but one did not know the extent of the 
eccentricity. He was artist and businessman, mammal and Babel. He 
was himself, and to his credit lie had accepted his architectural genius 
as part of life’s infinitely foolish game, a game that would involuntar- 
ily end for him soon, hopefully while he was asleep. But there were 
things to live, to experience while he w,is alive; approaching eighty 
he had to he realistic, much as it annoyed and frightened him. He 
looked at the garishly voluptuous girl beside him at the table, so 
vibrant, so vanious He would take her to bed, perhaps fondle her 
breasts - and then go to sleep Mca culpa. What was the point? 

‘Signore’’ whispered the tuxedoed Italian into Weingrass’s car. 
‘There IS a telephone call for you. someone I could never in my life 
have respect for," 

’That’s a strange rcm.irfc, Liiigi,’ 

‘He insulted you. my dear friend and most considerate guest. If 
you wish, I wii! dismiss liini in the language of barbarians which he 
so justly deserves ' 

‘Not everyone loves me as you do. Luigi. What did he say?' 

'What he said I would not repeat in front of the grossest French 
croupier here’’ 

'You’re very loyal, my friend. Did he give you Ins name?’ 

'Yes, a Signor Mossad. And 1 tell you he is deranged, paztaV 

•Most of them are.' said Weingrass as he w.alkcd quickly to the 
tcfcpnonc. ^ 
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CHAPTER 10 


The «rly light progressively threatened. Azra looked up at the 
nioming sky, swearing at himself — including the rough-hcvsTi Yosef 
in his oaths - for taking a wrong turn at the Kabritta Tower and thus 
wiring precious minutes. The three fugitives had tom off their 
prison trousers high above the ankles, at mid-calf, and the sleeves 
away from their shoulders. Without the benefit of sunlight they could 
pass for labourers brought in from Lebanon or the slums of Abu 
Dhabi, spending their rials on the only recreation accessible to them: 
The whores and the whisky available in the cl Shari cl Mish kwayis, 
that land-locked island of the city. 

They were in the recessed, concrete employee’s entrance of the 
Waljat Hospital less than two hundred yards away from the gates of 
the American Embassy. A narrow street on the right intersected the 
broad thoroughfare. Angling around the comer was a line of shops, 
indistinguishable behind their iron shutters. All business was sus- 
pended while the madness lasted. In the distance, inside the gates of 
the embassy, were ragtag squads of lethargic young people walking 
slowly, the weight of their weapons dragging their arms and shoul- 
ders down, doing what they were ordered to do for their jihad, their 
holy war. The lethargy, however, would vanish with the first rays of 
the sun, and manic energy would erupt svith the first wave of 
onlookers, especially the radio and television crews - mainly because 
of those crews. The angry children would go onstage wdthin the 
hour. 

Azra studied the large square in front of the gates. Opposite, on the 
north side, stood three white two-storey office buildings close to one 
another. ’ITie curtained windows were dark, no signs of light any- 
where, which was immaterial in any event. If there were men inside 
■watching, they were too far away from the gates to hear what he 
would say softly through the bars, and the light was still too dim fr 
him to be definitely identified — if, indeed, word of their escape h 
reached the post. And even if it had, the memy would not moun; 
rash attack on the basis of vague possibilities; the consequeners wer 
too deadly. Actually, the square was desened except for a row oi 
beggars, their clothes in shreds, squatting in front of the embassy* 
sandstone walls, their alms plates in front, seven’— -h their own 
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excrement in evidence. The filthiest of these outcasts were not 
potential agents of the sultan or foreign governments, but others 
might be. He focused his eyes on each of the latter, looking for 
sudden, abrupt movements that would betray a man not used to a 
beggar’s locked, hunkered stance. Only someone whose muscles 
were trained to withstand the interminable stress of a beggar’s squat 
could remain immobile for any length of time. None moved, none 
squeezed a leg; it was not proof but it was all he could ask for. Azra 
snapped his fingers at Yosef, removing the MAC-10 weapon from 
under his shirt and thnisting it towards the older terrorist. 

‘I'm going over,’ he said in Arabic. ‘Cover me. If any of those 
beggars make an unbcggarly move, I expect you to be there.’ 

‘Go ahead. I’ll swing out behind you in the hospital’s shadow and 
slip from doorway to doorway on the right side. My aim is 
unequalled, so if there’s one unbcggarly move, there is no beggar!’ 

‘Don’t anticipate, Yosef. Don’t make a mistake and fire when you 
shouldn't. I have to reach one of those imbeciles inside. I’ll stumble 
down as though it wasn’t the best morning of my life.’ The young 
Palestinian turned to Kcndnck. who was crouched in the sparse 
foliage by the hospital svall. ‘You, Bahrudi,’ he whispered in English, 
“When Yosef reaches the first building over there, come out slowly 
and follow him, but for God’s sake, don’t be obvious! Pause now and 
then to scratch yourself, spit frequently, and remember that youi 
appearance doesn’t belong to someone with good posture.’ 

’1 know those things!’ Evan lied cmphatitally. impressed with whai 
he was learning about terrorists. You think 1 haven’t employed such 
taaics a thousand times more than you haver’ 

‘I don’t know what to tiunk,’ answered Azra simply. ‘1 do know 
that 1 didn’t like the way you walked past the Zawawi Mosque. The 
mullahs and the muezzins were congregating. Perhaps you’re better 
in the refined capitals of Europe.’ 

’I assure you I’m adequate.' said Kcndnck icily, knowing he had to 
retain tlic Arabic version of strength, which came with cold under- 
statement. His playacting svas quickly defiated, however, as the 
young terrorist grinned. It was a gemnne smile, the first he had 
observed in the man who called himself Blue 
Tm assured.’ said Azra, nodding his head. Tm here and not a 
corpse in the desert. Thank you for that. Amal Bahnidi. Now keep 
your eyes on me. Go where 1 direct you.’ 

' Pivoting swiftly. Blue rose and walked haltingly across the hospi- 
tal’s short stretch of zoysia lawn and into the wide thorouclifarc that 
led to the square proper. Within seconds. Yo- f rs-cd out ninety 
degrees to the nglit of his superior, crossing ih; ''Uecl 

feet from the corner, hugging the side oft!" ’ , 

light’s darkest shadows. As the lone, isolai 



into clear view staggering towards the embassy gates, Yosef spun 
around the comer; the last objea Evan saw was the murderous MAC- 
10 machine pistol, held low in his left hand by the blunt sergeant- 
foreman Kradrick knew it was the moment to move and a part of 
^m suddenly wished he were back in Colorado, southwest of 
Tcllunde at ^e base of the mountains and at temporar>' peace wth 
^5 images came again, filling his inner screen: 

Ihimder. A senes of deafening explosions. Smoke. Walls suddenly 
collapsing everywhere amid the screams of terrified children about to 
die. Childretj. And women - young mothers - shrieking in horror and 
protest as tons of rubble came cascading down from a hundred feet 
above the earth. And helpless men - friends, husbands, fothers - 
roanng defiantly against the cascading hell they knew instantly would 
be their tomb ... the Mahdil 

Evan got to his feet, breathed deeply, and started out towards the 
square. He reached the north side pavement in front of the barricaded 

s ops, his shoulders bent; he paused frequently to scratch himself and 
spit. ^ ’ 

The woman was right,' whispered the dark-skinned Arab in Western 
othes peering out through a loose slat in a boarded-up store that 
on y twenty-two days ago had been an attraaivc cafe devoted to 
^rdamom coffee, cakes and fruit. ‘The older pig was so close I could 
passed by! I tell you, I did not breathe.’ 

Shhh! warned the man at his side in full Arab dress. ‘Here he 
comes. The American. His height betrays him.’ 

will betray him also. He will not survive.’ 

Who is her’ asked the robed man, his whispered voice barely 
audible. 

h s not for us to know. That he risks his life for us is all that 
itiatters. We listen to the woman, those are our orders.’ Outside, the 
stooped figure in the street passed the store, pausing to scratch his 
groin while spitting into the gutter. Beyond, diagonally across the 
square, another figure, blurred in the dim light, approached the 
embassy gates. ‘It was the woman,’ continued the Arab in Western 
^ othes, still squinting between the loose boards, ‘who told us to 
them on the waterfront, checking the small boats, and on 
e roads north and south, even here -where they were least expected, 
oil, contaa her and tell her the unexpected has happened. Then call 
me others on the Kalbah and Bustafi W'adis and let them know they 

needn’t watch any longer.’ 

Of course,’ said the robed man starting tosvard the back o! the 
“erted dark cafe with its profusion of chairs eerily perched on top 
n tables as if the management expected unearthly customers v-p.o 



disdained the floor. Then the Arab stopped, quickly returning to his 
colleague. ‘Then what do tut do?' 

‘The woman will tell you. Htirry! The pig by the gates is gesturing 
for someone inside. That's where they're going. Inside’’ 


hzxa gripped the iron bars, his eyes darting up at the sky; the sprays 
of light were growing brighter by the minute in the cast. Soon the 
dull dark grey of the square would be replaced by the harsh, blinding 
sun of Masqat; it would happen at any moment, as it did every dawn, 
an explosion of light that was suddenly total, all-encompassing. 
Quickly! Pay attention to me, you idiots, you mongrels! The atemy is 
everywhere, watdting, scanning, waiting for the instant to pounce, and 1 am 
now a prize of extraordinary value. One of us must reach l^hrain, reach the 
Mahdi! For the love of your goddamned Allah, will somebody come over 
here? I cannot raise my voice! 

Someone did! A youngster in soiled fatigues broke hesitantly away 
from his five-man squad, squinting in the still dim but growing light, 
drawn by the sight of the odd-looking person at the left side of the 
huge chained double gate. As he drew nearer he walked faster, his 
expression slowly changing from the quizzical to the astonished. 

‘Azra?’ he cried. ‘Is it you?' 

‘Be whispered Blue, pressing both palms repeatedly through 
the bars. The teenager was one of the dozens of recruits he had 
instruaed in the basic use of repeating weapons and, if he remembered 
correaly, not a prize pupil among so many just like him. 

‘They said you had gone on a secret mission, an assignment so holy 
we should thank almighty Allah for your strength!' 

‘1 was captured - ’ 

‘Allah be praised!’ 

‘For what?’ 

For your having slain the infidels! If you had not you would be in 
the blessed arms of Allah.' 

'1 escaped - ' 

Without slaying the infidels?’ asked the youngster, sadness in his 
voice. 


listai'm exasperated finality, ‘Now, 

‘Allah be praised!' 

'Allah ^ ^uiet- you be quiet and listen to me! I must get inside, 
quKkly. Go to Yateem or Ahbyahd - run as if your life depended on 


'My life is nothing'.' 

•Mine is, damn it! Have someone come back here tvith instructions. 


The waiting produced a pounding in Blue’s chest and temples as he 
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watched the sky, watched the light in the east about to inflame this 
infinitesimal part of the earth, knowing that when it did he would be 
finished, dead, no longer able to fight the bastards who had stolen his 
life, erased his childhood with blood, taken his and Zaya’s parents 
away in a burst of gunfire sanctioned by the killers of Israel. 

He remembered it all so clearly, so painfully. His father, a gentle, 
brilliant man who had been a medical student in Tel Aviv until, in his 
third year, the authorities deemed him better suited to the life of a 
pharmacist to make room for an immigrating Jew in the medical 
college, it was common practice. Remove the Arabs from the 
esteemed professions was the Israeli credo. As the years went on, 
however, the father became the only ‘doaor’ in their village on the 
West Bank; the government’s visiting physicians from Be’er Sheva 
were incompetents who were forced to make their shekels in the 
small towns and the camps. One such physician complained, and it 
was as if the writing were stamped on the Wailing Wall. The 
pharmacy was shut down, 

*Wc have our unspectacular lives to live; when will they let us live . 
them?’ the father and husband had screamed. 


The answer came for a daughter named Zaya and a son who 
became Azra the Terrorist. The Israeli Commission of Arab Affairs 
on the West Bank again made a pronouncement. Their father was a 
troublemaker. The family was ordered out of the village. 

They went north, towards Lebanon, towards anywhere that would 
accept them, and along the journey of their e.xodus, they stopped at a 
refugee camp called Shatila.- 


While brother and sister w'atchcd from behind the low stone wall 
of a garden, they saw their mother and father slaughtered, as were so 
many others, their bodies broken by staccato fusillades of bullets 
snapping them into the ground, blood spewing from their eyes and 
their mouths. And up above, in the hills, the sudden thunder of Israeli 
artillery was to the cars of children the sounds of unholy triumoh 
Someone had very much approved of the operation ^ ' 

Thus was bom Zaya Yatcem. from gentle child io ice-cold strate- 
g«t. and her brother, knosvn to the world as Azra, the newest cro^^ 
pnnee of tenonsts. 


TIk memories stopped with the sight of a man 
gates of the embassy. 


running inside the 


‘Blur.'’ cried Ahbyahd. the streaks of white in hit K,;, 
the growing light, his voice a harsh, astonished whisnir 
across the cou^-ard. *ln Allah’s name wim tnJSv 
beside herself but she cannot come outside 
this hour, and especially not with you hcr^ * woman, not at 
what hsj'pa’.rd to you:' ' •^''cryv/hcre - 


133 




communal toilet continuously washed down by sea water carried up 
by slaves.’ 

‘They bored through rockV 

‘No, Amal. They creased the surface and angled the rocks above; 
nature took care of the rest. A reverse aqueduct, if you like. It’s a 
steep climb but as someone had to build it. there are ridges for feet - 
slaves’ feet, like our Palestinian feet, no?’ 

‘How do we get in there?’ 

‘We walk through water. If the prophet Jesus can walk on it. the 
least we can do is walk tliroujjli it. Come. The embassy’.’ 


Perspiring heavily, Anthony MacDonald climbed the open waterlrcn: 
staircase on the side of the old warehouse. The creaking of the steps 
under his weight joined the sounds of wood and rope that erertre 
from the piers where hulls and stretched halyards scraped the sc.ps 
along the docks. Tlte first yellow rays of the sun pulsated c'.-er 
* waters of the harbour, broken by intruding skiffs and aged “'■•.-iers 
heading out for the day's catch, passing observant marine parvis r:ar 
every now and then signalled a boat to stop for closer insrecrc.n. 

Tony had ordered, his driver to crawl the car back tov.-ards .Maser: 
on the deserted road without headlights untii they rfaL±ea a 
street in the As Saada that cut across the city to the urrerrvrc Cr;” 
when they encountered strcctlamps did MacDonald rsr-ac: ie aarrr 
to switch on the lights. He had no idea where the dree .n.-cr-'es ~er: 
running or where they expected to hide in the daylica: -vm ar rar^ 
of police searching for them, but he assumed i: wcuid he wrr are a:' 
the Mahdi’s more unlikely agents in the dw. .He a-euid rrrr 
there was too much to learn, too many ccr.~£arrr- rrrrr ~ 
understand before a chance confrontation ssar ±e ecinr rrirrara 
Azra. But there was one place he could go. ere rrr he arrli se 
without fear of being seen himself. A hrec Hier whe rrlarrer 
orders blindly for money, a stick of hmar gariaage 'rra — 
contact with potential clients only in t.he Erv ahe^.'^r — ie d 
Shari cl Mish kwayis. Only thosc’who had to kac-v iren- -hsr re 
lived. 


Tony licavcd his way up the last flight of stars n 
door at the top that led to the man he had come to si 
the final step he froze, mouth gaping, eyes he.' 
without warning, the door whipped open on greas 
half-naked killer lunged out on the short platform, a 
hand, its long, razor-sharp blade glistening in the r.e 

. / The blade w 

MacDonald s throat, the barrel of the em htr.-i 
temple; unable to breathe, the obese Englishman erirr 
with Ins hands to keep from falling back down the s‘:~ 
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•It is ym,.‘ said the gaunt, hollow^hcekcd man. withdrawing the 
p,stol but keeping the knife in place. ‘You arc not to come here. You 

arc never to come here!’ . k* ct,nW 

Swallowing air. his immense body ngid. MacDonald spoke 
hoarsely, feeling the psychopath’s blade across his throat « jere 
not an emergency. I would never have done so, that should be 

^'^What is clear is that 1 was cheated'.' replied the man, wiggling the 
knife. ‘I killed that importer’s son in the same way I could kill you at 
ibis moment. I carved up that girl’s face and left her in the streets 
with her skirt above her head and I was cheated.’ 


‘No one meant to.’ 

‘Someone did\' . ... 

‘I’ll make it up to you. We must talk. As I mentioned, it s an 

emergency.’ , . 

‘Talk here. You don't come inside. No one comes inside: 

‘Very well. If you'll be so kind as to permit me to stand rather than 
hang on for dear life half over this all too ancient staircase - ’ 

•Talk.’ 

Tony steadied himself on the third step from the top, taking out a 
handkerchief and blotting his perspiring forehead, his gare on the 
knife below. 'It’s imperative I reach the leaders inside the embassy. 
Since they cannot, of course, come out. 1 must go in to them.’ 

‘It is too dangerous, especially for the one who gets you inside, 
since he remains outside.' The bone-gaunt killer pulled the blade 
away from MacDonald’s throat, only to readjust it with a twist of his 
wrist, the glistening point now resting at the base of the Englishman’s 
neck. 'You can talk to them on the telephone, people do all the time.’ 

‘What 1 have to say - svhat I must ask them - can’t be spoken over 
the phone It's vital that only the leaders hear my words and I theirs.’ 

• '1 can sell you a number that is not published in the listings.’ 

‘h's published somewhere and if you have it. others do also. 1 
cannot take the nsk. Inside. I miui get inside.’ 

‘You arc diffiaiU.’ said the psychopath, his left eyelid flickering, 
both pupils dilated 'Why ate you diffiruh?' 

‘Because ! am immensely rich and you arc not. You need money 
for your c.xtravaganccs . your habits ’ 

\ ou instill me! spat out the killer-for-hire, his voice strident but 
not loud, the half-crazed man aware of the fishermen and dock 
htwurers trudging to their morning chores three storeys below. 

'rm only being realistic. Inside. How much?’ 

breath in MacDonald's face, pulling the 
Wade back and settling his rheumy stare on his past and present 
tenefanor. ‘h will cost a great deal of money. More than you have 
ever paid btfote.’ 
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‘I’m prepared for a reasonable increase, not exorbitant, mind you, 
but reasonable. Wc'II always have work for you - ’ 

'nicrc’s an embassy press conference at ten o’clock this morning,’ 
interrupted the partially drugged man. ‘As usual, the journalists and 
television people will be selcacd at the last minute, their names called 
out at the gates. Be there, and give me a telephone number so I can 
give you a name within the next two hours.’ 

Tony did so; his hotel and his room. ‘How much, dear boy?’ he 
added. 

The killer lowered the knife and suted the amount in Omani rials; 
it was equivalent to three thousand English pounds, or roughly five 
thousand American dollars. ‘I have expenses,’ he explained. ‘Bribes 
must be paid or the one who bribes is dead.’ 

'It’s outrageousV cried MacDonald. 

‘Forget the whole thing.’ 

‘Accepted,’ said the Englishman. 

Khalehla paced her hotel room, and although she had given up 
cigarettes for the sixth time in her thirty-two years, she smoked one 
after another, her eyes constantly straying to the telephone. Under no 
condition could she operate from the palace. That conneaion had 
been jeopardized enough. Damn that son of a bitchl 

Anthony MacDonald - cipher, drunk . . . someone’s agent- 
extraordinary - had his cfTicicnt network in Masqat, but she was not 
without resources herself, thanks to a roommate at RadclifTc who was 
now a sultan’s wife - thanks to Khalchla’s having introduced a fellow- 
Arab to her best friend a number of years ago in Cambridge, 
Massachusetts. God, how the world moved in smaller, swifter and 
ever more familiar cirdcsl Her mother, a native Californian, had met 
her father, an exchange-student from Port Said, while both were in 
graduate school at Berkeley, she an Egyptologist, he working for his 
doaoratc in Western Civilization, both aiming for academic careers. 
They fell in love and got married. The blonde California girl and the 
olive-skinned Egyptian. 

In time, with Khalehla s birth, the stunned, racially-absolutc grand- 
parents on both sides discovered that there was more to children than 
the purity of strain. The barriers fell in a sudden rush of love. Four 
elderly indisiduals. two couples predisposed to abhor each other, had 
bndged the gaps of culture, skin and belief by finding joy in a child 
and other mutually shared pleasures. They became inseparable, the 
banker and his wife from San Diego and the wealthy exporter from 
Port Said and his only Arab wife, 

‘IDitff am IdcingV cried Khalehla to herself. Tins tvas no time to 
thmk about the past, the present was ti'crythin/. Tbc: she realized 
why her mind had wandered- two reasons really. Ffetly thepressures 
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had become too great; she needed a few minutes to herself, to thin! 
about herself and those she loved if only to try to understand th) 
hatred that was everywhere. The second was the more itnportan 
reason. The faces and the words spoken at a dinner party long agi 
had been lurking in the background, especially the words, quietf 
echoing off the wails of her mind; they had made an impression oi 
an cightcen-year-old girl about to leave for America. 

‘The monarchs of the past had precious little to their overall credit, 
her father had said that night in Cairo when the whole family wa 
together, iiirfatfing bach sees of grandparents. ‘Bur they onderstoo 
something our present leaders don't consider — can’t consider actually 
unless they tty to become hereditary rulers themselves, whic 
wouldn’t be seemly in these times although some dc try.’ 

'What’s that, young man?’ asked the California banker. 'I haven 
entirely given up on monarchy, with the proper right-wing prihei 
pics, of course.’ 

‘Well, throughout history, they arranged marriages to make alli- 
ances. to bring the diverse nations into their central families. Once a 
person knows another under those circumstances - dining, dancing, 
hunting, even telling jokes - it’s diffiailt to maintain a stereotyped 
bias, isn't it?’ 

Everyone around the table had looked at one another, smiles and 
gcmlc nods emerging. 

In such circles, however, my son,' remarked the exporter from 
I'ort Slid, ‘things did not always work out so felicitously as here. I'm 
no scholar, but there were wars, families against their own, ambitions 
thwarted ' 

True, revered Father, but how much worse might it have all befn 
wuiiom such arranged mamages? Far. far worse, f'm afraid.’ 

'{ refuse to be seen as a geopolitical tool!’ Khalchla's mother had 
e.xclaimcd, laughing. 

Aaually. my dear, everything between us w.is arranged by our 
devious parents here Have you any idea how they've profited from 
our alliance'' ^ 

‘The only profit I’ve ever seen is the lovely young lady who’s niy 
gfanddauglucr, said the banker. ° ^ . 

Shes otTto Amcnca, my friend,’ said the e.xporter. ‘Your profits 
may dwindle. ^ 

^How does It feel, darling? Quite an adventure for you. I’d think.' 

ft s hardly the first time. Grandmother. We’ve visited you and 
Grandfather a lot, and I ve been to quite a few cities.’ 

•It will be different now. dear.' Khalehla forgot who had said those 
'vcrc thir bc^jinninpofonc of the strangest chapters of 
her nte,^ You 11 be living there,’ added whoever it was, 

•I can't waif. Everyone’s so friendly, you feel so wanted, so liked,' 
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Once again those around the table looked at one another. It was the 
banker who had broken the silence. ‘You may not always feel that 
way,’ he said quietly. 'There wdll be times when you’re not wanted, 
not liked, and it will confuse you, certainly hurt you.’ 

‘That's hard to believe, Grandfather,’ said an ebullient young girl 
Khalchla only vaguely remembered. 

Tlie Californian had briefly looked at -his son-in-law, his eyes 
pained. ‘As I think back, it’s hard for me to believe it, too. Don’t ever 
forget, young lady, if problems arise or if things become difficult, 
pick up the phone and I’ll be on the next plane.’ 

'Oh, Grandfather, I can’t imagine doing that.’ 

And she hadn’t, although there were times' when she came close, 
only pride and what strength she could summon stopping her. 
Slii’artzch Annyah! . . . ‘Nigger-Arabl’ was her first introduction to 
one-on-one hatred. Not the blind, irranonal hatred of mobs running 
amok in the streets, brandishing placards and crudely made signs, 
cuning an unseen enemy far away across distant borders, but of 
young people like herself, in a pluralistic community of learning, 
sharing classrooms and cafeterias, where the worth of the individual 
was paramount, from entrance through constant evaluation to grad- 
uation, Each contributed to the whole, but as himself or herself, not as 
an institutional robot except perhaps on the playing fields, and even 
there indundual performance was recognized, often more so in defeat, 
touchingly more so. 

Yet for so long she had not been an individual; she had lost herself. 
That had been eradicated, transferred to an abstract, insidious racial 
collective called Arab. Dirty Arab, devious Arab, murderous Arab - 
Arab, Arab, Arab - until she couldn’t stand it any longer! She stayed 
by herself in her room, turning down offers from dormitor)- acquaint- 
ances to visit the collegiate drinking halls; twice had been enough. 

The first should have been enough. She had gone to the ladies' 
room only to find it blocked by two male students; they were Jemsh 
students, to be sure, but they were also American students. 

‘Tliought you Arabs didn’t drink!’ shouted the drunken voune man 
on her left. 


‘It's a choice one makes,’ she had replied. 

■I'm told you Amyah piss on the floor of your tents!’ cried the 
otiicr, Iccnng. 

insidr- fctidious. May I please go 

'Not here, Arab. Wc don’t know what you’d leave on the toil-t 

ythudiyak with us. Got rite message, 

e of her second te— 

She had done well ,n a counc taught by a renowned Jewish 




well enough to have been singled out by the sought-after teacher as 
the student he deemed to have achieved the most. The prize, an 
annual event in his class, was a personally inscribed copy of 
his works. Many of her classmates, Jews and non-Jews alike, had 
come around to congratulate her, but when she left the building three 
others in stocking masks had stopped her on a wooded path back to 
her dormitory. 

‘What did you do?’ one asked. 'Threaten to blow his house up? 
‘Maybe knife his kids with a sharp Arab dagger?' 

‘Hell, no! She’d call in Arafat!’ 

‘We're going to teach you a lesson, Shvartzeh ArviyahV 
‘If the book means so much to you, take it!’ 

‘No, Arab, you ukc it.’ 

She had been raped. ‘This is for Munich!’ 'This is for'thc children 
in the Golan kibbutz!’ ‘This is for my cousin on the beaches of 
Ashdod where you bastards killed him!’ There had been no sexual 
grarification for the attackcrs,''only the fury of inflicting punishment 
on the Arab. 

She had half crawled, half stumbled back towards her dormitory 
when a very important person came -into her life. One Roberta 
Aldridge, the inestimable Bobbie Aldridge, the iconoclastic daughter 
of the New England Aldridges. 

'SnimV she had saeamed into the trees of Cambridge, 
Massachusetts. 

‘You must never fell!’ pleaded the young Egyptian girl. 'You don’t 
imdeniatuC.' 

‘f?on t you worry about that, honey. In Boston we have a phrase 
that means^the same thing from Southie to Beacon Hill. “Them that 
gives, (jfis!" And those motherfuckers will get, take my word!’ 

‘,Vc! They’ll come after me - they won’t undentand, either! I don’t 
hate Jews my dearest friend since childhood is the daughter of a 
rabbi, one of my father’s closest colleagues. 1 don't bate Jews. They’ll 
say 1 do because to them I’m just a dirty Arab, but I don’t! My 
family’s not like that. We don’t hate.’ 

'Hold It. kid. i didn't say anything about Jews, you did. I said 
motherfuckers, which is an all-mclusivc term, so to speak,’ 

‘It’s finished here I’m finished. I’ll leave.’ 

The hell you will! You re seeing my doctor, who’d better know 
his marbles, and then you move in with me. Christ, I haven’t had a 
cause in almost two years!’ 

Praise God end Allah, and all those ether deities ahot'e. I hair a friend. 
And somehow, within the pain and the hatred of those days, an idea was 
tom that j^rew into a eatnmiiment. An 18-year-old girl knew what she was 
going to do with the rest of her life. 

* 
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The telephone rang. The past was finished, over, Ae present was 
everything! She ran to the bedside phone, yanking it out of its cradle. 

‘y«?* 

‘He’s here.’ 

'mtrt?' 

‘The embassy.’ 

‘Oh. my God! What’s happening? What’s he doing?’ 

‘He’s with two others - ’ 

‘There arc three, not JourV 

‘We have only seen three. One is at the gate among the beggars. 
He’s been talking to the terrorists inside.’ 

‘The Amencan\ Where is he?’ 

‘With the third man. The two of them suy in the shadows, only 
the first man shows himself. He is the one who makes the decisions, 
not the American,’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘We think he’s making arrangements for them to go inside. 

"NoV SCTcamcd Khalchla. ‘They can't - he can’t, he mustn’tl Stop 
them, stop him!’ 

'Such orders should come from the palace, madamc - ’ 

’Such orders come from me! You’ve been told! The prisoner 
compound was one thing, but not the embassy, net»cr the embassy, 
not for him! Go out and take them, stop them, kill them if you have 
to! Kill him!’ 

'Hurry/’ cried the robed Arab rurming to his colleague in the front of 
the boarded-up restaurant and cracking the bolt of his machine gun 
into the firing position. ‘Our orders arc to take them now, stop them, 
stop the American. Kill him, if we must.’ 

‘Kill him?’ asked the astonished official from the palace. 

‘Those arc tlie orders. Kill him!’ 

'The orders have come too late. They’re gone.’ 


Ultra Maximum Secure 
No ExisUng Intercepts 
Proceed 


The figure in the dark sterile room touched the letters of the 
keyboard with angry prcasion. ^ 
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with a single reaction to a phrase. He’s been av/ay too long! I’vt 
factored in every possibility and my appliances offer little hope 
Perhaps my appliances and I were too quick to render judgment 
Perhaps our national messiah is no more than a fool, but then al 
messiahs have been considered foots and idiots until proved other 
wise. That is my hope, my prayer. 



CHAPTER 11 


The three escaped prisoners crawled in the darkness up through the 
ancient, moss-laden sewer line to a gridded opening on the stone floor 
of the embassy’s cast courtyard. Struggling, their hands and feet 
scraped and bloodied, they emerged into the dazzling sunlight oidy 
to be met by a scene Evan Kendrick wished with all his being had 
remained in darkness. Sixty or more hostages had been removed 
from the roof to the courtyard for their meagre morning food and 
ablutions. A latrine consisted of wooden planks with circular holes 
above planter boxes, the men separated from the women by a large, 
transparent screen ripped from one of the embassy’s windows. The 
degradation was complete in that the guards, male and female, walked 
back and forth in front of the hostages, male and female, laughing 
and making loud jokes about the functional difficulties their captives 
were experiendng. The toilet paper, tauntingly held out beyond the 
reach of trembling hands before it was finally delivered, consisted of 
print-outs from the embassy’s computers. 

Actoss the way, in full view of the frightened, humiliated people at 
the planks, the hostages had formed a line leading to three long, 
narrow tables with rows of metal plates holding dry bread and small 
wedges of quesrionablc cheese. Spaced between were filthy pitchers 
filled with a greyish-white liquid, presumably diluted goat's milk, 
which was poured sparingly into the prisoners’ wooden bowls by a 
group of armed terrorists behind the tables. Every now and then a 
hostage was refused a plate or a ladle of milk; pleading was futile; it 
resulted in a slap or a fist or a ladle in the face when the cries were too 
loud. 


Suddenly, as Kendrick’s eyes were still adjusting to the harsh light, 
a young prisoner, a boy of no more than fourteen or fifteen, tears 
streaming down his face, his features contorted, screamed in defiance 
■You lousy bastard'. My mother’s sick! She keeps throwing up from 
this crap! Give her something decent, you sons of bitches - ' 

The boy’s words were cut short by the barrel of a rifle across his 
pee. tearing his k ft cheek. Instead of subduing the youngster, the 
blow infuriated him. He lunged across the table, grabbing the shirt of 
the man with the rifle tearing it off his chest, sending metal piatS 
and pitchers crashing down from the table. In seconds the terrS 
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were on bin 
wrestling to i 
his -writhing 

tages, their — 1 . • ^ . n -i- 

forward shouting with weak, hoarse voices, their arnw tiailmg 

pathetically against their anogant. far stronger enemies. What tol- 
lowed was a brutal suppression of the mini revolt. As the hostages 
fell they were beaten unconscious and kicked like carcasses being 
thumped and processed in a slaughter house. , „ . 

‘Aniwelj?* roared an old man, holding his trousers and walking 
unsteadily forward from the planks, his resolve and dignity intact, 
'Arab animals! Arab wi'fljfes! Have none of you a shred of civilized 
decency? Does beating to death weak defenceless men make you 
heroes of Islam} If so, take me and issue yourselves more medals, but 
in the name of God, stop what you’re dom^!’ 

'Whose God?’ shouted a terrorist over the body of the unconscious 
boy. ‘A Christian Jesus whose followers arm our enemies so they cm 
massacre our children with bombs and cannons? Or a wandering 
Messiah whose people steal our lands and kill our fathers and mothers? 
Get your Gods straight',’ 

commanded Azra, striding rapidly forward. Kendrick 
followed, unable to control himself, thinking that moments before he 
might have grabbed the MAC-10 weapon off Blue’s shoulder and 
fired info the terrorists. Standing above the bloodied youngster, Azra 
continued, his voice casual. 'The lesson’s been taught; don’t overteach 
it or you’ll numb those you want to instrua. Take these people down 
to the infirmary, to the hostage doctor ... and find the boy’s mother. 
Take her there also and get her a meal.’ 

IWiy, Azra? protested the Palestinian. 'No such consideration was 
shown my mother! She was - ’ 

‘Nor to mine,' broke in Blue firmly, stopping the man. 'And look 
at us now. Take this child down and let him stay with his mother. 
Have someone speak to them about overzealousness and pretend to 
cate,’ 

Kendrick watched in revulsion while the limp, bleeding bodies 
were arried away. 'You did the right thing,’ be said to Azra in 
English, his words coldly noncommittal, talking like a technician. 
'One doesn’t always want to but one has to know when to stop.’ 

The new prince of terrorists studied Evan through opaque eyes. *1 
meant what I said. Look at us now. The death of our own makes us 
different. One day we re children, the next we arc grown up, no 
matter the years, and we arc experts at death for the memories never 
leave us.’ 

'! understand,’ 

'No, you don’t. Amal Bahrudi. Yours is an ideological war. For 


1 , pulling him away from the bearded man he was 
he ground, pummelling him with rifle butts and ^cking 
body on the courtyard stone. Several other male hos- 
ncfrr and courae-e aroused bv the boy s action, rushed 
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you death is a political act. You arc a passionate believer, 1 have no 
doubt - but still what you believe is politics. That’s not my war. I 
have no ideology but survival, so that I can extract death for death — 
and still survive.’ 

‘For what?’ asked Kendrick, suddenly terribly interested. 

'Oddly enough to live in peace, which was forbidden to my 
parents. For all of us to live in our own land, which was stolen from 
us, delivered to our enemies and paid for by rich natioriS to'assuage 
their own guilt over crimes against a people that were not our crimes. 
Now we’re the victims; can we do less than fight?’ 

.'If you think that’s not politics, I suggest you think again. You 
remain a poet, Azra.’ 

'With a knife and a gun as well as my thoughts, Bahrudi.’ 

There was another commotion across the courtyard, this one 
benign. Two figures raced out of a doorway, one a veiled woman, 
the other a man with streaks of white in his hair. Zaya Yatcem and 
Ahbyahd, the one called IWiife, thought Evan, standing rigid, aloof. 
The greeting between brother and sister was odd; they formally 
shook hands, looking at each other, then fell into an embrace. The 
universal guardianship of an older sister for a younger brother, the 
latter so often awkward, impulsive in the eyes of the older, wiser 
sibling, bridged races and ideology. The younger child would inevit- 
ably grow stronger, the muscular arms of the household, but the 
older sister was always there to guide him. Ahbyahd was subse- 
quently less formal, throwing his arms around the youngest, strongest 
member of the Operations Council and kissing him on both checks. 
'You have much to tell us,' exclaimed the terrorist called White. 

‘I-do,’ agreed Arra, turning to Evan Kendrick, ‘because of this 
man. He is Amal Bahrudi from East Berlin, sent by the Mahdi to us 
here in Masqat.' 

Above her veil, Zaya’s urgent, even violent eyes searched Evan’s 
face. 'Amal Bahrudi,’ she repeated. ‘I’ve heard the name, of course. 
The Mahdi’s strings reach great distances. You are far from your osvn 
work.’ 

'Uncomfortably so,’ said Kendrick, in the cultured dialect of 
Riyadh. ’But others arc watched, their every move monitored. It was 
thought that someone unexpected should come here, and East Berlin 
is a convenient place from which to travel. People will swear you’re 
still there. When the Madhi called, I responded. In truth it was 1 who 
first made contaa with his people about a problem you have here 
which your brother will explain to you. We may have dificrent 
objertives, but we all progress by cooperating with each other, 
especially when our bills arc paid.’ 

'But you,’ said Ahbyahd. frowning. 'The Bahrudi of East Berlin, 
the one who moves anywhere, everywhere. You were found out?’ 
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’It’s true I have a reputation for getting around,’ answered Evan, 
permitting himself the hint of a smile. ‘But it certainly wont be 
enhanced by what happened to me here.’ 

‘You were betrayed, then?' asked Zaya Yateem. , .r 

‘Yes. 1 know who it was and I’ll find him. His body will dnft up 


'Bahrudi broke us out,’ interrupted Am. ‘While I was thinking he 
was doing. He deserves whatever reputation he has.’ ^ 

‘We go inside, my dearest brother. We'll talk there. 

■My dearest sister,’ said Blue. ‘We have traitors here, that s what 
Amal came to tell us - that and one more thing. They’re taking 
photographs and smuggling them outside, selling them! If 
we’ll be hunted for years, a record of our activities for all the world 

to seel’ 1 L -1 

The sister now studied the brother, her dark eyes above the veil 
questioning. ‘Photographs? Taken by concealed cameras with sophis- 
ticated features to operate yet noticed by no one? Do we have such 
advanced students of photography among our brothers and sisters 
here, the majority of whom can barely read?’ 

‘He MU’ the photographs! In East Berlin!' 

•We’ll talk inside.’ 


The two Englishmen sat in front of the large desk at the British 
Embassy, the wcar^’ attachf behind it still in a dressing gown, doing 
his best to stay awake. ‘Yes,’ he said, yawning. ‘They’)! be here any 
moment now. and if you don’t mind my saying so, 1 hope there's 
substance in svhat you’re telling us. Ml-ti is seven ways into a dither 
here, and they’re not too charmed by a couple of our own Brits 
robbing them of a few precious hours of sleep.’ 

'My friend jack here was in the Grenadiers!’ exclaimed Dickie; 
protcnivcly. 'If he thinks there's something you should be told, 1 
think you should pay attention. After all, what arc we here for?' 

'To make money for your firms?’ offered the attache. 

’Well, of course, that’s a minor part of it.’ said Dickie. ‘But first 
we're I:nglishmeti, and don’t you forget it. We’ll not see what’s left of 
the Empire sink into oblivion. Right, Jack?' 

‘It already has.’ said the attache, stemming another yasvn. 

•You see.’ interrupted Jack. ‘My friend Dickie here is in ferrous 
metals, but I'm in textiles, and I tell you the way that bugger was 
dressed - as opposed to the way he had dressed before - he's up to no 
go^. The doth not only determines the man but also suits his 
activities - been that way since the first flax was woven, prokibly 
right here in this part of the world, come to think of it - ’ 

‘MI-f> has the information.’ broke in the attache with the dulled 
expression of a man numbed by repetition. ‘They’ll be here soon.’ 



They were. Within five seconds of the attache’s remark, two men 
in open shirts, both needing a shave and neither looking particularly 
pleasant, walked into the office. The second man carried a large 
manilla envelope; the first man spoke. ‘Arc you gentlemen the reason 
we’re here?’ he asked, addressing Dickie and Jack. 

‘Richard Harding on my left,’ said the attache. ‘And John Preston 
on the right. May I leave?’ 

‘Sorry, old boy,’ replied the second man, approaching the desk and 
opening the envelope. ‘We’re here because you summoned us. That 
entitles you to stay.’ 

‘You’re too kind,’ said the embassy man unkindly. ‘However, I did 
not summon you, I merely relayed information that two British 
citizens insisted I relay. That entitles me to get some sleep insofar as 
I’m not in your line of endeavour.’ 

’Actually.’ interrupted Dickie Harding, ‘it was Jack here who 
insisted, \»ut I’ve always felt that in times of crisis no stone or instinct 
should be overlooked, and Jack Preston - a former Grenadier, you 
know - has had some fine instincts ... in the past.’ 

‘Damn it, Dickie, it’s got nothing to do with instincts, it’s what he 
was wearing;. 1 mean a chap could swelter in the winter in the 
Highlands under that material, and if the sheen on his shirt indicated 
silk or polyester, he’d positively suffocate. Cotton. Pure breathing 
cotton is the only cloth for this climate. And the tailoring of his 
ensemble, well, I told you - ’ 

‘Do you mind, sir?’ His eyes briefly straying to the ceiling, the 
second man removed a pile of photographs from the envelope and 
thrust them between Preston and Harding, cutting off the dialogue. 
‘Would you look these over and see if there’s anyone you recognize?’ 
Eleven seconds later the task was done. 'That’s him!’ cried Jack. 
‘Believe it is,’ Dickie agreed. 

'And you’re both bonkers,’ said the first man from MI-6. ‘His 
nrme’s MacDonald and he’s a swizzling, society-boy drunk from 
Cairo. His wife’s father owns the company he works for - a spare 
parts firm - and he's posted over here because he’s a complete ass and 
the second-in-command at the Cairo branch runs the show. So much 
for instincts at this hour of the morning. Should I ask where you two 
spent the night?’ 

Now, jack. 1 did say you might be overreacting on rather super- 
ficial grounds - ' 

‘A minute, please.’ interrupted the second man from MI-6, picking 
up the enlarged passport photograph and studying it. ‘A year or so 
ago one of our military staff stationed here contaacd us and wanted 
making’ an EE problem he thought was in the 

‘A what?’ asked the attache. 


‘"Equipment evaluation”; that’s to be read as wpionage. He 
vouldn’t say much on the phone, of course, but he did remark that 
f/c'd be astonished at the suspect. "A bloated Englishman 

working in Cairo” or words to that effect. Could this be the man. 

'SliU: continued Dickie. 'I urged jack to foUow it up. not to hold 


b^ciC* 

‘Now, really, old chap, you weren’t all that enthusiastic. You 
know, xvc still might make that plane you wcrc^o worried about.’ 

‘What happened at the meeting;’ asked the attachd, leaning forward, 
his eyes riveted on the second man from Ml-6. 

'It never took place. Our military man was killed on the waterfront, 
his throat slit outside a warehouse. They called it a robbery as nothing 
was left in his pockets.’ 

‘1 do think we should catch that plane. Jack.’ 


‘The MakdiV exclaimed Zaya Y.itecm. sitting behind the desk in what 
three weeks before had been the American ambassador’s office. ‘You 
are to take one of us to him in Bahrain? Tenyjlit?’ 

‘As I told your brother.’ Kendrick sat in a chair next to Ahbyahd 
and facing the woman. 'The instructions were probably in the letter I 
was to deliver to you - ' ‘ 

'Yes. yes.' Zaya spoke rapidly, impatiently. ‘He explained it to me 
during our few moments together. But you’re u>rong, Bahrudi. 1 have 
no way of dircaly reaching the Mahdi - no one knows who he is.’ 

‘I assume you contact someone who in turn reaches him.’ 

‘Naturally, but it could take a day or possibly two days. The 
avenues to him are complicated. Five calls arc made and ten rimes 
five are relayed to unlisted numbers in Bahrain, and only one of them 
can reach the Mahdi.' 

‘What happens in an emergency?’ 

'They're not permitted,’ interrupted Azra, who was leaning against 
the w'all by a tall sunlit window. '1 told you that.’ 

‘And that, my young friend, is ridiculous. We can’t do what we do 
effectively without considering the unexpected.’ 

‘Granted.' Zaya Yatecm nodded her head, then shook it slowly. 
‘However, my brother has a point. We arc cxpccted to carry on in 
any emergency for weeks, if we must. Otherwise, as leaders, we 
would tiot be given our assignments.’ 

‘V'ery well,’ said the congressman from the ninth district o' 
Colorado, feeling the sweat rolling down his neck despite the coo 
morning breezes sweeping through the open windows. ‘Tlicn yc 
explain to the Mahdi why we’re not in Bahrain tonight. I’ve done m 
part, including, 1 believe, saving your brother’s life.’ 

He 5 right about that, Zaya,’ agreed Azra, pushing himself awj 
from the wall. Td be a corpse in the desert by now.* 
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‘For which I’m grateful, Bahrudi. but I can’t do the ^possible. 

‘I think you’d better try.’ Kendrick glanced at Ahbyahd beside 
him, then turned back to the sister. ‘Your Mahdi went to a great deal 
of trouble and expense to get me here, which I assume means he has 

an emergency.’ • i. j > -a 

‘The news of your capture would explam what nappenecl, saia 

Ahbyahd. _ • 

'Do you really think Oman’s secunty forces will put out the word 

that they caught me only to admit I escaped?’ 

‘Of course not,’ answered Zaya Yatcem. 

‘The Mahdi holds your purse strings,’ added Keildrick. ‘And he 
could influence mine, which I don’t like.’ 

'Our supplies are low,’ broke in Ahbyahd. ‘We need the fast boats 
from the Emirates or everything we’ve done will be for nothing. 
Instead of besieging, we ourselves will be in a state of siege.' 

‘There may be a way,’ said Zaya, suddenly getting out of the chair, 
her hands on the desk, her dark eyes above the veil gazing aindessly 
in thought. ‘We’ve scheduled a press conference this morning; it will ' 
be watched everywhere and certainly by the Mahdi himself. At some 
point in my talk I'U mention that we are sending out an urgent ■ 
message to our friends. A message that requires an immediate 
response.’ 

‘What good would that do?’ asked Azra, ‘All communications are 
monitored, wc know that. None of the Mahdi’s people will risk 
getting in touch with us,’ 

‘They don’t have to,’ interrupted Evan, sitting forward. ‘I under- 
stand what your sister’s saying. 'Fhc response need not be verbal; no 
communication is necessary. We’re not asking for instructions, we're 
j^iving them. It’s what you and I talked about several hours ago, Azra, 

I know Bahrain. I’ll choose a place where we’ll be and let one of your 
conucts here in Masqat forward it, telling him that this is the urgent 
message your sister spoke of during the press conference.’ Kendrick 
turned to Yatcem. ‘That is what you had in mind, isn’t it?’ 

‘I hadn’t refined it.’ admitted Zaya, ‘but it’s feasible. My thought 
was merely to speed up the process of reaching the Mahdi It is 
plausible.’ 

^It s the solution! cried Ahbyahd. ‘Bahrudi has given it to us*’ 
‘Nothing b solved at this juncture.’ said the veiled woman apain 
Mtting down. 'Th«^s the problem of getting my brother and\lr 
Bahrudi to Bahrain. How can jt be done?’ 

•It’s been taken care of,’ answered Evan, the poundinc in his chest 
accelerating, astonished at his own control at his casual w? 
a, „ ; have a adephona nlte 
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’Just like tliatV exclaimed Ahbyahd. ^ 

‘Your benefactor here in Oman has methods you haven t dreamt 

of’ , 

’All phone calls in and out are intercepted,’ objected Azra. 

‘What I say may be heard, but not what the person I’m calling says. 
1 was assured of that.’ 

’A scrambling device?’ asked Yatcem. 

‘They’re part of our kits in Europe. A simple cone pressed over the 
mouthpiece. The distortion is absolute except on the direct 
connection,’ 

‘Make your call,’ said Zaya, getting up and walking rapidly around 
the desk as Kendrick did the same, replacing her in the chair. Holding 
his hand over the numbers, Evan dialled. 

'Yes?' Ahmat’s voice came on the line before the second ring. 

‘A plane,’ said Kendrick, ‘Two passengers. Where? When?’ 

‘My Godl' exploded the young sultan of Oman. ‘Let me think . 
The airport, of course. There’s a turn in the road about a quarter of a 
mile before the cargo area. Someone will pick you up in a garrison 
car. Tell them it was stolen to get you past the guards.’ 

•When?’ 

‘U will take time. The security's heavy everywhere and arrange- 
ments have to be made. Can you give me a destination?’ 

‘The twenty-second letter split in two.’ 

‘V . . . split - a slanted I - Iran?’ 

'No. By the numbers.' 

‘Twenty-second . . . two. 13?’ 

‘Yes,’ 

‘Bahrain!’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘That helps. I’ll make some calls. How soon do you need it?’ 

‘At the height of the festivities here. We have to get out in the 
confusion.’ 

‘That svould be around noon.’ 

‘Whatever you say. Inndcntaily, there’s a doctor - he has something 
1 may need for my health.’ 

‘The money belt, of course. It will be slipped to you,’ 

‘Good.’ 


‘The turn before the cargo area. Be there.' 

‘We will.’ Evan hung up the phone. ’We're to be at the airport by 
twelve noon.* ^ 

The airport?* shouted Azra. *\Vc'II be picked ttpV 
On the road before the airport. Someone wifi steal a garrison car 
and they*!! pick us up.‘ 

1 II arrange for one of our contacts here in the city to drive you/ 
s-iid Zaya Yatcem. He I! be the one to whom you will give the 



location in Bahrain, the meeting ground. You have at least five hours 
before you leave.’ 

‘We’ll need clothes, a shower, and some rest,’ said Azra. ‘I can’t 
remember when 1 last slept.’ 

‘I’d like to look around your operation,’ remarked Kendrick, - 
getting out of the chair. ‘I might learn something.’ 

‘Whatever you wish, Amal Bahrudi,’ said Zaya Yateem, approach- 
ing Evan. ‘You saved my dear brother’s life and for that there are no 
adequate words to express my thanks.’ 

‘Just get me to that airport by noon,’ replied Kendrick, no warmth 
in his voice. ‘Frankly, I want to get back to Germany as soon as 
possible.’ 

‘By noon,’ agreed the female terrorist. 


‘Weingrass will be here by noonV exclaimed the Mossad officer to 
Ben-Ami and the five-man unit from the Masada Brigade. They were 
in the cellar of a house in the Jabal Sa’ali, minutes from the rows of 
English graves where scores of privateers were buried centuries 
before. The primitive stone basement had been converted into a 
control centre for Israeli intelligence. 

‘How will he get here?’ asked Ben-Ami, who had taken the ghotra 
off his head, the blue jeans and loose dark shirt far more natural to 
him. ‘His passport was issued in Jerusalem, not the most welcome of 
documents.’ 

‘One docs not question Emmanuel Weingrass. He undoubtedly has 
more passports than there arc bagels in Tel Aviv’s Jabotinsky Square. 
He says we arc to do nothing until he arrives, “Absolutely nothing", 
were his exact words.’ 

‘You don’t sound so disapproving of him as you did before,’ said 
Yaakov, code name Blue, son of a hostage and leader of the Masada 
unit. 


Because 1 will not have to sign his expense vouchers! There'll Oe 
none. All 1 had to do was mention Kendrick’s name and he said he 
was on his way.’ 


That hardly means he won’t submit his expenses,’ countered Ben- 
Ami. chuckling. 

Oh. no, 1 Was very specific. I asked him how much would it cost 
us for his assistance and he replied unequivocally, “Up yours this is 
on me!” It’s an American expression that absolves us from payment.’ 

Were wasting (imr!’ cried Y.aakov. ‘We should be scouting the 
embassy. We ve studied the plans; there arc a half-dozen ways we 
might enter and get out with my father!’ 

Heads snapped and eyes widened at the young leader called Blue. 

Wc understand, said the Mossad officer. 

I m sorry. 1 ilidn t mean to say that.' 
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*I beg your pardon - ’ 

‘He's been searched?’ asked Zaya of the guards, who nodded. ‘Let 
him go.’ 

‘Thank you, madame - what emergency in Bahrain?’ . 

‘Obviously wc don’t know. One of our own is going there tonight 
to be told and will return to us with the news.' 

MacDonald stared into the eyes above the veil, a sharp hollow pain 
forming in his enormous chest. IVhat was happening? Why was Bahrain 
going around him? What decisions had been made that excluded him? Why? 
fVhat had thefltby Arab whore done? ‘Madame,’ continued the English- 
man slowly, his words measured, ‘The emergency in Bahrain is a 
new development, whereas I am concerned with another question 
equally serious. Our benefactor would like clarified — immediately 
clarified — the presence of the woman Khalehla here in Masqat.’ 

‘Khalchla? There’s no woman named Khalehla among us here, but 
then names arc meaningless, aren’t they?’ 

' ‘Not here, not inside here, but outside and in contart with your 
people - your own brother, in faa.’ 

‘My brother?' 

‘Precisely. Three escaped prisoners raced to meet her on the road 
to Jabal Sham, to meet with the enemy!’ 

‘What arc you saying?' 

‘I’m not saying, madame, I’m demanding. We are demanding an 
explanation. The Mahdi insists on it most emphatically.' 

‘1 have no idea what you’re talking about! It is true three prisoners 
escaped, one of them my brother along with Yosef and otir benefac- 
tor’s other emissary', a man named Bahrudi from East Berlin.’ 

‘Earf— Madame, you’re too quick for me.’ 

‘If you’re really from the Mahdi, I'm astonished you’re not aware 
of him.’ Yatecm stopped, her penetrating large eyes roaming over 
MacDonald's face. 'On the other hand, you could be from anyone, 
anywhere.’ 

‘While in Masqat 1 am the Mahdi’s only voice! Call Bahrain and 
hear it for yourself, madame.’ 

'You know perfealy well such calls arc not permitted.’ Zaya 
snapped her fingers for the guards; they rushed to the table. ‘Take 
this man and bring him to the council room. Then wake my brother 
and Yosef and find Amal Bahrudi. Another conference is called for. 
A’ciu'!' 

f 

The clothes Evan chose for himself were a blend of the terrorist dress 
code; unpressed khaki trousers, a soiled Amcrican-style field jacket 
and a dark shirt open to mid-chest. Except for his age and his eyes, 
he was similar in appearance to the majority of the fanatic punks who 
had captured the embassy. Even the years were obscured by his 
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darkened flesh, andl his eyes were shaded by the visor of a doth cap. 
To complete the image he wanted, a sheathed knife was attached to 
his jacket and the bulge of a revolver apparent in the right pocket. 
The ‘trusted one’ was trusted; he had saved the life of Azra, prince of 
terrorists, and moved freely about the seized embassy, from one 
sickening scene to another, one frightened, exhausted, hopeless group 
to another. ■ ' . , _ 

Hope. It was all he could give, knowing that in the final analysis it 
was probably false, but he had to give it, give them sametbing to ding 
to, at least to think about in the darkest, most terrifying hours of the 
night. 

‘I’m an AmcricanV he whispered to shocked hostages wherever he 
found three or more together, his eyes constantly glancing around at 
the roving punks who thought he was insulting their prisoners with 
sudden, audible bursts of anger, ‘Hobody’s forgotten you! We're doing all 
we can! Don't mind my ihoiiting at yoti! I liat'c to.’ 

'Thank God!' was the constant, initial reply, followed by tears and 
descriptions of honor that invariably included the public execution of 
the seven condemned hostages; 

‘They’ll kill us all'. They don’t card The filthy animals don’t care 
about death - ours or theirs.' 

‘Do your best to stay calm and I mcatt that! Try not to sliou' Jeor, that’s 
very, very important. Don’t antagonize, but don’t crawl to them. Seeing you 
afraid is like a narcotic to them. Remember that. ' 

At one point Kendrick suddenly stood up and shouted abusively at 
a group of five Americans. His straying eyes bad picked out one of 
Zaya Yatccni s personal guards; the man was walking rapidly toward 
him. 

‘Youl BahnidiV 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Zaya must see you right away. Come, the council room!’ 

Evan followed the guard across the roof and down three flights of 
stairs into a long corridor. He removed his cap, now soaked with 
perspiration, and was led to the open door of a large embassy office. 
He walked inside, and four seconds later his world was shattered by 
the last words he could ever hope to hear. ^ 

Good Christ! You’tc Evan KendrickV 
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CHAPTER 12 


'Meen ir rdh-giU da?' said Evan, mind and body paralysed, straining, 
forcing himself to move casually as he asked Zaya who was the obese 
man who had spoken English. 

‘He says he is from the Mahdi.’ Azra replied, standing between 
Yosef and Ahbyahd. 

‘What did he mean?’ 

‘You heard him. He says you’re someone named Kendrick.’ 

‘Who’s that?’ asked Evan in English, addressing Anthony Mac- 
Donald, trying desperately to remain composed while adjusting not 
only to the sight of a man he had not seen in nearly five years, but to 
his very' presence in that room. MacDonald] The fatuous society drunk 
from the British colony in Cairo! ‘My name is Amal Bahrudi, what 
is yours?’ 

‘You know damned well who I am!’ shouted the Englishman, 
jabbing his index finger in the air, looking in turn at the four Arab 
councillors, especially Zaya Yatecm. 'He’s not Amaf-whatever and 
he’s noi from the Mahdi! He’s an American named Evan Kendrick!’ 

'1 studied at two American universities,’ said Evan, smiling, ‘but 
no one ever called me a Kendrick. Other things, yes, but not 
Kendrick.’ 

‘You’re lying]’ 

‘On the contrary. I’d have to say you’re the liar if you claim to be 
W’orking for the Mahdi. I was shov/n the photograph of every 
European in his - shall we say - confidential employ and you certainly 
were not among them. 1 would definitely remember because — shall 
wc again say -you have a very distinctive face and figure.’ 
r I You work with Khalchla the whore, the enemy] 

Early this morning, before daybreak, she was on her way to meet 
you! ' 


Wliat arc you talking about?’ Kendrick glanced at Azra and Yosef. 

of a Khalchla, cither as an enemy or a whore, and 
teforc <l>ybrcak my fnends and I were running for our lives. We had 
no^timc for dalliance. 1 assure you.’ . 

|1 tell you he’s lying 1 was there arid 1 saw her! I savr all of you!’ 

You saw mr asked Evan, eyebrows arched. ‘How?’ ^ 

1 dros'c oU the road - ’ 
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'You saw us and you did not http us? broke in Kendrick angrily. 
‘And you say you're from the MahdP.' ■ 

'He has a point, Englishman,' said Zaya. ‘Why did you not help 

them?' , , j j 

‘There were thmgs to learn, that’s why! And now 1 have Icamca 

them. Khalchla . . . kimV 

‘You have extraordinary fantasies, that’s what you have, whatever 
your name is, which 1 dnn’t know. One, however, we can easily 
dispose of. We're on out way to Bahrain to meet the Mahdi. We’ll 
take you with us. The great man will undoubtedly be delighted to see 
you again since you’re so important to him. 

‘1 agree,' said Azta firmly. 

'BahrainT roared MacDonald. ‘How in hell arc you going to get 
there?’ 

‘You mean you don’t know?’ said Kendrick. 

Emmanuel Weingrass, his slender chest heaving in pain from the 
most recent fit of coughing, stepped out of the car in front of the 
cemetery at jabal Sa’ali. He turned to the driver, who held the door, 
and spoke reverently in an exaggerated British accent. ‘1 shall pray 
over my English ancestors, so few do, you know. Come back in an 
hour.' 

‘Howat?’ asked the man, holding up one finger. ‘Jss'a?’ he repeated 
in Arabic, using the word for hour. 

‘Yes, my Islamic friend. It is a profound pilgrimage I make every 
year. Can you understand that?' 

‘Yes, yes, el sallah. AUdheo Akbati' answered the driver, rapidly 
nodding his head, saying that he understood prayers and that God 
was great. He also held money in his hand, more money than he had 
cxpcCTcd, knowing that even more could be his when he returned in 
an hour. 

'Leave me now,' said Weingrass. ‘1 wish to be alone — Sibrti 
fiidhtee.' 

'Yes, yes!’ The man closed the door, ran back to his seat, and drove 
away. Manny permitted himself a brief spasm, one vibrating cough 
compounding the previous one, and looked around to ascertain his 
bearings, then started across the cemetery to the stone house that 
stood in a field several hundred yards away. Ten minutes later he was 
ushered down to the basement where Israeli intelligence had set up its 
command post. 

Beingrass, cried the Mossad officer, ‘it’s good to see you again!’ 
‘No, It’s not. You’re never happy to see me or hear me on the 
telephone. You knosv nothing about the work you do, you’re only 
an accountant - a miserly one at that.’ 

‘Now, Manny, let’s not start - ' 
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*1 say wc start right away,’ interrupted Weingrass, fooking over at 
Ben-Ami and the five members of the Masada unit. ‘Do any of you 
misfits have whisky? I know this zohlah doesn’t,’ he added, implying 
that the Mossad man was cheap. , , , • 

'Not even wine,’ replied Ben-Ami. ‘It was not included in our 

provisions.' 

'No doubt issued by this one. All right, accountant, tell me 
everything you know, ^ere is my son, Evan Kendrick?’ 

'Here, but that’s all we know.’ 

'That’s standard. You were always three days behind the Sabbath.’ 

'Manny - ’ 

'Calm yourself. You'll have cardiac arrest and I don’t want Israel 
to lose its worst accountant. Who can tell me more?’ 

‘/can tell you more!’ shouted Yaakov, code name Blue. ‘We should 
be at this moment - hours ago - studying the embassy. We have a job 
to do that has nothing to do with your Americcnl’ 

‘So, besides an accountant you have a hot-head,’ said Weingrass. 
‘Anyone else?' 

'Kendrick is here without sanction,’ replied Ben-Ami. ‘He was 
flown over under cover but is now left to his own devices. He’s 


unacknowledged if caught.’ 

'Where did you get that information?’ 

‘One of our men in Washington. I don’t know who or from what 
department or agency.’ 

‘You’d need a telephone book. How secure is this phone?’ asked 
Weingrass, sitting down at the table. 

‘No guarantees,’ said the Mossad officer. ‘It was installed in a 
hurry.' 

‘For as few shekels as possible. I'm sure.’ 

'ManiiyT 


Oh, shut up.' Weingrass took a notebook out of his pocket, flipped 
through the pages and riveted his eyes on a name and a number. He 
pi^cd up the phone and dialled. Within seconds he spoke. 

"’T friend at the palace, for being so courteous. 
My name is Weingrass, insignificant to you, of course, but not to the 
grat sulun, Ahmat. Naturally, I would not care to disturb his 
illustrious person, but if you could get word to him diat I called; 
perhaps he might return a great favour. Let me give you a number, 
may u Manny did so, squinting at the digits on the phone. ‘Thank 
you. my dear friend, and may 1 say. in respea, that this is a most 
u^ent matter and the sultan may praise you for your dilipcence 
. I hank you, again.’ , ' 

■ V. renowned architett hung up the telephone and leaned 

'’’■'“thing deeply to stem the rattling echo eruptihg 
n his chest. Now wc wait.’ he said, looking at the Mossad officer. 
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•And hope that our sultan has more brains 

My God. he came back! After four years he. heard me and my 

son has come hack]' 


‘Why?’ asked Yaakov. 

•The Mahdi,’ said Weingrass quietly. 


angrily, staring at the floor. 


*The ii'lio?’ 

•You’ll learn, hot-head.* 

•He’s not really your son, Manny.’ 

'He’s the only son I ever wanted - ’ The telephone rang; 
grabbed it, pulling it to his car. 

•Yes?’ 


Weingrass 


‘Emmatiiicl?' _ 

'At one time, when we found ourselves in Los Angeles, you were 


far less formal.’ , , , r 

'Allah be praised. I’ll never forget. I had myself checked when 1 got 


back here.’ • j r 

‘Tell me, you young stinker, did you ever get a passing grade tor 

that economics thesis in your third year?’ 

'Only a B, Manny. 1 should have listened to you. You told me to 
make it far more complicated - that they liked complications.’ 

’Can you talk?’ asked Weingrass. his voice suddenly serious. 

'I can, but you may not. From this end everything’s static. Do you 
understand?' 

‘Yes. Out mutual acquaintance. Where is he?’ 

'On his way to Bahrain with two other people from the embassy - 
there was supposed to be only one other but that was changed at the 
last minute, 1 don’t know why.' 

‘Because there’s a string leading to someone else, probably. Is that 
everyone’’ 

Ahniat paused briefly. ’No, Manny.’ he said quietly. 'There’s one 
ocher you must not interfere with or acknowledge in any way. She is 
a woman and licr name is Khalchla. I tell you this because 1 trust you 
and you should know that she's there, but no one else must cvci 
know. Her presence here must be kept as quiet as our friend’s; hei 
c-cposiirc would be a catastrophe.’ 

'Tliat's a mouthful, young fellow. How do 1 recognize thi: 
problem?’ 


'I hope there’ll be no cause for you to. She’s hidden in the pilot’s 
cabin, which will remain locked until they reach Bahrain.’ 

‘Tliat’s all you’ll tell me’’ 

‘About her, yes.’ 

Tve pot to move. What can you do for me?' 

'Send you on another plane. As soon as he can, our friend will call 
and tell me what s happening. When you get there, contaa me; here's 
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how.’ Ahmat gave his private, scrambled telephone number to 
Weingrass. 

‘Must be a new exchange,’ said Manny. 

‘It’s no exchange,’ said the young sultan. 'Will you be at this 
number?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I’ll call you back wnth the arrangements. If there’s a commercial 
flight leaving soon, it would be easier all around to get you on it.’ 

‘Sorry, can’t do that.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Everything has to be blind and deaf. I’ve got seven peacocks with 
me.’ 

‘Seven . . . ?’ 

‘Yes, and if you think thcrc’d be trouble - like catastrophes - try 
those highly intelligent birds feathered in blue and white.' 

Ahmat, sultan of Oman, gasped. ‘Tlic Mostaii' he whispered. 

‘That’s about it.’ 

‘Holy shitV exclaimed Ahmat. 


The small six-passenger Rockwell jet flew northwest at thirty -four 
thousand feet over the United Arab Emirates and into the Persian 
Gulf on its cight-hundred-milc course to the sheikdom of Bahrain. A 
disturbingly quiet, confident Anthony MacDonald sat alone m the 
first row of two seats, Azra and Kendrick in the last row together. 
The doot to the pilot’s cabin was shut, and according to the man who 
had met them in the ‘stolen’ garrison car and ushered them through 
the cargo area to the far end of Masqat s airfield and the plane, tha, 
door would remain shut until the passengers Ic 1 1 ic aircra t. 'o otc 
was to see them- they would be met at Bahrain s International Airport 
m Muharraq by someone who would escort them through 

Ts'fn anTAzra had gone over the schedule 
errorist had never been to Bahrain, he too j -j.}. 

locations and their spellings. It was impera^e ° 
and Azra separate, at least for an hour or so. ^ Tlie Enrlish- 

MacDonald, the most unlikely of 'he Mali di s • ^ 

man might be-a short cut to the Mahdi. and if he ssas. Esan 
abandon the crown prince of terrorists. ^ 

■Remember, we escaped «mbi«?m.tclhgcnce 

>ou consider Interpol, to say no..hing ^ every-, „ 

units from Europe and America, there 11 ^ 7;': ’ 

where and with our photographs. We wn • 
spotted together in daylight. After sundown the 
then we must take precautions.’ 

^Tai precautions?’ 
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•Buy dittcrcnt clothes to begin with; these have the mark oflower- 
class roughnecks, aH right for the conditions in Masqat but not ntrz. 
Take a taxi to Manamah. that’s the city across the causeway on the 
big island, and get a room at the Aradous Hotel on the Wadi A1 Ahd. 
T&tc’s a men’s shop in the lobby; buy yourself a W«tcrn business 
suit and get a haircut at the barber’s. Write it all down!’ 

'I am.’ Aara wrote faster. 

‘Register under the name of — come to think of it,^ Yaiccm is • 
common name in Bahrain, but let's not take the chance. 

‘My mother’s name, Ishaad?’ 

*Thcir .computers arc too full. Use Farouk, everyone else docs. T. 
Farouk. I’ll reach you in an hour or two,' 

‘What will you be doing?’ 

•What else?’ said Kendrick, about to tell the truth. 'Stay with thi 
English liar who claims to work for the Mahdi. If by any chance hi 
does and his communications broke down, the meeting tonight wil 
be easily arranged. But frankly. I don't believe him, and if he’s thi 
liar I think, 1 have to leant who he is working for.’ 

Azra looked at the man he knew as Amal Bahnidi and spoke softly 
‘You live in a mote complicated world than I do. We know ou 
enemies; we aim our weapons at them and try to kill them bccaus 
they would kill us. Yet it appears to me that you cannot be sure, tha 
instead of firing your guns in the heat of battle you must first concen 
yourselves over who is the cncmy.l 
‘You've had to infiltrate and consider the possibility of traitors; th 
precautions aren’t that much difTctcnt.’ 

‘Infiltration isn’t difTicult when thousands dress like we do, tal 
like we do. It s a matter of attitude; we assume the enemy’s. As t 
traitors, we failed in Masqat, you taught us that ' 

•Me?' 

‘The p/inip^mp/is, Bahrudi.’ 

‘Of course. Sorry. My mind’s on other things.’ It svas, but he co«l 
net do that a^am. thought Kendrick. The yoimg Imerist was lookin 
nmously at him. He had to retnave any doubts. Quickly! ‘But speaking c 
those photographs, your sister will have to provide proof that she 
ripped out the entire treacherous business. I suggest other phot? 
graphs. Corpses in front of a smashed camera, with taped statement 
that can be circulated - taped confessions, of course.’ 

^ya knows what to do; she’s the strongest among us, the mo: 
dedicated. She won’t rest until she’s torn apart every room, scarcbe 
every brother and sister. Methodically.’ 

'Words, poet!' admonished Evan harshly. ‘Perhaps you don 
understand. What happened in Masqat - wh.u was carelessly pemitle 
to happen - could affca our operations everywhere. If it gets out ani 
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goes unpunished, agents everywhere will be Hocitmg to rntiltrate us, 
worming their way inside to expose us with cameras and recordings. 

‘All right, all right,’ said Azra, nodding, unwilling to hear further 
criticism. ‘My sister will take care of everything. I don’t think she 
was convinced until she understood what you did for us in thejabal 
Sham, saw what you could do on the telephone. She will quickly take 
the actions she must, I assure you.' 

'Good! Rest now, angry poet. We’ve got a long afternoon and 
night ahead of us.’ 

Kendrick leaned far back in the scat as though prepared to doze, his 
half-closed eyes on the back of Anthony MacDonald’s large balding 
head in the first row. There was so much to think about, so many 
things to consider that he had not had time to analyse, even try to 
analyse. Yet above everything, there was a Mahdi, the Mahdil Not 
surrounding and starving out Khartoum and General Gordon in the 
latC'lSOOs, but living and manipulating terror a hundred years later in 
Bahrain! And there tvas a complex chain that led to the monster; it 
was concealed, buried, professionally fashioned, but it was there! He 
had found a terrorist appendage, only a tentacle, perhaps, but part of 
the host body. The killer beside him could lead to the main conduit 
as each electric cable in a building ultimately leads to the central 
power source. Five calls arc made, fen times Jive to unlisted numbers in 
Dabrain end only one can reach the Mahdi: Zaya Yateem, who knew 
whereof she spoke. Fifty calls, fifty telephone numbers - one among 
fifty unknown men or women who knew where the Mahdi was, who 
he was! 


He had created an emergency the way Manny Weingrass had 
always told him to invent emergencies when dealing with potential 
dients who would not or could not communicate with each other. 
Tell the Jirst bozo that yon have to have an answer by Wednesday or we're 
0(1 to Riyadh. Tell the second clown we can't ivait beyond Thursday 
^ ** -dfx' Dhabi that's oiirsjor the asking. 

_^is was not the same, of course, only a variation of the technique. 

c terrorist leaders at the embassy in Masqat were convinced an 
cmcrgcticy existed for their benefactor, the Mahdi, since he had 
wangc for East Berlin’s ‘Amal Bahrudi’ to bring one of them to 
mnram. Convcncly, the forces of the Mahdi had been told on 

‘urgent message’ had been sent out ‘to 
\f ^ '■squired an 'immediate response’ - emergency! 

hediTw 'anoJml' " ^ 

dcfrwXht of beginning to close, the 

buRh cdiocri in prevent it; a quiet 

: ‘.Vote for ri ■ tcmcmbcrcd their first trip to Bahrain. 

J im s sake, hear in mind ihai-wc're dealing tviik a people who 
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m/I m archipelago, not a land mass borderins; another land mass that both 
sides conveniently call a country. This is a sheikdom eonsistiitj^ of over thirty 
goddamned islands in the Persian Gulf. It’s nothing you’re going to measure 
in acreage, and they never want you to — that’s their strength.' 

'Wiai are you driving at, Manny?’ 

‘Try to understand me, you unread mechanic. You appeal to that saise of 
strength. This is an independent state, a collection of eruptions from the 
that protects the ports from the storms of the Gulf and is conveniently sitiia 
between the Qatar peninsula and the Hasa coast of Saudi Arabia, the lai 
extremely important because of the Saudi leverage.' 

'li'hat the hell has that got to do with a lou.sy island golf course? Do ) 
play golf, Manny? I never could afford it.’ 

'Chasing a little white hall over a hundred acres of grass while the arthr 
is killing you and your heart is blowing apart in frustration has never h 
my idea of a civilized pursuit. However, / know what we put into this lot 
golf course.’ 

'Pemembrances of things past. Because it’s a constant reminder of tl 
present, a reminder to everyone. Their strength.’ 

'H'ill you come down from orbit, please.^’ 

'Read the historical chronicles of Assyria, Persia, the Greeks and 
Romans. Take a peck through the early drawings of the Portugu 
cartographers and the logs of yasco da Gama. At one time or another 
these people fought for control of the archipelago - the portiigues held it 
a hundred years - why?' 

‘I'm sure you'll fell me.’ 

‘Because of its geographical location in the Gulf, its strategic importai: 
For centuries it's been a coveted centre for trade and the financial reposito: 
of trade-' 

The much younger l:van Kendrick had sat up at that moment, n 
understanding what the eccentric architect ti-ijs driving at. ‘That’s wlh 
happening /loir, hr had intcmipied, 'by leaps and bounds, money pouriin 
from all over the world.' 

As an independent state without Jear ii/being conguered in today’s wor, 
clarified H'eingrass ‘Bahrain services allies and enemies alike. So i 
magnificent clubhouse on this lousy golj course will rcjlect its histoiy. W 
do it with murals. businc.ssman looks up at the paintings above the bar c 
secs all these things pictured and thinks, Jesus, this is some place! Everybi 
wanted it! Look at the money they spent! He's now even more anxious 
operate here. It s common knowledge that deals arc made on goff courses, ] 
young illilcraic. IVliy do you think they want to build one.’’ 

After they had built tlie .somewhat grotesque clubhouse on I 
second-rate golf course, the Kendrick Group contracted for th; 
banks and two government buildings. And Manny Weingrass v 
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pcnonally pardoned by one of the highest ministers for disturbing 

the peace at a cafe on the AI Zubara Road. 

The drone of the jet bored into Evan's brain. His eyes were dosed. 


‘1 objea to this subsidiary operation and I want the record to show 
it,' said Yaakov, code name Blue, of the Masada Brigade, as the seven 
ni'cn climbed into the jet at the far east end of Masqat’s airfeld. 
Emmanuel Weingrass immediately joined the pilot, strapping himself 
into the adjacent scat, coughing quietly, deeply, as he secured the 
belt. The Mossad officer had remained behind; he had work to do in 
Qraan; his pistol was in the possession of the slender Ben-Ami, who 
kept it unholstcrcd until the five-man unit had taken their seats in the 
airaaft. 

'The record will show it, my friend,' replied Ben-Ami as the plane 
sped down the runway. 'Please try to understand that there are things 
wc carmotbc told for the good of all of us. We are the activists, the 
soldiers - and those who make the decisions are the high command. 
They do their job and we do ours, which is to follow orders.’ 

‘Then I must object to a loathsome parallel,’ said the unit member 
code name Grey. '“Following orders” is not a phrase 1 find very 
palatable.’ 

'1 remind you, Mr Ben-Ami,’ added code Orange. ‘For the past 
three weeks wc’vc trained for a single assignment, one we all- believe 
wc can accomplish despite profound doubts back home. We’re ready; 
tvc’rc primed for it, and suddenly it’s aborted without e,xplanation 
and wc’rc on our way to Bahrain hunting a man we don’t know with 
plan vvc've never seen.’ 


If there is a plan,’ said code Black. ‘And not simply a debt owed 
>y the Mossad to a disagreeable old man who wants to fmd an 
ImrnVdd, a Gentile “son” that isn’t his.’ 

Weingrass turned around; the plane was climbing rapidly, the 
Partially muted by the swift ascent. ‘Listen to me, peaheaisV 
ite shouted. ‘If that Aiticn'rmi has gone to Bahrain with a demented 
rab terrorist, it means he’s got a damn good reason. It probably 
t occurred to you musclebound, intellectual crap shooters, but 
' ^ planned by those sub-human yo-yos playing with 

guns. The brains, if you’ll pardon an obscure reference, are in 
> ram, and that s what he’s after, who he’s after'.’ 

true/ said code White, ‘does not include a 
' .-i Or do wc roll dice on that issue?’ 

° j worse, smart ass, but no, we don’t. Once we’ve 

until minutes 

'iu V ^ j ? J"^o''''^3non we need. Then we have a plan ’ 
asked Blue angrily, suspiriou.sly. 

^emakcuup,hot.hcad.’ 


★ / 





The huge EngKshman stood in rigid disbelief as the terrorist A 2 p 
started walking away with the Bahrainian official. The quiet man in 
uniform had met the Rockwell jet beyond the last maintenance hangar 
at the airport in Muharraq. ‘IRmf,' shouted MacDonald, glancing 
wildly at Evan Kendrick standing beside him. ‘Stop! You can’t leave 
me with this man. I fold you. he’s not who he says he is! He’s not one 
of us!’ 

'No, he’s not,’ agreed the Palestinian, stopping and looking over 
his shoulder. ‘He’s from East Berlin and he saved my life. If you’re 
telling the truth, 1 assure you he’ll save yours.' 

'Youoin’t-* 

'1 must,’ broke in Azra, turning to the official and nodding. 

The Bahrainian, without comment either in his words or his 
expression, addressed Kendrick; ‘As you can sec, my associate is 
coming out of the hangar. He will escort you through another exit. 
Welcome to our country-,’ 

'A::ra!' screamed MacDonald, his voice drowned out by the roar 
of jet engines. 

‘Easy, Tony,’ said Evan as the second Bahrainian ofJirial 
approached them. ‘Wc’rc entering illegally and you could get us 
shot.* 

‘Voii/ 1 krtfti' it was you! You arc Kendrick!' 

‘Of course I am, and if any of our people here in Bahrain knew you 
used my name, your lovely, besotted Ccviha - it is Cecilia, isn’t it - 
would be a widow before she could ask for another drink.’ 

‘By Christ, I don’t believe it. You sold your firm and went back to 
America! I was told you’d become a politiaan of sorts!’ 

‘With the Mahdi’s help f might even become president.’ 

'Oh, my Gerf!’ 

'Smile, Tony. This nun doesn’t like what he's doing .ind 1 wouldn't 
want him to think we’re ungrateful. Stitile, you fat son of a bitch!’ 

Khalelila, m tan slacks, a flight jacket and a visored officer’s cap, 
stood by the tail of the Hamer jet watching the procecding.s a hundred 
feet away. Tlie young Palestinian killer called Blue had been ushered 
out; the American congressman and the incredible MacDonald were 
leaving with another uniformed man, who conveyed them through a 
maze of Cargo allcyxvays that eluded immigration. This Kendrick, 
this apparent conformist with some tcrnblc cause, was better than she 
thought. Not only bad he survived the horrors of the embassy, 
something she had belics'ed impossible nine hours ago and over which 
she had panicked, but he had nosv separated terrorist from terrorist"!’ 
agent, miat was on his mind? Il7iae was he dainty? 

'Hurry up!’ she called to the pilot, who ss-as tall 
by the starboard wing. ‘Let’s go!’ 
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coiimcrpoint to the superb control necessary to a deep cover oper: ' 
with a network of informers in a world-class volatile situation. It t 
all icroiK;; 

And then it happened! As the taxi sped up to the kerb, MacDon 
suddenly rammed his enormous torso against the American, send! 
him out into the covered street in front of the rushing cab. Kendri 
bounced off the bonnet, his body flung in mid air into the rack 
traffic of the tunnel-like concourse. Brakes screeched, whistles blc\ 
and the congressman from the ninth district of Colorado was impale 
nirved around the shattered windscreen of a small Japanese car, Gc 
Ged, he’s dead! thought Khalchla. running out on the pavement. Ai 
then he moved - both arms mofed as the American tried to pu 
himself up, collapsing as he did so, 

Khalehia raced to the car, surging through a knot of police ai{ 
Bahrain’s secret police who had converged on the scene, rupturiuJ 
one immovable man’s spleen with a vicious, accurate fist. She thre^ 
her body over the spastically moving Kendrick while removing tlj 
gun from her flight jacket. She spoke to the nearest uniformed ma| 
the weapon angled at his head. U 

‘My name is Khalehia and th.at's all you have to know. This inan|- 
my properly and he goes with me. Pass the word and get ns out r 
here or i'it kill you.' 

The figure raced into the sterile room so agitated iliat he slammed n 
door behind him, nearly tripping m the darkness on his w.iy tt ’ 
equipment. Hands trembling, he brought lus applianie to life. 

U!!ra Maximum Secure 

No Existing Intercepts 

Proceed 

Something's happened' Breakthrough or breakdov/n, the hi 
or the hunted. The last report speaks of Bahrain but wit 
specifics, only that the subject was in a state of extreme am 
demanding to be flown there immediately. Of course that assu 
he either escaped from the embassy, was taken out by subter 
or never went Inside at all. But why Bahrain? Everything is t-, 
incomplete, as if the subject's shadov/ was obscuring events for I 
own reasons - a not unlikely possibility considering everything th? 
happened during the past fev/ years and the subpoena powers 
Congress and various special prosecutors. 

What has happened? What’s happening now? My applianc 
scream tor information but 1 can't give them anything! To factor ir 
name without specific reference only spews forth encyclopaei 



historical data long since inserted - and updated - by photoscam. 
Sometimes 1 think my own talents defeat me. for 1 see beyond 
factors and equations and find visions. 

Yet he is the man! My appliances tett me that and \ trust them. 



CHAPTER 13 


Evan struggled against the constricting tape around his left shoulder 
and then was aware of a stinging sensation that extended throughout 
his upper chest accompanied by the sharp smell of rubbing alcohol. 
He opened his eyes, startled to find that he was sitting up in a bed. 
pillows supporting his back. He was in a woman s bedroom. A 
dressing table -with a low. gold-rimmed chair against the wall stood 
on his left. A profusion of lotions and perfumes were in small ornate 
bottles in front of a large three-sided mirror bordered with tiny bulbs. 
Tall windows flanked the table, the cascading peach-coloured curtains 
made of a translucent material that virtually shouted - as did the rest 
of the rococo furniture - a hefty decorator’s fee. A satin chaise-longue 
was in front of the far window, beside it a small telephone tablc-cum- 
magarinc rack with a top of rose marble. The wall directly in front of 
the bed. some twenty feet away, consisted of a long row of mirrored 
cupboards. On his right, beyond the bedside table, was an ivory 
coloured wnting desk with another gold-rimnied chair - and then the 
longest single bureau he had ever seen; it was lacquered peach - piche, 
as Mannv Wcingrass would insist upon - and extended the entire 
length of the wall The floor was covered with soft thick white 
carpeting, the pile of which appeared capable of massaging the bare 
feet ol anvone ssalking across it if he dared The only item lacking 
was a mirror over the bed 

The Sculptured door was closed, yet he could hear voices beyond 
It. a man s and a woman's He turned his wrist to look at his watch; 
It was gone injcrc lej) lit ’ Hoic dij he gel here’ Oh, Chnsf! 77ic airporl 
renreursr He u'js slammed info a ear — fu>o nishtri£ cars — and a crowd 
had gathered around him unfil, Itmpirifi, he was led away. Azra! Azra was 
waiimi;/ar him ai the .^radons Hotel.' . . And MacDonald! Gone! Oh, 
my Cod, et'rr^'tliin)^ s hlowit apart' Close to panic, only vaguely aware 
of the late afternoon sun streaming through the windows, he threw 
off the sheet and climbed out of bed, unsteady, wnneing, gritting his 
teeth svith each move he made, but he could move and that was all 
that mattered. He was also naked and suddenly the door opened. 

1 m glad you could get up,’ said the olivc-skinncd woman as 
Kendnck lurched back to tlie bed and the peche shrxrt while she closed 





the door. ‘It confirms the doctor's dijitnosis; lu- just left, I U- siiid ytm 
were badly banged up but the X rays showed no broken bones.' 

‘X rays? Where arc we and who tlie hell are )'('!/, lady?' 

‘You don’t remember me, tlien?' 

‘If this,’ c.xclaimed Evan angrily, sweeping his liand over tlie room, 
‘is your modest pied-d-ferre in Bahrain, I .assure yon I’ve nevrt seen it 
before. It's not a place one easily forgets.' 

‘It's not mine,’ said Khalehla, shaking her head witli a trace of a 
smile and walking to the foot of the bed. ‘It belongs to a member of 
the royal family, a cousin of the Emir, an elderly man with a yonne, 
wife - his youngest - both of whom are in London. He's quite ill, 
which accounts for the medical equipment in the basement, a great 
deal of equipment. Rank and money have their privileges every wlierc, 
but especially here in Bahrain. Your friend the sultan of Oman made 
this possible for you.’ 

‘But someone had to make it possible for him to know what 
happened - for him to make it possible!’ 

‘That was me, of course - ’ 

‘I Jo know you,’ interrupted Kendrick, frowning. ‘I just can’t 
remember where or how.’ 

‘1 wasn’t dressed like this, and we saw each other under equally 
; unpleasant circumstances. In Masqat, in a dark, filthy alleyway that 
»^wcs as a street 

‘Rot town!' cried Evan, eyes wide, head rigid. 'Slime town. El-Baz. 
ni're the woman with the gun; you tried to kill me.’ 

‘No, not true. I was protecting myself from four thugs, three men 
id a girl.’ 

Kendrick briefly closed his eyes. ‘1 remember that. A kid in cut-off 
lakis holding his arm.’ 

‘He wasn’t a kid,’ objected Khalehla. ‘He v/as a drug addict as 
retched out as his girl friend and they both would have killed me to 
ay their Arab suppliers for what they needed. 1 was following you, 
oihing more, nothing less. Information, that’s my job.’ 

'For whom?' 

^The people I work for.! 

How did you know about me?’ 

That 1 won’t answer.’ 

^^Tom do you work for?’ 

In the broad sense, an organization that seeks to find solutions for 
tne multiple horrors of the Middle East.’ 

Israeli?’ 

replied Khalehla calmly. ‘My roots are Arab.’ 

‘UT o 1 °*^^ ^ ^ damn thing but it sure scares me.’ 

want American to think we Arabs might 

" ant to find equitable solutions?’ 
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‘I’ve just come from the embassy in Masqat. What I saw there 
wasn’t pretty - Arab pretty.’ 

‘Nor to us. However, may I quote an American congressman who 
said on the floor of the House of Uepresentatives that a terrorist isn t 
bom, he’s made."’ 

Astonished, Evan looked hard at the woman. ‘That was the only 
comment I ever made for the Congressional Record. The oily one.' 

‘You did so after a particularly vicious speech by a congressman 
from California who praaically called for the wholesale slaughter of 
all Palestinians living in what he termed Eretz Israel.’ 

‘He didn’t know Erete from Biarritel He was a WASP grubber who 
thought he was losing the Jewish vote in Los Angeles. He told me 
that himself the day before. He mistook me for an ally thinking that 
I’d approve - goddamn it, he winked at me!’ 

‘Do you still believe what you said?’ 

‘Yes,’ replied Kendrick hesitantly, as if questioning his own 
response. ‘No one who’s walked through the squalor of the refugee 
camps can think anything remotely normal can come out of them. 
But what I saw in Masqat went too far. Forget .'.bout the screaming 
and the wild chants, there was something ice cold, a methodical 
brutality that thrived on itself. Those animals were enjoying 
themselves.’ 

‘The majority of those young animals never had a home. Their 
earliest memories arc of wandering through the filth of the camps 
trying to find enough to eat. or clothes for their younger brothers’ 
and sisters. Only a pitiful few have any skills, even basic schooling. 
These things were not available to them. They were outcasts in their 
own land,' 

‘Tell that to the diildren of Auschwitz and Dachau!’ said Evan in 
quiet, cold fury ‘1 hese people arc olit'f . They’re part of the human 
race.' 

'Checkmate. .Mr Kendrick I have no answer, only shame.’ 

■f don’t want your shame I want to get out of here.’ 

You re in no eondttion to continue what you were doing. Look at 
you. 1 ou re exhausted, and on top of that you’ve been severely 
dam.ipcd ’ 

The sheet across his svaist, Kendnek supported himself on the edge 
of the bed He spoke slowly. '1 h.ad a gun, a knife and a watch among 
several other valuable items I’d like them back, please.’ 

’! tliink SVC should disaiss the situation - ’ 

^ Tlicrcs nothing to discuss,’ said the congressman. ‘Absolutely 

‘^ppose I svcrc to tell you we've found Tony MacDonald?' 

Ton)? 

1 ssotk from Cairo. I wish I could say we were on to him months 
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ago, perhaps years ago, but it wouldn’t be true. The first inkling 1 
had was early this morning, before daybreak in fact. He followed me 
in a car with no headlights - ’ _ 

‘On the road above the Jabal Sham?’ asked Evan, interrupting. 

‘Yes.’ , ^ 

‘Then you’re Cawley or something like that. Cawley the - enemy, 

among other things.' 

‘My name is Khaklih, the first two syllables pronounced like the 
French seaport Calais; and I am indeed his enemy, but not the other 
things which 1 can easily imagine.’ 

‘You were following me.’ A statement. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Then you knew about the “escape’*.’ 

‘Again, yes.’ 

‘Ahmat?’ 

‘He trusts me. We go back a long time.' 

‘Then he must trust the people you work for.' 

‘1 can’t answer that. I said he trusts me.' 

‘That’s a corkscrew statement - two corkscrew statements." 

'It’s a corksCTCW situation.’ 

'Where’s TonyV 

‘Holed up in a room at the Tylos Hotel on Government Road 
under the name of Strickland.’ 

‘How did you find him?’ 

‘Through the taxi company. On the way he stopped at a sporting 
goods store suspected of selling illegal weapons. He's armed . . . 
Let’s say the driver was cooperative.' 

‘“Let’s say’’?’ 

‘It’ll suffice. If MacDonald makes a move, you’ll be informed 
immediately. He’s already made eleven p’none calls.’ 

'To whom?' 


‘The numbers were unpublished. A man will go over to the Central 
E-xchangc in an hour or so when the calling lets up and get the names. 
They'll be given to you as soon as he has them and can reach an 
official or a public phone.' 

‘Thanks. I need those numbers.’ 

Khalchia pulled over the small rococo chair in front of the drcidnf' 
table and sat down opposite Kendrick. ‘Tell me v/ha: you’re drun/. 
Congressman. Let me help.’ 

Why should I? You won’t give me my gun or my knife or my 
watch - or a certain piece'of clothing you’ve probably sold by nov/. 
You won t cv'cn tell me whom you work for.’ 

‘As to your gun, your knife, your watch end your and a 

money belt with some fifty thousand American dollars, and your c^old 
agarette lighter, and a squashed pack of not-for-export American 


agarcttcs - which was very foolish of you - you may have thorn all if 
you’ll just convince me that what you’re doing won t result m me 
slaughter of two hundred and thirty-six Americans in Masqat. We 
Arabs can’t tolerate that possibility; wc’rc despised enough for the 
horrible things we can’t control. As to whom I work for, why should 
it matter to you any more than it docs to your friend and .my friend, 
Ahmat? You trust him, he trusts me. So you can trust me, too. A 
equals B equals C. A therefore equals C. Incidentally, your clothes 
have been fumigated, laundered and pressed. They’re in the first 
closet on the left.’ 

Evan, perched awkwardly on the edge of the bed, ^stared at the 
intense young woman, his lips slightly parted. That s a hell of a 
mouthful, lady. I’ll have to think about your alphabetical logic.’ 

'I don't know your schedule, but you can’t have much time. 
'Between eleven-thirty and midnight tonight,’ said Kendrick, with 
no intention of revealing anything but a time span, ‘A young man__ 
w.rs with me on the plane. He’s a terrorist from the embassy in 
Masqat.’ 

'He registered at the Aradous Hotel on the Wadi Al Ahd as “T. 
Farouk”.' 

'Hew . . .V 

'Another cooperative driver,’ answered Khalchla, permitting her- 
self a broader smile. '“Let’s say,’” she added. 

'Whoever you work for has a lot of input in a lot of places.’ 

'Oddly enough, the people 1 work for have nothing to do with it. 
Tlicy wouldn’t go this far.’ 

'But you did.’ 

'I had to. Personal reasons; they’re off-limits, too.’ 

’You’re something, Cawley.’ 

'Khalehla - AV/i-Zay-la - m English. Why don’t you call your friend 
at the Aradous? He bought clothes at the hotel and also got a haircut. 

I assume these were your instruaions. But call him; relieve his mind.’ 
'You’re almost too cooperative - like the drivers.’ 

’Because I’m not your enemy and I want to cooperate. C.all Ahmat, 
if you wish. He’ll tell you the same thing. Incidentally, like you, I 
have the triple five number.' 

It was as if an unseen veil had been lifted off the Arab w'Oman's 
face, a lovely, striking face, thought Evan as he studied the large 
brown eyes that held such care and curiosity in them. Yet still he 
sss'orc silently at himself for being the amateur, not knowing who 
was real and who was false! Between elei>en-iltirty and midnight. That • 
'i hour, the 30-minote span when he would catch a link, 

the link to the Mahdi, Could he trust this terribly efficient female who 
told him only so much and no more? Then again, could he do it 
himse//? She had the triple five number . . . how did she get it? 
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Suddenly, the room started to spin around, the sunlight through the 
windows became a sprayed burst of orange. Where were the u-indows' 

'No, Kcndricl:!’ shouted Khalchla. 'Not now] Don’t collapse moic! 
Make the call. I'll help you! Your friend must know that cver^'thing 
is all ri^/it! He’s a terrorist in Bahraini He has nowhere to go - you 
must make the call'.' 

Evan felt the hard slaps against his face, the harsh, stinging blows 
that rushed the blood to his head, his head that was suddenly cradled 
in Khalehla’s right arm as her left hand reached for a glass on the 
bedside table. ‘Drink this!’ she commanded, holding the glass to his 
lips. He did so. The liquid exploded in his throat. 

'Jesus!' he roared. 

‘A hundred and twenty proof vodka and brandy,’ said Khalehla 
smiling, still holding him. ‘It was given to me by a British Ml-Sixcr 
named Melv^m. “Get someone to have three of these and you can sell 
him a gross of anything on the rack,” that’s what Mclvyn told me. 
Can I sell you something. Congressman? Like a phone call?’ 

‘I'm not buying. I don't have any money. You've got it.’ 

‘Make that call, please,’ said Khalchla, releasing her prisoner as she 
retreated to the gold-rimmed dressing table chair. ‘I think it’s terribly 
important.’ 

Kendrick shook his head, trying to focus on the telephone. ‘1 don’t 
know the number.’ 

‘I have it here.’ Khalchla reached into the pocket of her flight jacket 
and pulled out a piece of paper. 'The number is fivc-nine-fivc-ninc- 
one.’ 

‘Thank you, madame secretary.’ Evan reached for the phone, 
feeling a thousand aches in his body as he bent over and picked it up, 
pulling it to his lap. The exhaustion was spreading through him; he 
could barely move, barely dial. ‘Azra?’ he said, hearing the terrorist's 
voice. ‘Have you studied the map ot Manamah? Good. I’ll pick you 
up at the hotel at ten o’clock.’ Kendrick paused, darting his eyes up 
at Khalchla. ‘If for any reason I’m delayed. I’ll meet you in the street 
at the north end of the Juma Mosque where it Joins the A1 Khalifa 
Road. I’ll find you. Understood? Good.’ Kendrick, trembling, hung 
up the phone. 

‘You have one more call to make. Congressman.’ 

’Give me a couple of minutes.’ Kendnek leaned back on the pillows. 
God, he was tired! 

‘You really should m.ikc it now. You must tell Ahmat where you 
arc, what you’ve done, what is happening. He expects it. He deserves 
to hear it from you, not me.’ 

’All right, all rixhl ’ With enormous effort. Evan sat forward and 
picked up the phone which was still on the bed. ‘It’s dirca dialling 
iicrc in Bahrain. 1 forgot. What's the code for Masqat?’ 


‘Ninc-six-cight,’ replied Khakhla. ‘Dial zero-zero-one first. 

‘I should reverse the goddamned charges.' slid Kendrick, dialling, 
barely able to sec the numbers. 

‘When did you last sleep’’ asked Khalchla. 

‘Two - three days ago.’ 

'When did you eat last?’ 

‘Can’t remember . . . How about you? You ve been pretty busy 
yourself, Madame Not-Such-Untterdy.' , , , r . i 

‘1 can’t remember, either . . . Oh, yes, 1 did eat. When 1 left the ri 
Shari fl Mish hwayis 1 stopped at that awful bakery in the square and 
got some orange baklava. More to find out who was there than 

anything - ' ... 

' Evan held up his hand; the sultan’s buried private line was ringing. 

‘/ii'ij/i?’ 

'Ahniat, it's Kendrick.’ 

‘I’m rcricvcd!’ 

‘I’m pissed off.’ 

‘What? What arc you talking about;’ 

‘Why didn’t you tell me about her?’ 

'Her? Who?' ■ 

Evan handed the phone to a startled Kh.alehla. 

‘It's me. Ahmat,’ she said, embarrassed. Eight seconds later, during 
which the voice of the perplexed and angry young sultan could be 
lieard across tlie room, Kiialehla continued, ‘It was either this or 
having the press learn tliat an American congressman, armed .md 
With fifty thousand dollars on him. had flown into liahr.un without 
going ilirongh siistimis Mow long would it be before it was learned 
that he flcss in on a plane ordered by the royal house of Oman? And 
how soon after that would there be speculation about his mission in 
Masqat’ I iwed voiir name with a brother of the Emir I’ve known 
for years and he .irr.inged a place lor us , . 1 hank you, Ahmat. Here 

he IS. ’ 

Kendrick took the phone 'She's a biscuit, my old-young friend, 
but 1 suppose I'm better otf here than where 1 might he. Just don't 
give me .tnv more surprises, okas ’ , Why are you so quiet? . . . 

forget It. here s the schedule and. rcniemher. no interference unless 1 
.isk for It! t VC got our bos from the embassy at tlic Aradoiis I Intel; 
and the MacHoiiald situation, whuh I assume you know .about — ' 
Khalchla nodded, aiul Evan continued rapidly, *I gather you do. He's 
being mottitorev! ai the Tylos. we’ll be given a list of the c.alls he's 
been makjng v.hen he slops making them. Incidentally, they're both 
armed. Exhausted. Kendrnk then described the specifics of the 
mcctmg groimJ as they had been relayed to the agents of the Mahdi. 
We only neci! one. Alimai, one man svho ran lead us to him. I'll 
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personally turn the rack until we tn:: the inrorntiticn hc-eau'e 
v/ouldn": have it an\ other svav.' 

Kendruk i.r ;;u' piKioe arj tell hi^k >.••.•, :.v t!;e pi’lov.N 

'You need Nj;d Klulehda. 

‘Send out for Chmesc,' said Evan, “You’ve jtot the tif;\ thous,i;'d. 
not me.' 

‘I'll pet the kitchen to prepare you sontethint;.' 

‘Afc.’' His lids half closed. Kendrick looked at the olive-sVinnevl 
woman in the ridiculously rococo pold-rimmed chair. The u itites of 
her dark brown eyes were bloodshot, the st'ckets blue frc>m exhau’'' 
tion. the lines of her striking face far more pronounced t'han her ae,c 
called for. ‘What about your’ 

‘I don’t matter. You do.’ 

'You’re about to fall out of that Lilliputian throne of yours, Quceti 
Mother.’ 

‘I’ll handle it, thank you,’ said Khalehla. sitting upright, blinking 
in defiance. 

‘Since you won’t give me my watch, what time is it:’ 

‘Ten minutes past four.’ 

‘Everything’s in place,’ said Evan, swinging his legs out on to the 
floor under tlic sheet, ‘and I’m sure this g.anshly-civihred establish- 
ment can accommodate a wake-up call. "Rest is a weapon." 1 read 
that once. Hatties have been won and lost more through sleep and the 
lack of sleep than firepower ... If you’ll modestly look away. I’ll 
grab n towel from what 1 assume is the largest hathroom in Hahrain 
over there, and find tnysclf another bed.’ 

‘We can't leave this room c.xccpt to leave the house.' 

‘Why not?’ 

'Those are the arrangements. The Einir doesn’t care for his cousin’s 
young wife; tlicreforc, the defilenicm caused by your person is 
restricted to her quarters. Tlierc arc guards outside to enforce the 
order.’ 

‘1 don’t hclici'c this!’ 

'1 didn’t make up the rules, I simply got you a place to stay.’ 

His eyes closing. Kendrick rolled back on the bed and over to tlic 
far side, holding up the sheet to negotiate the distance. ‘All right. 
Miss Cairo. Unless you want to keep slipping off that silly-iookiii;; 
couch or fall flat on your face on the floor, licre’s your siesta pad 
Before you relent, two things; Don’t snore, and make sure I'm up h‘>' 
eight-thirty.’ ^ , 

Twenty agonizing minutes later, unable to keep her cyr. npitJ 
having fa'llcn off the chaise-longue twice, Khalchia crept lufo • 

The incredible happened, incredible because m’ithcr . 

was it sought, nor had either remotely consider.--* 




staircase to the enormous foyer and the carved front door, which was 
opened by another puard bowing obscqiiionsly. She went out on the 
bustling pavement, where roiu-s and d.irk businc-.i suits uisitcd in 
both directions, .and looked for a public telepiumc. She saw one on 
the comer and moved quickly towards it. 

‘This call will be accepted, 1 assure you. operator.' said Khalehla. 
having given the numbers she Itad been instmeted to give in an 
extreme emergency. 

'Yrs?' The voice five thousand miles away was harsh, abrupt. 

'My name is Khalehla. You’re the one 1 was to reach. ! believe.' 

'No one else. Tlie operator said Bahrain. Do you confirm it?' 

‘Yes. He’s here. I've been with him for several hours.’ 

'What’s going down?’ 

‘Tliere’s a meeting beuveen eleven-thirty and midnight near the 
Juma Mosque and the A1 Khalifa Road. 1 should be there, sir. He’s 
not equipped; he can't handle it.' 

‘No way, lady!’ 

‘He’s a child where these people are concemcdl 1 can firfpl’ 

‘You can also involve us, which is out of the question and you 
know it as well as 1 do! Now, get out of there!’ 

'I thought you’d say that . . . sir. But may 1 please explain what 1 
consider to be the negative odds of the equation in this particular 
operation?’ 

'1 don't want to hear any of that spook bullshit! Get out of there!’ 

Khalehla winced as Prank Swann slammed down the telephone in 
Washington DC. 

‘The Aradous and the Tylos, 1 know them both,’ said Emmanuel 
Weingrass into the phone in the small, secure office at the airport in 
Muharraq. ‘T. Farouk and Strickland - good God, 1 can’t helirvr it! 
That dafi'odil drunk from Conor ■ . . Oh, sorry. Stinker, 1 forgot. I 
mean that French lilac from Algiers, that’s what 1 meant to say. Go 
on.' Weingrass wrote down the information from Masqat, given by 
a young man for whom he was beginning to have enormous respea. 
He knew men twice Ahmat's age and with three times his e.xpcricnce 
who would have buckled under the stress the sultan of Oman was 
enduring, not excluding the outrageous Western press that had no 
concept of his courage. The courage for risks that could bring about 
his downfall and his death. ‘Okay. I’ve got it all . . . Hey. .Stinker. 
you’re quite a guy. You grew up to be a real nieiisrli. Of course, sv'. 
probably learned it all from me.’ 

’I learned one thing from you. Manny, a very imixirtant ” 
d'hat was to face things as they were and not to mak* c’ " 
Whether it was for fun or m pain, you said. You told •Wf- 
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:ould live with failure but not with the excuses that took awaydus 
ieht to fail. It took me a long time to tmderstand that. 

‘•Tliat’s very mce of vmi. voung fellow, bass u on to the ktU 
,ou'rc expeeung. oli u the Wcn.grass addendum to . 

Commandments.’ , , , 

‘But, Manny - ’ . 

•Yes’’ ' j u 

‘Please don’t wear one of those yellow or red polka-dotted bow : 

tics in Bahrain. They kind of mark you. you know, what 1 meaii? 
•Now you're my wifor - . - I’U be in touch, maisch. Wish us all 

do!* my friend. Above all, I wish 1 could be with you.’ 

‘1 know that. I wouldn’t be here if 1 didn’t know it - if our friend 
didn’t know it.’ Weingrass hung up the phone and tunicd to the six 
men behind him. They were perched on tables and chairs, several 
holding their small secondary side arms, others checking the battery 
charges in their hand-held radios, all watching and listening intently 
to the old man. ‘Wc split up,' he said. ‘Ben-Ami and Grey will come 
with me to the Tylos. Blue, you take the others to the Aradous 
Hotel - ’ Manny stopped, gripped by a sudden coughing seizure; his 
face reddened and his slender frame shook violently, Ben-Ami and 
the members of die Masada unit glanced at one another; none moved, 
each knowing instinctively that Weingrass would rebuff any assist- 
ance. But one dung was clear to all of them They w ere looking at .i 
dying man. 

‘Water’’ asked Ucn-Aini 

‘No,’ replied Manny lurily. the (.oughitig Mizun- subsiding ‘Lousy 
chest cold, lousy weather in f raiKc All nglii, where were we?' 

‘I vsas to take the othets to the .Ar.ide'us Ih'tel, aussseicel Yaakov, 
code name Bine 

Cict yourself s.uiit devciit elolhes so you ssoii'l get tiuown out of 
the lobby Ihefi are shojw here ui the airport, ekaii ).ukets will he 
enough 

■'IhcM- arc our ssorbiiip vlotlus.' ohjeited Bl.iek 

‘Paper bag em. sjid Weingrass 

What are uc to ,io .,t the .•%! idous* ItUie got e.ft the table be was 
sitting on 

Manny looked dovsn at his notes, ihcn up at the young leader. ‘In 
Room tsvo-rcro-<ine is a man sailed /\zra ' 

Virabie for "blue".' interrupted eoile Red. glatuing at Yaakov. 

‘He's on the tvtroTist couiuil in Masqat.' broke in Orange. ‘They 
say he led the team th.it stumud the I cverva kihbut/ near the Galilee, 
kithng thirty-two, iiuludiMji nme children ' 

'He planted bombs m three settlements on the West Bank,’ added 
Orcy, and blew up a pharm.uv. paint-spr.iymg the name •‘Azra" on 


a wall. After the blast the wall was pieced together life a puralc, and 
there it was. Tlic name Aara. t’vc seen him on television.’ 

'Pig,' said Yaakov quietly, adjusting the straps of his ss t'apon under 
the jacket. ‘When we get to the Aradous. what do we do’ Give him 
tea and cakes or just a medal for humanitarianism?' 

'You stay out of liis sight!’ replied Weingrass harshly. ‘But don't 
let him out of yours. Two of you get rooms near his; watch the door. 
Don't get a glass of water, don't go to the toilet, just watch his door 
every minute. The two others take up positions in the street, one in 
frotit, the other by the employees' exit. Stay in radio contact with 
each other. Work out simple codes, one-word codes - in Arabic. If 
he moves, you move with him. hut don't let him suspea for even a 
nioment that you’re there. Remember, he's as good as you arc; he's 
had to survive, too.' 

‘Arc we silently escorting him to a private dinner party?' asked 
code Blue sarcastically. ‘This is a plan without the most rudimentary 
blueprint!' 

'The blueprint svill come from Kendrick.' said Manny, for once 
not rising to the insult. ‘If he really has one.' he added softly, concern 
in his voice. 

'Mlsat?' Ben-Ami rose from his chair, not, hosvcvcr, in anger but 
in astonishment. 

‘If everything goes according to schedule, he'll pick up tiic Arab at 
ten o'clock. With his Masqat terrorist in tow, he c.spccts to tnakc 
contact with one of the Mahdi's agents, someone who can lead them 
either to the Mahdi himself or to someone else who can ' 

‘On what /nisi.<?’ asked the incredulous Ben-Ami from the Mossad. 

'Actually, it's not bad. The Mahdi's people think there's an 
emergency, hut they don't know what it is.' 

‘An iimafriir!' roared code Red of tlic Masad.i iiim 'nierc'il be 


back-ups, and blind drones, and back-ups for them. Wh-it the hel! are 
we dpitifi here?’ 

'You’re here to take out the back-ups and the drones lU.'.f tiie back- 
ups behind tliaitV shouted Weingrass m reply. ‘If I bas e to tel! you 
what to look for, go hack and start all over again with the Boy Scouts 
in Tel Aviv. You follow; you protect; you t.ikc out the fa- v’-') -'- ^ 
clear a path for tliat .miateur who’s putting his life 0:1 t!'c hue. Iho 
Mahdi's the key, and if you haven't understood tliat h> now, tlierr s 
nothing I can do about it. One word from him. prcleral-ly wim a C'. -, 
to iiis licad. and everything stops in Oman.' 


‘It's not without merit.' said Ben-Ami. . , 

‘But it's without sru'd’ cried Ya.ikov. ‘SuppO'e the.' 
reach your Mahdi. Wliat docs he do. what sl'V's ‘ ' y-.. 

shifted to a broad caricature of an American avVeut- - 
Ah gotta' hell of a deal for you, buddy. You 





stomach. A ’guard’, she had said. ’Outside,’ she had explained. Evan 
yanked the sheet off the bed, wrapped it around himself and walked 
across the room. He stopped; on the floor was an envelope. That was 
the sound he had heard, an envelope shoved under a door, forced 
under, sliding back and forth because of the thick rug. He picked it 
up, tore it open and read it. A list of sixteen names, addresses and 
telephone numbers. MacDonald! The roster of calls he had made in 
Bahrain. One step closer to the Mahdi! 

Evan opened the door; the greetings between himself and the 
uniformed guard were dispensed with rapidly in Arabic. ‘You are 
awake now, sir. You were not to be disturbed until eight-thirty 
o’clock.’ 

T’d be most grateful if you would disturb me now with some food. 
The woman said 1 might get something to cat from your kitchen.’ 

'Indeed, whatever you wish, sir.’ 

’Whatever you can find. Meat, rice, bread . . . and milk. I’d like 
some milk. Everything .as soon as possible, please.’ 

‘Very quick, sir'.’ The guard turned and rushed down the hallway 
toward the staircase. Evan closed the door and stood for a moment 
finding his bearings in the now darkened room. He switched on a 
lamp at the edge of the endless bureau, then started across the thick- 
piled rug to another door that led to one of the most opulent 
bathrooms in Bahrain. 

Ten minutes later he emerged, showered and shaved, now dressed 
in a short tcrrycloth robe. He walked to the cupboard where Khalchla 
had said his clothes were - ’fumigated, laundered and pressed’. He 
opened the mirrored door and barely recognized the odd assortment 
of apparel he had collcaed at the embassy in Masqat; it looked like a 
respectable paramilitary uniform. Leaving everything on hangers he 
draped the starched outfit over the chaise-longue, walked back to the 
bed and sat down, gazing at his belongings on the floor. He was 
tempted to check his money belt to sec if any of the large bills were 
missing, then decided against it. If Khalchla was a thief he did not 
want to know it, not at the moment. 

The telephone rang, its harsh bell less a ring than a prolonged 
metallic shriek. For a moment he stared at the instrument wondering 
. . . ii'/inr He had MacDonald’s list; that was the only call Khalehla 
said he could expect. Khalchla? Had she changed her mind? With a 
ni'.h of unanticipated feeling he reached for the phone, yanking it to 
his ear. Eight seconds later he wished to God he had not. 

Anircchdricc. said the male voice, its flat monotone conveying 
h.itrcd. You leave that royal house before morning and you are a 
dead m.-ui. 1 oinorrow you go quietly back to where you came from, 
where you belong.’ 



CHAPTER 14 


Emmanuel Wcingrass pulled code Grey's radio to his lips and spoke. 
‘Go ahead and remember to keep the line open. I've got to heat 

‘If you’ll forgive me, Weingrass.' replied Ben-Ami from the 
shadows across Government Road. *1 would feel somewhat morc^ 
secure if our colleague Grey also heard. You and 1 arc not so adept in 
these situations as those young men." 

‘Thev haven’t a brain in their collective head. We have two. 

‘Tltis is itot sltiit, Emmaiutcl, this is ss'hat s called the field and it 
can be very unpleasant.' 

‘1 have every confidence in you. Benny boy. so long as you 
guarantee these kiddie radios can be heard through steel.’ 

‘They're as clear as any electronic bug ever developed, with the 
added function of direct transmisMon (.'>nc just pushes the right 
buttons.' 

'One doesn't.’ said Wcingrass. 'yi’u do Go on. we’ll follow when 
we hear whal this MacUoiuld-Stnckland sass ' 

•} ‘Snid code Gres tirst.plc.ise Gut of the shadows near the marquee 
of the Tylos Motel, Ben-Amt joined the bustling crowds around the 
cniraiue I’cople e.!ine and went, mostly male, mostly in Western 
dress, along vs itli a smattering vif woincii exclusively in Western 
dress 1 axis disgvsrgevi passengers, as others Idled them, lipping a 
lurried doorman ssluvsi s>iie lols was to ojh'ii ami close doors, ami 
every now and then to bUns a strident whistle tor a lowly, thohed 
bellhop to ,.iri\ luggjc. IIiii-.Ami melnd into this melee and went 
msuic Monuiits later, ihrougli ilie baikgroiind noise of the lobby, 
he could be heard dialling s^^^|ntm^ m irritation. Manny held up the 
radio between himscll and the imuli taller, niusiular code Cirey. The 
first Words from Uoom 2od wiic ivbsvurevi. then the Mossad agent 
spoke. 

'.V/.MlWl Sliuhtjlld’' 

M7.SS s iliK' 1 lie ! iielisliiiiaii s (auiious whisper was now distinct; 
Ben-Aim h.rd adjusted the T.vdro 

'I'm di’U-itsIJin ■\iuih Itatali hltce gir/trj/i - ' 

BliVi/)' J.imii I'bii; fuel' vried M.iil >>>iiald '/ ihm'i spniL' tiuu ^ihhi'risli! 

IHiy lire ) .>11 ..(//ing hetri flu h'l'h) ' 

Is.' 



'/ was trslii'.fi ypii,j\fr Strichland,' Bcn-Aini broke in quickly. \A nan 
Wider stress often f^ives himself away. You mit;ht have ashed me where my 
husiness trip was f.ikine inr, perhapt leading; to a suhsajurnt rode. Then / 
would have hnoirn you ireie oof the wan — ‘ 

‘Yes, yes. / understand! Thanh Christ you're here! ft's tahrn yp!i toni; 
cnoui^h. / expected yen a half hour a<;o. Ven irrrr fe say somcihint^ to me. 
Say it!' 

'Not over the telephone,' answered the Mossad infiltrator firmly. 
'Nes'er over the telephone, you should hnow that.' 

'Jf yon ihinh I'm just _'(;oins; to let you into my room ~ ' 

‘I wouldn't iff were you,' mterrupted Ucn-Ami once ar,ain. 'Hr hnow 
you're armed.' 

'You do?' 

'Ever)’ weapon sold under a counter is hnown to us.' 

'Yes . . . yes, of course.' 

'Open your door with the latch on If my words are incorrect, hill me.' 

')'es . . . ver)' well I'm sure tt won't he necessary fhit understand me, 
whoes'er you are, one misplaced syllable and yeti’ic .1 corpse!' 

'I shall practise my English, Shaihh Strichland.' 

A tiny green light suddenly began blinking on the small radio in 
Weingrass’s hand. ‘What the hell js that?' asked Manny. 

'Direct transmission,’ replied code Grey. ‘Give it to me.’ Tlic 
Masada commando took the instrument and pressed a button. ‘Go 
ahead.’ 

‘He's alone!’ said Ikn-Ami’s voice. ‘We have to move quickly, take 
him now!’ 

‘Wc don’t make .any moves, you Mossad imbecile!' cotinicrcJ 
Weingrass, grabbing the radio. ‘Even those mutants from the St.'.tc 
Department’s Consular Operations can hear what they’ve just b.*en 
told, but not the holy MossaiP. Tlicy hear only their run: voices, and 
maybe Abraham’s if he's got a code ring out of a box of corn flakes!' 

‘Manny. 1 don’t need this.’ s.iid BeiwAmi slowly, painfulls over 
the radio. 

‘You need cars, that’s what you need. (;anaa maihrr'. lliat daffodil 
expects a contact from the Mahdi any minute - someone who’s not 
to call from the lobby but who’s tis go direaly to his room. He’s got 
the words to get MacDonald to open the door, that's svhen svejoin 
the party and take them Isoth! What did you have in mind- Breaking 
the door down courtesy of the Neanderthal here Ix-side me’’ 

'Well, yes - ’ 

‘1 don’t need this, cither,' muttered Grey quietly. 

‘No wonder you idiots blew st in Washington. You thcnigla 
Passsvord was a .N'lCosad drop and not a te!evi<on shoss !’ 

'.Manny!' 



’Get your scaet jss up to the second floor! We'll be there in tw( 
minutes, right. Tinker Bell?' 

‘Mr Weingrass.’ said code Grey, the muscles of his lean, muscula 
jaw working furiously as he snapped oflf the radio. ‘You are probabl' 
the most irritatingly vexatious man I have ever met.’ 

‘Oy, such words! In the Bronx you would have been beaten up fo 
that — if ten or twelve of my Irish or Italian buddies could hav 
handled you. Come onl’ Manny started across Government Roac 
followed by Grey, who kept shaking his head, not in disagreemer 
but only to purge the thoughts he was thinking. 

The hotel corridor was long, the carpet worn. It was the dinne 
hour and most of the guests were out. Weingrass stood at one end; 1 
had tried to smoke a Gauloise but had crushed it out, burning a hole 
in the carpet, as it had started a devastating rumble in his chest. Ben- 
Ami was by the farthest elevator, the ever-present, irritated hotel 
guest waiting for a conveyance that never came. Code Grey was 
nearest to Room 202, leaning casually against the wall next to a door 
fifteen feet diagonally aaoss the hall from ‘Mr Strickland’s’. He was 
a professional; he assumed the posture of a young man eagerly 
awaiting a woman he was perhaps not meant to meet, even to the 
point of seeming to talk through the door. 

It happened, and Weingrass was impressed. The uniformed door- 
man from the Tylos’s marqueed entrance suddenly walked out of an 
elevator, his gold-braided c.ip in his hand, he approached Room 202. 
He stopped, knocked, waited for the chained door to be partially 
! opened and spoke The chain was unlatched. Suddenly, with the 
aggressive speed and purpose of an Olympic athlete, code Grey spun 
away from the wall, hurling himself at the two figures in the 
doorway, somehow managing to withdraw a handgun from some 
unseen place as he crashed his body, surging up laterally into his two 
enemies, his tect and arms, again somehow, pulling them together as 
one entity and sending them across the floor. Two muted shots 
crtiptcd from the commando’s pistol, the automatic in Anthony 
MacDonald's hand was blown away, as were two of his fingers. 

Weingrass and Ben- A mi converged on the door and rushed inside, 
slamming it shut behind them. 

'My Gcd, hok at nie!‘ screamed th- Englishman on the floor, 
grabbing hts bleeding right hand. 'Jesus Chnst'. I have no - ' 

Get a towel from the bathroom, ordered Grey calmly, addressing 
Bcn-Ami. The Mossad agent did as he w‘as told by' the y'oungcr man. 

l am only a yelled the doorman, wnthing next to the 

bed in Icar, 1 was only to deliver a message!* 

The hfll you re a messenger.' said Emmanuel Weingrass, standing 
over the man, ‘You re perfect, you son of a bitch. You see who 
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comes, who goes — you’re their goddamned e}'es. Oh, I want to falh 
to you.’ 

*I have no hand'.' shrieked the obese MacDonald, the blood rolling 
in tiny rivers down his arm. 

‘Here!’ said Ben-Ami, kneeling down and wrapping a towel around 
the Englishman’s blown-apart fingers.’ 

‘Don’t do that,’ ordered code Grey, grabbing the towel and 
throwing it aside. 

‘You told me to get it,' protested Ben- Ami, confused. 

Tve changed my mind,’ said Grey, his voice suddenly cold, 
holding MacDonald’s arm down, the blood now rushing out of his 
two stumped fingers. ‘Blood,’ continued the Masada commando 
speaking calmly to the Englishman, ‘especially blood from the right 
arm - from the aona expelling it from the heart - will have nowhere 
to go but on this floor. Do you read me. klianerrr? Do you understand 
nic, pi'u? Tell us what we must know or be drained of life. Where is 
this Mahdi? Who is he?’ 

'1 don’t fcfioii’!’ shouted Anthony MacDonald coughing, tears 
rolling down his checks and jossds. !Likc everyone else 1 call telephone 
numbers - someone gets bad; to me! That’s all 1 kfieii’!' 

Tlic commando’s head snapped up. He was trained to hear things 
and sense vibrations others did not hear or sense. ’Get dou-nV he 
whispered harshly to Ben-Ami and W'cingrass. ’Roll to the walls! 
Behind chairs, ofiyf/iing!’ 

Tlic hotel door crashed open. Tliree Arabs in sheer white robes, 
their faces concealed by cloth, lunged through the open space, their 
muted machine pistols on open-fire, thar targets obvious; Mac- 
Donald and the Tylos doorman, whose screaming prostrate Isodies 
thumped like jackhammers under the fusillade of bullets until no 
sounds came from their bleeding mouths. Suddenly the killers were 
aware of others in the room; they spun their weapons, slashing the 
air for new targets but there were none to be had for they were no 
competition for the lethal code Grey of the Masada Brigade. The 
commando had raced to the left of the open door, his back pressed 
into the wall, his Uri ripped from the Velcro straps under his jacket. 
W'ith a prolonged burst he cut down the three exeaitioners instantly. 
There were no death-reflexes. Each skull svas blown apart. 

'Out!' shouted Grey, lurching to Weingrass and pulling the old 
man to his feet. ’To the staircase by the elevators!' 

*lf we're stopped,’ added Bni-Ami, racing to the door, ‘we’re tb.ree 
people panicked by the gunfire." 

Out on Government Uoad. as they rested in an alley t;ut led to the 
Shaikh Hamad Boulevard, code Grey suddaily severe un'^^~‘' 
breath, more at himself than at b.is compantons. ’Damn, 

I had to h'H them!' 



‘You had no choice,’ said the Mossad agent. ‘One of their fingers 
on a trigger and we might all be dead, certainly one of us. ’ 

‘But with even one of them alive we could have learned so much, 
countered the man from the Masada unit. 

‘We learned something. Tinker Bell,' said Weingrass. 

‘Will you slop that!’ 

‘Actually, tt’s a term of affection, young man - ’ 

‘What did we learn, Manny?’ 

‘MacDonald talked too much. In his panic the Englishman said 
things to people over the telephone he shouldn’t have said so he had 
to be killed for a loose mouth.’ 

‘How docs that account for the doorman?’ asked code Grey. 
'Expendable, He got MacDonald’s door open for the Mahdi’s firing 
squad. Your gun made the real noise, they didn’t . . . And now that 
wc know about MacDonald’s mouth and his execution, we on 
assume two vital facts - like the stress factors when you’re designing 
an overhanging balcony on a building, one weight perched off-centre 
on another ofT-ccntrc grasnty pitch,’ 

‘What the hell arc you talking about, Manny? 

‘My boy. Kendrick, did a better job than he probably realizes. The 
Mahdi‘s fnghtened. He really doesn’t know what's going on, and by 
killing the big mouth, now nobody can tell him. He made a mistake, 
isn't that something? The Afi/irfi made a mist.tkc ’ 

'If your arihitcctural sthematus arc as abstruse as you are, Mr 
, Weingrass,' said (irev, ‘I hope none of your designs will be used for 
S-' buildings in Israel 

'Oh. the (I'orih th.it boy has' You sure you didn't go to the High 
School oi Stifiue in the Bronx’ Never mind. Let’s check out the 
scene at the juiua Musque Tell me. Tinker Bell, did yon ever 
make a mistake'' 

‘I think 1 made one loniuig to Bahrain - 

fhe answer isas lost on Linnianuel Weingrass I he old man was 
doubled over in a soughine seizure against the wall of the dark 
alleyway 

.Sttinned, Kendruk staresl at the phone in Ins hand, then in anger 
slammed it down - anger and irustration and tear Vott leat'C thot royal 
house hefoic nierinnc otui yau are a JcaJ rrujri (Jo quielty hack to tvlicre 
you (amcjroui, u here you heloni; ll he needed anv final confirmation 
that he was dosing in on the .Mahdi he had it, for al! the good it did 
liim. He was virtual's a prisoner, one step outside the elegant town 
house and he would be shot on sight bv men waiting for him to 
appear, liven his tunngated. laundered, and pressed* clothes would 
no, be mistaken (or anvthing but what tlicv were clcancd-up terrorist 
apparel .And the order (or limi to go bail; w here he came from could 


hardly be taken seriously. He accepted the fact that there would be 
rclumncc to kill an American conpressman, even one whose presence 
in Bahrain could easily be traced to the horrors in Masqat, where he 
had once worked. An obliterated, bombed-out Oman as demanded 
by a large segment of the Amcnesn people tvonlci not be in the 
Mahdi’s interests - but neither could the Malidi permit that congress- 
man to return to Washington. The absence of h.ird evidence notwith- 
standing, he knew too much that others far more experienced in the 
black arts could put to ads-antape; the Malidi's solution was ail too 
obvious. Tlic airious, interfering American would be one more 
victim of these terrible times - along with others, of course. A 
massacre at an airport terminak a plane blown out of the sky; a bomb 
in a coffee shop — so many possibilities, as long as aw.pr.t; thme hilled 
was a man who had learned too much. 

At the end it was as he had conceived it in the beginning. Himself 
and the Mahdi. Himself or the Mahdi. Now he had lost, as surely as 
if he were in the shell of .i building with a thousand tons of concrete 
and steel crasliing down on him. 

Tlierc was a sharp tapping at the door. 'Odhhul.' he said in Arabic, 
telling the visitor to come in. instinctively picking up his weapon 
from the white rug. The guard walked in. expertly balancing a large 
tray in the palm of his left hand. Evan shoved the gun under a pillosv 
and stood up as the soldier earned his food to the white desk. 

'All is in readiness, sir!' e.xclaimcd the guard, no little tnumph in 
his voice. ‘I personally selected each item lor its proper dcliciousness. 
My svife tells me I should have been a chef rather than a warrior - ' 

Kendrick did not actually hear the rest of this warrior's paean to 
himself. Instead, he w.as suddenly nicsnierircd by the sight of the 
man. He was about six feet tall, give or take an inch, with rcspcnable 
shoulders and an enviably tnm svaist. Except for that irritating waist, 
he was Evan’s jiec or close to it, Kendnek glanced over at the dean, 
starched clothes on the chai‘c-Iongtic and then h.tck at the coloueful 
red and blue uniform of the frustrated chef-warnor. Without really 
thinking. Evan reached down for the hidden weapon as the soldier, 
humming like an Italian nuinirTr jiiprcme, placed the steatmne; plates 
on the desk. The only thought that kept racing through Kendrick’s 
mind was that a deaned-up terronst’s outfit svouKi be a target for a 
salvo of bullets, but not the uniform of a Bahtaituan Royal (iuard. 
cspcdallv one walking cut of a royal house, .‘\ctually, there was no 
altcmaiivc. If he did inuhins;, he was dead in tiie morning - 


soincwhcrc„ somehow He had to do ■c'rc.'/i.'yr. 
walked around the ouisircd bed. stood behind tb.r e 
his strengih smasb.’ed the handle of tb.e gun into the 
humming head, 

Tlir guard fell in the floor, uncons' tons, and ag 


so hr did It. Hr 
uiard. and svttti ai! 


itn witliou 




•v."“ 




go- 

’Be careful.’ 

Azra hung up the phone and went to his weapons which he had 
' cleaned repeatedly and placed in a neat ro%v on the bureau. He took 
■ the small Heckler and Koch P9S automatic, knelt down, pulling up 
his left trouser leg, and inserted the weapon in the criss-crossing calf 
. straps that rested below the back ofhis knee. Standing up he removed 
" the larger, more powerful Mauser Parabcllum pistol and shoved it 
* into his shoulder holster, this followed by the sheathed hunting knife 
' resting alongside the gun. He walked to a chair where he had thrown 
the coat ofhis newly purchased suit, put on the jacket and crossed to 
the door, rapidly letting himself out into the corridor. 

Nothing would have seemed odd to him were it not for his 
concentration on the whereabouts of the staircase and his desire to 
save time — time now measured in minutes .and segments of minutes. 
He started to his right, to the south end of the hallway, his eyes only 
partially aware of a door being closed, not an open door but one 
barely ajar. Meaningless: a careless guest; a Western woman carrying 
too many shopping boxes. Then, unable to sec an exit sign for a 
staircase, he turned quickly to check the other end, the north end of 
the hallway. A second door, this one open no more than two inches, 
was closed sunftly, silently. The first was now no longer meaningless, 
for surely the second was not. They had found him! His room was 
being watched. By u’/ieni? Who were t/icy? Azra continued walking, 
now to the north end of the corridor, but the instant he passed the 
second door he pivoted against the wall, reached inside his jacket for 
the long-bladed hunting knife, and waited. In seconds the door 
opened; he spun around the frame instantly facing a man he knew 
was his enemy, a deeply tanned, muscular man near his own age - 
desert training was written all over him, an Israeli (ommandol Instead 
of a weapon the startled Jew held a radio in his hand; he was unarmed! 

Azra thrust the knife dircaly forward toward the Israeli’s throat. 
In a lightning move the blade was defleaed; the terrorist then arced it 
down, slicing into the Hebrew’s wrist; the radio fell to the carpeted 
floor as Azra kicked the door shut; the automatic lock clicked. 

Gripping his wrist, the Israeli lashed out his right foot, expcniy 
catching the Palestinian's left kneecap. Azra stumbled; another steel 
toe caught him in the side ofhis neck, then still another crashed into 
his ribs. But the angle was nght; the Israeli was off balance! Tlic 
terrorist lunged, the knife an extension ofhis arm as he sent it directly 
into the commando’s stomach. Blood erupted, covering Azra’s face, 
as the Israeli, code name Orange of the Masada Brigade, fell back on 
the floor. 

TTic Palestinian struggled to get up. sharp bolts nf Vine 

through his ribs and his knee, the tendons in his nccl: 
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Suddenly, without a scratch or a footstep, the door crashed open, the 
hotel lock blown out of its mount. The second commando, younger,^ 
his thick bare arms bulging in tension, his furious eyes surs’cying the 
scene in front of him, whipped his hand beyond his right hip for a 
holstercd weapon, Azra hurled himself against the Israeli, smashing 
the commando into the door slamming it shut. Code Blue s gun 
spiralled across the floor, freeing his right hand to intercept the 
Palestinian's arm as it slashed down with the blood-streaked blade of 
the knife. The Israeli hammered his knee up into the terrorist’s ribcage 
as he swung the gnppcd arm clockwise, forcing Azra towards the 
floor Still the Palestinian would not release the knife! Both men 
parted, crouching, sianng at each other, contempt and hatred in both 
pairs of eyes. 

‘You want to kill Jews, try to kill ttir. pigl’ cried Yaakov, 

‘Why iieir’ replied Azra. thrusting his knife fonv.ard to draw out 
the Israeli. ‘You kill Ar.abs! You killed my mother and lather as if 
you’d pulled the tngger yourself!’ 

'You killed my two brothers on the Sidon patrols!’ 

‘I may have! I hope so! I was llicrrl’ 

'You are .dzrii!' 

Like two crazed animals the vouiig men flung themselves at each 
other With violciuc ituamatc, the taking of hie - hated life - their 
onlv reason loi being on earth Blood bursi oiii ol punctured flcsli as 
ligaments ssere lorn and bitnes broken amid tiuo.iied ines of ven- 
geaiue aiul loathing 1 mails ii mippemd ilu ending .is volt. mu as the 
inilui cnipiion. sheer, brutal \ircngth ts.is the vutor 

llir knilc s\.i' lodged in ihe terrorist's throat, reversed and force'- 
to Its mark In 'iu loiniiuiulo Irotn the Mas.ida Brtgadc 

L-NhatiMrO and dteiuhed m blood. Yaakov pushed himself otT the 
hods sil Ins enenis He looked over at his slain lomradc. eodc 
Orange, and .histO ins eses s/i.i/.un, he whispered find the peace 
we all seek m\ truiid | 

riicrc was no tinu lor inourmng. he thought, as his eves flashed: 
open, rhe bods his stunradc. as ssell .is that his enemv. had to 
be moved. He Had to be at the sourie lor what ,ame next, he had tf 
reach the others 1 he killer der.i was dead’ I hes lOiild now fly back 
to .Masqat, they liwJ to I o (its fjihi-r’ In pain, Blue limped to the bee 
and yanked back the bedspread, revealing his dead comrade's 
machttic pistol. He picked it up. awkssardlv strapped it over hil 
shoulder, and svciit to the door to slicik the haliwav Hts Jaihcii 

In the far shadows ol the Wadi A! .Mid, Kendruk knew he could not 
wait ans longer, nor sould he risk using a telephone Conversely, he, 
could not remain in the lohage opposite the .Aradous and do luir/imx' 
Time was winding tiown and the n’litaet trom the Mahdi cxpcctc'- 


to find the puppet Azra, newly crowned prince of terrorists, at the 
rendezvous. It was so clear now, be realized. He had been found out, 
cither through the events at the airpon or through a leak in Masqat - 
the panicked men from the past he had talked to, men who, unlike 
Mustapha, refused to see him and might have betrayed him fbr their 
own safety, as surely as one of them had killed Musty for the same 
reason. fVc catwol he tiwahcd! It‘s madness. Our families arc dead! Our 
children raped, dtsfgurcd . . . dead! 

The Mahdi’s strategy was obv’ious. Isolate the American and wait 
for the terrorist to approach the meeting ground alone. Take the 
young killer, thus aborting the trap, for there is no trap without the 
American, only an c.vpcndable Ikilestinian on the loose. Kill him. bur 
first find out what happened in Masqat. 

fi^terc was Azra.^ Thirty-seven minutes had passed sijtcc they talked; 
the Arab called Blue was thirty-two minutes late! Evan looked ai his 
w,atch for the eleventh time and swore silently, furiously, his unspo- 
ken words at once a plea for help and an outburst of anger at the 
swirling clouds of frustration. He had to nwre, do something! Find 
out where Azra was. for without the terrorist there was no trap for 
the Mahdi, either. The Mahdi’s contact would not show himself to 
someone he did not know, someone he did not recognize. So close] 
So far in the distance of reality! 

Kendrick threw the plastic shopping bag containing hi.s starched 
clothes from Masqat into the densest interior of the bushes bordering 
the pavement of the Wadi Al Ahd. He walked across the boulevard 
toward the employees’ entrance, a postured, upright Royal Guard 
arrogantly on royal business. As he went rapidly down the cobble- 
stone alley towards the scrs-icc entrance, several of the departing 
servants bowed obsequiously, obviously hoping not to be stopped 
and searched for small treasures they had stolen from the hotel, 
namely, soap, toilet paper and morsels of food scraped from the plates 
of jet-lagged or drunken Westerners too far gone to cat. Standard 
procedure; Evan had been there; it was why he had chosen tltc 
Aradous Hotel. Again Emmanuel Weingrass. He and the unpredict- 
able Manny had once fled the Aradous by vs'ay of the kitchen because 
a stepbrother of the Emir had heard that Weingrass had promised a 
stepsister of that royal brother citizenship in the United States if she 
would sleep- with him - a privilege that Manny in no way could 
provide. 

Kendrick passed through the kitchen, reached the south staircase 
and walked cautiously up the steps to the second floor. He withdrew 
the gun from under his scarlet jacket and opened the door. The 
corridor w.is empty and. indeed, it was the hour of the evening when 
affluent visitors to Bahrain were out in the cafes and the hidden 




corpse of the terrorist. ‘You sound like him! Like himl When will you 
all stopV 

‘What dififcrencc does it make to you? Go back to your safe 
condominium and your fancy country club, American. Leave us 
alone. Go back where you belong.’ 

Whether it was the repeated words he had heard barely an hour ago 
over the phone, or the sudden images of cascading blocks of concrete 
crashing down on seventy-eight screaming, helpless loved ones, or 
the realization that the hated Mahdi was slipping away from him, he 
would never know. All he knew at that moment was that he hurled 
himself at the startled, wounded Israeli, tears of fury rolling down his 
cheeks. ‘You arrogant baslardV he screamed, ripping the Uzi out of 
the young man‘s grip and throwing it across the room, hammering 
the weakened commando against the wall. ‘What ri^ln do you have 
telling me what to do or where to go? Wc watch you people kill each 
other and blow yourselves and everything else up in the name of 
blind credos! We spend lives and money, and exhaust brains and 
energy trying to instil a little reason, but no, none of you will move 
an inch! Maybe wc should leave you alone and let you massacre each 
other, let the zealots hack each other to death, just so somebody's left 
who’ll make some sense!’ Suddenly, Kendrick broke away and raced 
across the room, picking up the Uzi. He returned to the Israeli, the 
weapon ominously levelled at the commando. ‘Who arc you and why 
arc you here?' 

‘I am code name Blue. That is my response and I will give no 
other - ’ 

‘Code name whatT 

‘Blue.’ 

‘Oh, my God . . .’ whispered Evan, glancing over at the dead Azra. 
Ic turned back to the Israeli and, w’ithout comment, handed the Uzi 
lachinc pistol to the stunned commando. ‘Go ahead,’ he said softly, 
shoot up the fucking world. I don’t give a damn.’ With those words, 
icndrick walked to the door and let himself out. 

Yaakov stared after the American, at the closed door and then over 
t the corpse slumped on the floor against the wall. He angled the 
k'eapon down with his left hand and with his right pulled out the 
owerful miniaturized radio from his belt. He pressed a button. 

‘Ithlcm,' said the voice of code Black outside the hotel. 

‘Did you contact the others?’ 

'Code R did. Thcy‘rc here -or 1 should say I can sec them walking 
p the A1 Ahd now. Our elder colleague is with R; G is with the 
Idcst, but something’s wrong with the latter. G is holding him. How 
bout you?’ 

'I’m no good to you now, maybe later.' 

'Orati(ic?’ 



•He’s gone - ’ 

'mat?' , , 

*No time. So’s the pig. The subject’s on his way out; he s in a red 
id blue uniform. Follow him. He’s gone over the edge. Call me at 
ty room. I’ll be there,' 

s if in a daze, Evan crossed the Wadi A1 Ahd and svent directly to 
ic line of shrubber)’ where he had thrown the plastic shopping bag. 
i^hether it was there or not did not really matter, it was simply that 
c would feel more comfortable, certainly be able to move more 
uickly and be less of a target now in the clothes from Masqat. 
Whatever the ease, he had gone this far, he could not turn back. Only 
nr man, he kept repeating to himself. If he could find him within the 
laramctcrs of the meeting ground - the AfriJidi! He had to find him! 

The shopping bag was where he had left it. and the shadows of the 
hrubbery were adequate for his purpose. Crouching in the deepest 
mshes he slowly, article by article, changed clothes. He walked out 
m the pavement and started west towards the Shaikh ls.i Road and 
he juma Mosque. 

fihtem.' said Yaakov into the radio while lying on the bed in his 
insullicd room, towels wrapped tightly around his wounds, wet 
ukewann towels scattered about the bedspread. 

‘It's G.' said code Grey. *How bad are you?' 

'Cuts, mainly. Some loss of blood. I'll make it.’ 

’Then you agree that until you do, I take over?’ 

'That’s the line ’ 

'I wanted to hear it from you. 

■You’ve heard ir.’ 

Tve got to hear something else. With the pig eliminated do you 
Want us to abort and head back to Masqat? I can force it if your 
answer’s yes.’ 

Yaakov stared at the ceiling, the conflicts raging inside him, the 
scathing words of the American stil! scalding his ears. 'No,' he said 
haltingly. 'He came too far. he risks too much. Stay with him.’ 
'About W. I’d like to leave him behind. With you, perhaps - ' 

'He’d never permit it. That's his “son" out there, remember?' 
'You’re right, forget it. 1 might add he’s impossible.’ 

‘Tell me something I don’t know - ’ 

I will, interrupted code Grey. 'The subject dropped the uniform 
and has just passed us across the street. W spotted him. He’s walking 
like a dead man.’ 

'He probably is.’ 

‘Out,’ 

* 
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Kendrick changed his mind and his route to the Junta. Instinct told 
him to stay wth crowds on his way to the mosque. After be turned 
north on tlie wide Bab A1 Bahrain, he would head right at the huge 
Bab A1 Square into the A! Khalifa Road. Thoughts bombarded him, 
but they were scattered, unconneaed, unclear. He was walking into 
a labyrinth, he knew that, but he also knew that within that maze 
there would be a man or men, watching, waiting for the dead Azra 
to appear. That was his only advantage, but it w.is considerable. He 
knew who and what they were looking for, but they did not know 
him. He would circle the rendezvous like an carthbound hawk until 
he saw somccnc^ the right kittd of someone, who understood he could 
lose his life if he failed to bring the crown prince of terrorists to the 
Mahdi. That man would betray himself, perhaps even stop people to 
stare into their faces, anxiety growing with each passing minute. 
Evan would find that someone and isolate him - take him and hresk 
him . . . Or was he deluding himself, his obsession blinding him? It 
did not matter any longer, nothing mattered, only one step after 
another on the hard pavement, weaving his way through the night 
crowds of Bahrain. 

The crowds. He sensed it. Men were crowding around him. A hand 
touched his shoulder! He spun around and lashed out his arm to break 
the grip. And suddenly he felt the sharp point of a needle entering his 
flesh somewhere near the base of his spine. Then there was darkness. 
Complete. 

The tclcphonejarrcd Yaakov awake; he grabbed it. ‘ Yrr?' 

‘They've got the American!' said code Grey. ‘More to the point, 
they cA'isr!’ 

‘Where did it happen? Heir?' 

‘That doesn't matter, 1 don’t know the streets anyway. Wiat 
matters is we know where they’ve taken him!' 

'You what? Hew? And don't tell me that doesn’t matter!’ 

‘Weingrass did it. Damn, it was Weingrass. He knew he couldn’t 
take it any longer on foot so he gave a delirious Arab ten thousand 
dollars for his broken-down taxi! That a! hanr.mrc will be drunk for 
six months! We piled in and followed the subject and saw the whole 
thing happen. Damn, it was U'rinv’rass!’ 

‘Control your homicidal tendencies,’ ordered Yaakov with an 
uncontrollable smile that s-anished quickly. ‘Where is the subjert - 
shill Kendrick being held?’ 

‘fn a building called the Sahalhuddin on Tu|iar Road - ’ 

’Who owns it?' 

‘Give us time. Blue. Give HVirijjraiS time. He’s calling in every debt 
.that’s owed him in Bahrain, and I’d hate to think what the Morals 
Commission in Jerusalem would say if we’re tied in with himJ^. 
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’Answer me!’ 

‘Apparently six firms occupy the complex. It’s a matter of narrow- 
ing them down - ’ 

‘Someone come and get me,’ commanded Yaakov. 

‘So you’ve found the Mahdi, Congressman,’ said the dark-skinned 
Arab in a pure white robe and a white silk headdress with a cluster of 
sapphires on the crown. They were in a large room with a domed 
ceiling covered with mosaic tiles; the windows were high and narrow, 
the furniture sparse and all in dark bumbhed wood, the huge ebony 
desk more like an altar or a throne than a functional work surface. 
There was a mosquelike quality to the room, like the chambers of 
some high priest of a strange but powerful order in a land removed 
from the rest of the world. ‘Arc you satisfied now?’ continued the 
Mahdi from behind the desk. ‘Or possibly disappointed to find that 1 
am a man like you - no, not like you or anyone else - but still a man.’ 

‘You’re a kiUer, you son of a bitehV Evan lurched from the thick, 
straight-backed chair only to be grabbed by two flanking guards and 
thrown back. ‘You tmirdrrcd seventy-eight innocent people - men, 
women and children screaming as the building collapsed on them! 
You’re JiUhV 

'It was the start of a war, Kendrick. All wars have casualties not 
rcstri«cd to combatants, I submit that I won that very important 
battle - you disappeared for four years and during those years I made 
extraordinary progress, progress 1 might not have made with you 
here. Or with that abominable Jew, Weingrass, and his flatulent 
mouth.' 

'Manny . . . ? He kept talking about you, waminji us!’ 

‘1 silenre such mouths with a terribly swift sword! You ' may 
interpret that as a bullet in their heads . . . But when I heard about 
you, I knew you’d come back because of that first battle five years 
ago. You led me, as they say, a merry chase until nine hours ago, 
Amal Bahrudi.' 

‘Oh?’ 

‘The Soviets arc not without men who prefer to be on addition 
payrolls. Bahrudi. the Euro-Arab, was killed several days ago in Ea 
Berlin . , . Kendrick’s name surfaces; a dead Arab with blue eyes ar 
pronounced Occidental features is suddenly in Masqat - the cquatic 
was imaginative in the extreme, almost unbelievable, but it balancci 
You must have had help, you’re not that experienced in the 
matters.’ 

Evan stared at the striking face with the high cheekbones and tl 
fired eyes that gazed steadily back at him. ‘Your eyes,’ said Kendrid 
shaking his head, pushing away the last effects of the drug admini; 
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tcrcQ lo nim in rnc street, i nat nat masK ot a lace. I ve seen you 
before.’ 

‘Of course you have, Ev'an. Think.' Tlic Mahdi slowly removed 
his ghotra, revealing a head of tightly ringleted black hair salted with 
eruptions of grey. The high, -smooth forehead was now emphasized 
by the dark, arched eyebrows; it was the face of a man easily given to 
obsession, instantly summoning it for vs’hatcvcr purpose it served, 
‘Do you find me in an Iraqi tent? Or perhaps on a podium in a certain 
Midwest armoury?' 

‘Jesus Christ]' whispered Kendrick, the images coming into focus. 
‘You came to see us in Basrah seven or eight years ago and told us 
you’d make us rich if we turned down the job. You said there were 
plans to break Iran, break the Shah, and you didn’t want any updated 
airfields in Iraq.' 

‘It happated. A true Islamic socicrj'.’ 

‘Bullshit! You must broker their oil fields by now. And you're as 
Islamic as my Scots grandfather. You’re from Chicago - that’s the 
Midwest armour)' - and you were thrown out of Chicago twenty 
years ago because even your own black constituenc)' - which you 
bled dry - couldn’t take your screaming, fascist crap] You took their 
millions and came over here to spread your garbage and make millions 
more. My God, Weingrass knew who the hell you were and he told 
you to shove it! He said you were slime - two-bit slime, if I remember 
correctly - and if you didn’t get the hell out of that tent in Basrah, 
he’d really lose his temper and throw bleach in your face so he could 
say he only shot a white Nazi!’ 

‘Weingrass is - or was - a Jew,’ said the Mahdi calmly. 'He vilified 
me because the greatness he expected eluded him, but it had started 
to flower for me. The Jews hate success in anyone but their own 
kind. It’s w’hy they arc the agitators of the world - ’ 

‘Who the hell arc you kidding? He called you one rotten Shvartzeh 
and it had nothing to do with whites or blacks or anything else! 
You’re pus and hate, A1 Falfa, or whatever you called yourself, and 
the colour of your skin is irrelevant . . . After Riyadh - that urr)' 
important battle - how many others did you kill, did you sloughtCT?' 

‘Only what was called for in our holy war to maintain the purity 
of race, culture and belief in this part of the world.’ The lips of the 
Mahdi from Chicago, Illinois, formed a slow, cold smile. 

‘You goddamned fucking hYpocrite]’ shouted Kendrick. Unable to 
control himself, Evan again lunged out of the chair, his hands like 
two clawi flying across the desk towards the robes of the killer- 
manipulator. Other hands reached him before he could touch the 
Mahdi; he was hurled to the floor, kicked .simultancou.sly ir''’"^ 
stomach and his spine. Coughing, he tried to get up; while ‘ 
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knees the guard on the left gripped his hair, yanking back his head a 
the man on the right held a knife laterally across his throat. 

'Your gestures are as pathetic as your words,' said the Mahdi 
rising from behind the desk. ‘We arc well on our way to building 
kingdom here and there’s nothing the paralysed West can do about ii 
We set people against people with forces they cannot control; w 
divide thoroughly and conquer completely without ourselves firing 
shot. And you, Evan Kendrick, have been of great service to us. W 
have photographs of you taken at the airport when you flew in fror 
Oman; also of your weapons, your false papers and your money bell 
the latter showing what appears to be hundreds of thousands c 
dollars. We have documented proof that you, an American congress 
man using the name of Amal Bahrudi, managed to get inside ih 
embassy in Masqat where you killed an eloquent gentle leader namc' 
Nassir and later a young freedom fighter called Azra - all during th 
days of precious truce agreed by everyone. Were you an agent c 
your brutal government? How could it be otherwise? A wave o 
revulsion will spread over the so-called dcmocrarics - the fumblin 
warlike giant has done it again without regard for the lives of it 
own.’ 

‘Voit - ’ Evan leaped up, grabbing the wrist that held the knife 
wrenching his head away from the hand that gripped his hair. He wa 
struck in the back of the neck, pummelled again to the (loot. 

‘The executions have been moved forward,’ continued the Mahd: 
‘They will resume tomorrow morning - provoked by your insidiou 
activities, which will be made public. Chaos and bloodshed will tesu’ 
because of the rash, contemptible Amcricarjs, until a solution i 
found, our solution - jiiy solution. But none of this will concern yov 
Congressman. You will have vanished from the face of the eartl 
thanks no doubt to your terribly embarrassed government, which i 
not above punishing traceable failure while issuing feverish denial; 
There'll be no toipns delicti, no inkling of your whereabouts whatsc 
ever. Tomorrow, with first light, you’ll be flown out to sea 
bleeding, skinned pig strapped to your naked body, and dropped i 
the shark-infested shoals of Qatar.’ 
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CHAPTER 15 


'There’s nothing herd' shouted Weingrass, standing and poring over 
the papers on the table in the dining room of a Bahrainian official he 
had known since the Kendrick Group had built an island country club 
on the archipelago years before. 'After all I did for you, Hassan, all 
the little and not so little fees 1 passed your way, this is what you give 
me?’ 

'More is coming, Emmanuel,’ replied the nervous Arab, nervous 
because Weingrass’s words were heard by Ben-Ami and the four 
commandos sitting twenty feet away in the Westernized living room 
on the outskirts of the city. A doctor had been summoned to stitch 
and bandage Yaakov, who refused to lie down; instead, he sat up in 
an armchair. The man named Hassan glanced at him, mentioning, if 
only to change the subject of his past with the old architect: 'The boy 
doesn’t look well, Manny.’ 

'He gets in scraps, what can I tell you? Someone tried to steal his 
roller skates. What's coming and when? These arc companies, and the 
products or services they sell. I have to see names, people]' 

'That’s what's coming. It's not easy to persuade the Minister of 
Industrial Regulations to leave his house at two o’clock in the morning 
and go down to his office to commit an illegal act.’ 

‘Industrial and regulations in Bahrain arc mutually exclusive 
words.’ 

'Those arc secret papers!’ 

‘A Bahrainian imperative.' 

'That’s not true, Manny!’ 

'Oh, shut up and get me a whisky.’ 

‘You’re incorri<;il’Ie, my old friend.’ 

‘Tell me about it.’ The voice of code Grey drifted out from the 
living room. He had returned from the telephone which he had been 
using with permission but without being questioned every fifteen 
minutes. 

‘May I get you something, gentlemen?' asked Hassan, walking 
through the dining room arch. 

‘The cardamom coffee is more than sufficient.’ answer-^^thc older 
Ben-Ami. 'It's also delicious.' / ^ 

'There arc spirits, if you wish - as, of course. 
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activities, which will be made public. Chaos and bloodshed will result 
because of the rash, contemptible Americatis, until a solution is 
found, our solution - my solution. But none of this will concern you. 
Congressman. You will have vanished from the face of the earth, 
thanks no doubt to your terribly embarrassed government, svhich is 
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There’ll be no carpus delicti, no inkling of your whereabouts whatso- 
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had known since the Kendrick Group had built an island country club 
on the archipelago years before. ‘After all 1 did for you, Hassan, all 
the little and not so little fees I passed your way, this is what you give 
me?' 

‘More is coming, Emmanuel,' replied the nervous Arab, nervous 
because Weingrass’s words were heard by Ben-Ami and the four 
commandos sitting twenty feet away in the Westernized living room 
on the outskirts of the city. A doctor had been summoned to stitch 
and bandage Yaakov, who refused to lie down; instead, he sat up in 
an armchair. The man named Hassan glanced at him, mentioning, if 
only to change the subject of his past with the old architect: ‘The boy 
doesn’t look well, Manny.* 

'He gets in scraps, what can I tell you? Someone tried to steal his 
roller skates. What's coming and when? These arc companies, and the 
products or services they sell. I have to see names, pcopld.’ 

‘That’s what’s coming. It’s not easy to persuade the Minister of 
Industrial Regulations to leave his house at two o’clock in the morning 
and go down to his office to commit an illegal act.' 

‘Industrial and regulations in Bahrain arc mutually exclusive 
words.’ 

‘Those arc secret papers!’ 

‘A Bahrainian imperative.’ 

‘That’s not tnie, Manny!' 

‘Oh, shut up and get me a whisky.’ 

‘You’re imorripiihk, my old friend.’ 

‘Tell me about it.’ The voice of code Grey drifted out from the 
living room. He had returned from the telephone which he had been 
using with permission but without being questioned ever)- fifteen 
minutes. 

‘May I get you something, gentlemen?’ asked Hassan, walkint 
through the dining room arch. 
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from Mr Wcmgrass. This is a religious house but we do not impose 

our beliefs on others.’ . . 1 1- 

•Would you put that in writing, sir?’ said code Black, chuckling. 
'I’ll deliver it to my svife and tell her you’re a mullah. I have to go 
across the city to get bacon with my eggs.’ 

‘Thank you, but no spirits, Mr Hassan,’ added Grey, slapping 
Black’s knee. ‘With luck we’ll have work to do tonight.’ 

‘With greater luck my hands will not be cut off,’ said the Arab 
quietly, heading toward the kitchen. He stopped, interrupted by the 
sound of the front door chimes. The high-placed courier had arrived. 

Forty-eight minutes later, with computer print-outs scattered over 
the dining room table, Weingrass studied two specific pages, going 
back and forth from one to the other. ‘Tell me about this Zareeba 
Limited.’ 

‘The name comes from the Sudanese language,’ replied the robed 
official who had refused to be introduced to anyone. ‘Roughly, it 
translates as a protected encampment surrounded by rock or dense 
foliage.’ 

‘The Sudan . . . ?’ 

‘It’s a nation in Africa - ’ 

‘I hioii' what it is. Khartoum.’ 

‘Tliat’s the capital - ’ 

‘Heavens, I thought it was Buffalo'.’ interrupted Weingrass curtly. 
‘How come they list so many subsidiaries?* 

‘It’s a holding company; their interests are extensive. If a company 
needs government licences for multiple export and import, they’re 
more easily expedited under the corporate umbrella of a very solid 
firm.' 

‘Horscsliit.’ 

‘1 beg your pardon?’ 

’It’s Bronx for “Oh, good gracious." Who runs it?’ 

‘There’s a board of directors - ’ 

’Tlierc’s always a board of directors. I asked you who runs it.’ 

’No one really knows, frankly. The chief-executive is an amiable 
fellow - I've had coffee with him - but he doesn’t appear to be a 
particularly aggressive man, if you know what I mean.’ 

‘So there’s someone else.’ 

‘I wouldn’t know - ’ 

‘Where’s the list of directors?’ 

‘Right in front of you. It’s beneath the page on your right.’ 
Weingrass lifted the page and picked up the one underneath. For 
the first time in two hours he sat dosv'n in a chair, his eyes roaming 
the list of names over and over again. 'Zareeba . . . Khartoum,’ he kept 
saying quietly, every now and then shutting his eyes tightly, his lined 
^*t:e ss'rinkicd by repeated grimaces as if he was trying desperately to 
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recall something he had forgotten. Finally, he pitted up a pencil and 
circled a name; then pushed the page across the table to the still 
standing, rigid Bahrainian ofFicial. 

‘He’s a black man,’ said the high-placed courier. 

‘Who’s white and who’s black over here?’ 

‘One tells by the features usually. Of course, centuries of Afro- 
Arab intermingling often obscure the issue.’ 

‘Is it an issue?’ 

‘To some, not most.’ 

‘Where did he come from?’ 

‘If he’s an immigrant, his country of origin is listed there.’ 

‘It says “concealed”.’ 

‘That generally means the person has fled from an authoritarian 
regime, usually Fascist or Communist. We protca such people if they 
contribute to our society. Obviously, he docs.’ 

‘Sahibc al FarTaltkhaliJfc,’ said Weingrass, emphasizing each part of 
the name. ‘What nationality is that?’ 

‘I’ve no idea. Part African, obviously; p.nt Arab, more obviously. 
It’s consistent.’ 

'Wroiiqo, Buster!’ e.xclaimcd Manny, startling everyone in both 
rooms. ‘It’s pure American s.lhs-fraud'. If this is who I think he is. he’s 
a black son of a bitch from Chicago who was heaved out by his own 
peopld They got crapped on because he’d banked their money - some 
twenty millicii, incidentally - in accommodating banks on this side of 
the Atlantic, Some eighteen, twenty years ago he was a steamrolling, 
fire and brimstone fanatic called Al Farrah - his fucking ego wouldn’t 
let him drop that part of his past, the hallelujah chorus part. We knew 
the big gloxinia was on the board of directors of some fat corporation 
but we didn’t know which one. Besides, we were looking in the 
wrong direction. Khartoum? Hell] South Side C/nVeco! Here’s your 
Mahdi. ’ 

‘Are you ccrtaiiiV asked Hassan, standing in the archway. ‘The 
accusation is inflammatory!’ 

‘I’m certain,’ said Weingrass quietly. ‘1 should have shot the bastard 
in that tent in Basrah.’ 

‘1 beg your pardon?’ The Bahrainian offiaal was visibly shaken. 

‘Never mind - ’ 

‘No one has left the Sahalhuddin building’’ said code Grey, walking 
forward into the archway. 

‘You’re sure?’ 

I paid a ta.xi driver who was very willing to accept a considerable 

Ti of money with a great deal more to come if he did my bidding. 

all him every few minutes at a public phone. Their tv"' 

II there.’ 

Can you trust him?’ asked Yaakov from the chair. 
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‘1 have his name and licence number, 

‘Doesn’t mean a damned thing!' protested Manny. ^ 

‘I told him that if he lied. I’d find him and kill him. 

‘1 withdraw the statement, Tinker Bell.’ 

•iraiyou-’ , , „ , 

‘Shut up. What part of the Sahalhuddin docs the Zarceba company 

occupy" , 1 o 

‘The top two floors, if I’m not mistaken. The lower floors arc 

leased by its subsidiaries, Zarceba owns the building.’ 

‘Convenient,’ said Weingrass. ‘Can you get us the updated struc- 
tural plans, including the fire and security systems? 1 read those things 
pretty well.’ 

‘At this hour?’ cried the official. ‘It’s after three o clock in the 
morning! I wouldn’t know how-' 

‘Try a million dollars, American,’ broke in Manny softly. ‘I’ll send 
it from Piris. My word.’ 

'mat?' 

‘Split it up any way you like. That’s my son in there. Get them.’ 


The small room was dark, the only light the white rays of the moon 
shining through a wndow high up on the wall - too high to reach, 
for there was no furniture except a low-slung cot with ripped canvas. 
A guard had left him a bottle of seeber-too ahbyaln!, a numbing local 
whisky, suggesting that what faced him was better faced in a drunken 
stupor. He was tempted; he was frightened, the feat consuming him. 
causing him to sweat to the point where his shirt was drenched, his 
hair soaking wet. What stopped him from uncorking the bottle and 
draining it were the remnants of anger - and one last act he would 
perform. He woulo fight with all the violence he could summon, 
hoping, perhaps, in the back of his mind for a bullet that would end 
everything quickly. 

Christ, why did he ever think he could do it? What possessed him 
to believe that he was qualified to do what far more cxperienc 
people thought was suicidal? Of course, the question was the answ 
he was possessed. The hot winds of hate were burning him up; h 
he not tried they would have burned him out. And he had not fail 
entirely; he had lost his life but only because he had achieved 
measure of success. He had prri-r<f the c.xistcncc of the Mahdi! He h 
hacked a trail through the dense jungle of deceit and manipulatic 
Others would follosv; there was comfort in that. 

He looked at the bottle again, at the white liquid that svould f 
him out of it. Unconsciously, he shook his head slowly back a 
forth. The Mahdi had said his gestures were as pathetic as his won 
Neither would be pathetic on that plane flying over the shoals 
Qatar. 

♦ 
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Each soldier of the Masada Brigade had understood from the begin- 
ning and each checked the plastic tape around his left wrist to make 
certain the cyanide capsule was in its small, exposed bubble. None 
carried papers or any traces of identiTication; their ‘working' clothes 
down to the shoes on their feet and the cheap buttons on their trousers 
were all purchased by Mossad agents in Benghazi, Libya, the core of 
terrorist recruitment. In these days of injected chemicals, the amphet- 
amines and the scopolamines, no member of the Masada unit could 
permit himself to be captured alive where his aaions could be even 
remotely connected to the events in Oman. Israel could not afford to 
be held responsible for the slaughter of tsvo hundred and thiny-six 
American hostages, and the speare of Israeli interference ss-as to be 
avoided even at the cost of the unholy suicide of each man sent to 
Southwest Asia. Each understood; each had held out his svrist at the 
airfield in Hebron for the doctor to seaire the ribbed plastic tape. 
Each had watched as the doaor swiftly brought his left hand to his 
mouth where hard teeth and the soft rounded bubble met. A quick 
puncture brought death. 

The Tujjar was deserted, the street and lamps muted by pockets of 
mist drifting in from the Persian Gulf. The building known as the 
Sahalhuddin was dark except for several lighted offices on the top 
floor and. five storeys below, the dull wash of the foyer neons beyond 
the glass entrance doors where a bored man sat at a desk reading a 
newspaper. A small blue car and a large black one were parked at the 
kerb. Two uniformed private guards stood casually in front of the 
doors, which meant that there was probably security at the rear of the 
building as well. There was; a single man. Codes Grey, Black and 
Red returned to the broken-down taxi two hundred yards west at die 
corner of A1 Mothanna Road. Inside, in the back scat, was the 
wounded Yaakov; in front. Ben-Ami and Emmanuel Weingrass, the 
latter still studying under the dashboard lights the structural plans of 
the building. Code Grey delivered the information through an epen 
windosv; Yaakov issued their instructions. 

‘You. Black and Red. takeout the guards and get inside Gres, sou 
follow with Ben-Ami and cut the ss'ircs — ’ 

'Hold it. Eagle ScoutI’ said Weingrass. turning m the trout sea: 
‘This Mossad relic sitting beside me doesn’t know a damn thing about 
alarm systems except probably how to set 'em off ' 

‘Tliat’s not quite true. Manny.' protested Ben-Ami 

‘You’re going to trace pre-coded wires where thes'vc been altered 
on purpose, heading to dummy receptacles just for people like you? 
You'd start an Italian festival down here' I'm going with them.’ 

Wfr WemfiTJSS.' pressed code Blue from the back scat. ‘Suppose s^Qji 
begin coughing - have one of the attacks we've all sadly observe 



‘I won’t,’ answered the architect simply. ‘1 told you, that s my son 

^ believe him.’ said Grey at the window. 'And I’m the one who 
pays for it if I’m wrong.’ 

‘You're coming around. Tinker Beil.’ 

‘Will you pifflse - ' 

'Oh, shut up. Let’s go.’ , _ , , 

If there had been a disinterested observer in the Tujgar at that hour, 
the following minutes would have appeared like the intricate move- 
ments of a large clock, each serrated wheel turning another which, in 
turn, sent motion back into the frenzied momentum of the mechan- 
ism. no cog, however, flyang out of sequence or making a false move. 

Codes Red and Black removed the two private guards in front 
before citbet knew there was a hostile presence within a hundred 
metres of him. Red took offhis jacket, squeezed into the tunic of one 
of the guards, buttoned it, put on the visored cap, pulled it down and 
quickly ran back to the glass doors, where he tapped lightly, holding 
his backside with his left hand, pleading in the shadows with 
humorous gestures to be permitted inside to reUeve himself. Frus- 
trated bowels arc a universal calamity; the man inside laughed, put 
down the newspaper and pressed a button on the desk. The buzzer 
was activated; codes Red and Black raced inside, and before the all- 
night receptionist understood the mistake he had made, he was 
unconscious on the marble floor. Code Grey foHosvcd, dragging a 
limp guard through the left door, which he caught before it swung 
shut, and behind him was Emmanuel Weingrass carrying Red’s 
discarded jacket. On cue, code Black ran outside for the second guard 
as Weingrass held the door. All inside, codes Red and Grey bound 
and gagged the three secunty personnel behind the wide reception 
desk while Black took a long, capped syringe from his pocket; he 
removed the plastic casing, checked the contents level, and injected 
each unconscious Arab at the base of the neck. The three commandos 
then pulled the three immobile employees of the Sahalhuddin to the 
farthest teaches of the enormous foyer. 

’Get out of the hs;/i(!’ whispered Red. the command directed at 
Weingrass. 'Go into the hall by the elevators!' 

'What . . . ?’ 

‘I hear something outside!’ 

'You (fa?' 

'Two or three people, perhaps. QiitchlyV 

Sifcncc. And beyond the thick glass doors, two obviously drunken 
Americans weaved dovs-n the pavement, the words of a familiar 
melody more softly spoken than sung. To the fables doii'n at Mery’s, to 
fhr place u'c love so well . . . 

Son of a bitch, you heard them?' asked Weingrass, impressed.*" 
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‘Go to the rear,’ said Grey to Black. ‘Do you know the way?’ 

‘I read the plans, of course I do. I’ll wait for your sijtnal and take 
out the last one. My nia«^if elixir is still half lull.' Code Black- 
disappeared into a south corridor as Grey raced across the Sahalhud- 
din’s lobby; Weingrass was now in front of him heading for a steel 
door that led to the basement of the building. 

'SliiiV cried Manny. ‘It’s locked!’ 

‘To be expected,’ said Grey, pulling a small black box from his 
pocket and opening it. ‘It’s not a problem.’ The commando removed 
a puttylike gel from the box, pressed it around the lock and inserted 
a one-inch string fuse. 'Stand back, please. It won’t explode, but the 
heat is intense.’ 

Weingrass watched in amazement as the gel first became bright red 
oipon firing, then the bluest blue he had ever seen. The steel melted 
before his eyes and the entire lock mechanism fell away. ‘You’re 
somethinj’, Tinker - ’ 

'Don’t say it!’ 

‘Let’s go,’ agreed Manny. They found the security system; it was 
contained in a huge steel panel at the north end of the Sahalhuddin’s 
underground complex. ‘It’s an upgraded Guardian,’ pronounced the 
architect, taking a pair of wire aittcrs from his left pocket. ‘There arc 
two false receptacles for every six leads - each lead covering fifteen to 
twenty thousand square feet of possible entry - which, considering 
the size of the structure, means probably no more than eighteen 
wires.’ 

‘Eighteen wires,’ repeated Grey hesitantly. ’That means six false 
receptacles - ’ 

‘That's it, Tinker - forget it.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 

‘We cut one of those, we get a Tock-mtichaclia band blaring in the 
street.’ 

‘How can you tell? You said the pre-coded wires were altered — for 
amateurs like Ben-Ami. How can you tell?' 

‘Mechanics’ courtesy, my friend. Tlic slob-joes who work on this 
stuff hate like hell to read diagrams, so they make it easier for 
themselves or others who have to service the systems. On every false 
wire they make a mark, usually with pincer pliers high up toward the 
main terminal. That way they c.all in after fixing the system and say 
they spent an hour tracing the falsies because the diagrams weren’t 
clear — they never arc.’ 

‘Suppose you’re wrong, Mr Weingr.ass? Suppose that here there 
was an honest “mechanic"?' 

‘Impossible. There aren’t enough of them around,' replied Manny, 
taking a small torch and a chisel out of his right pocket. ‘Come on. 
prize off the panel; we’ve got roughly eighty to ninety seconds to 



snip ofT twelve leads. Can you imagine? That cheap bastard, Hassan, 
said these batteries arc weak. Go on!’ 

'1 can use s.iid code Grey. 

•And with that heat set oil' every .darm in the place including the 
sprinkler system? Mcslm<;a! I'm sending you back to slut!.' 

‘You’re making me I'cry upset, Mr - ’ 

'Shut up. Do your job. I’ll get you a badge.' The architect handed 
code Grey the chisel he had taken from Hassan, knowing it would be 
necessary from the plans of the Sahalhuddin’s security. ‘Do it quickly; 
these things arc sensitive.’ 

Tltc commando jammed the chisel below the panel’s lock and with 
the strength of three normal men pressed forward, snapping the panel 
open. ‘Give me the torch!’ said the Israeli. ‘You find the wires!’ 

One by anxious one Emmanuel Weingrass moved from right to 
left, the beam of light on each coloured wire. nine, ten . . . 

fici’oi. •'Where’s tti'fh'c?’ yelled Manny. ‘1 caught every false lead! 
Tlicrc has to be one more! Without it they’ll all trigger pffl’ 

'Here. There’s a mark here!’ cried code Grey, touching the seventh 
wire. ‘It’s next to the third false lead. You missed it!’ 

‘I it!’ Weingrass suddenly collapsed in a fit of coughing; he 
doubled over on the floor straining beyond his endurance to stop the 
seizure. 

‘Go ahead, Mr Weingrass,’ said Grey gently, touching the old 
man’s thin shoulder. ‘Let it out. No one can hear you.’ 

‘I promised I u'ciiWii’r - ’ 

‘There arc promises beyond our control of keeping, sir.’ 

’Stop being so fucking ppliiel' Manny coughed out his last spasm 
and awkwardly, painfully got to his feet. The commando purposely 
did not offer assistance. ’Okay, soldier-boy,’ said Weingrass, breath- 
ing deeply. ‘The place is secure - from our point of view. Let’s find 
my boy.’ 

Code Grey held lus place, ’Despite your less than generous person- 
ality, sir, 1 respect you,’ said the Israeli. ‘And for all our sakes, I can’i 
permit you to accompany us.’ 

'You k’/m/:’ 

‘We don’t know what’s on the upper floors - ’ 

/ do, you son of a bitch' My up there! . , . Give me a gun, 
Tinker Bell, or I’ll send a telegram to Israel's Defence Minister telling 
him you own a pij farm' Weingrass suddenly kicked the commando 
in the .shins. 

Incorrigible! muttered code Grey without moving his leg, 
'ImpossiHc!' “ 

Come on. hubhelah. A little gun. I know you’ve got one.’ 

Please don t use it unless I tell you to,’ said the commando, lifting 


his left trouser leg and reaching down for the small revolver strapped 
behind his knee. 

‘Aaually, 1 never told you I was pan of the Haganahr’ 

‘The Hiyfana/ir' 

'Sure. Me and Mcnachem had a lot of rough-and-tumbles - ' 

‘Mcnachem svas never part of the Hcf^av.aU - ' 

‘Must have been some other bald-headed fellow. Come on. let's 

go!’ 

Ben-Ami. the Uzi gnpped in his hands in the shadosvs of the 
Sahalhuddin’s entrance, kept in touch by radio. 'But why is he with 
you?' asked the Mossad agent. 

‘Because he’s impossible!’ replied the irritated voice of code Grey, 

‘That’s not an answer!’ insisted Ben-Ami. 

‘I have no other. Out We've reached the si.vth floor. I’ll contact 
you when it's feasible.’ 

‘Understood.’ 

Two of the commandos flanked the wide double doors on the right 
of the landing; the third stood at the other end of the hall, outside the 
only other door with light showing through the crack below. 
Emmanuel Weingrass reluctantly remained on the marble staircase; 
his anxiety provoked rumblings in his chest but his resolve suppressed 
them. 

‘iVcui’/' v.-hispered code Grey, and both men crashed the door open 
svith their shoulders, instantly dropping to the floor as two robed 
Arabs at each end of the room turned, finng their repeating weapons, 
'fhey were no match for the Uzis; both fell with two bursts from the 
Israeli machine pistols. A third and a fourth man started to run, one 
in white robes from behind the enormous ebony desk, the other from 
the left side. 

‘Stop!’ yelled code Grey. ‘Or you're both dead':' 

Tlie dark-skinned man in the robes of a lavish aha stood motionless, 
his glowering eyes riveted on the Israeli. ’Have you any idea what 
you’ve doncT he asked in a low, threatening voice ’Tlic sccunty in 
this building is the finest in Bahrain. Tlie authontics will be here m 
minutes. You will lay down your weapons or you will be itilUd.' 

’Hello there, .garbage!’ yelled Emmanuel Weingrass. walking into 
the room with eiTort as old men do when their legs do no; work as 
well as they once did, especially after a great deal of exatement. ’Tlie 
system’s not that good, not whai you've sub-contracted five or six 
hundred.’ 

'You!' 

’Who else? I should have blown you asvay years ago in Basrah. But 



I knew my boy would come back to find you, you scuiti of the earth. 
It was just a matter of time. Where is he?’ 

‘My life for bis.’ 

‘You’re in no position to bargain - ’ 

‘Perhaps 1 am,' broke in the Mahdi. ‘He’s on his way to an 
unmarked airfield where a plane will fiy him out to sea. Destination - 
the shoals of Qatar.' 

‘The jfiarb,’ said Weingrass quietly, in cold fury. 

‘Ever so. One of nature's conveniences. Now do we bargain? Only 
1 can stop them.' 

The old architca, his frail body trembling as he breathed deeply, 
stared at the tail, robed black man, his voice strained as he replied. 
‘We bargain,’ he said. ‘And by Almighty God you’d better deliver or 
I’ll bunt you down with an army of mercenaries.’ 

‘You were aUvays such a melodramatic Jew, weren’t you?’ The 
Mahdi glanced at his watch. ‘There’s time. As is the custom on such 
flights, there can be no ground-to-air radio contact, no subsequent 
forensic examinations of a plane. They're scheduled to take off with 
the first light. Once outside I’ll place the call; the aircraft will not 
leave, but you and your little army of whatevcr-thcy-arc will.’ 

‘Don’t even think about any tricks, you scum ball . . . We deal,’ 
'No!' Code Grey whipped out his knife' and lunged at the Mahdi, 
gripping his robes and throwing him over the desk. 'There are ne 
bargains, no deah, no negotiations u’hatsoercr. There’s only your life 
at this moment!’ Grey shoved the point of his blade into the flesh 
below the Chicagoan’s left eye. The Mahdi screamed as the blood 
rolled down his check and into his open mouth. ‘Make your call iieu' 
or lose first ihh eye, then the other'. After that it svon’t matter to you 
where my knife goes next; you won’t see it.’ The commando reached 
over, grabbed the phone on the desk and slammed it down beside the 
bleeding head. 'That’s your bargain, snim'. Give me the number. I’ll 
dial it for you -just to make sure it’s an airfield and not some private 
barracks. Ginr it to me!' 

'jNV-no, I cart'f!' 

'The blade goes in!’ 

'No, stop! There is no airfield, no plane!’ 

'Liar'.' 

‘Not nmi'. Later!' 

‘Lose your first eye. liar!' 

‘He's here! My God, stop! He’s here'.' 

'SHtere?' roared Manny, rushing up to the desk. 

'Tlie west wing . . . there’s a staircase in the hall on the right, a 
small storage area below the roof - ’ 

Emmanuel Weingrass did not hear any more. He raced out of the 

room, screaming withallthebreaththatwas in him. ‘Evan! Evan . , . !’ 
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but because the free world was filled with guilt - as it damn sycll 
should have been - they became the new viaims without knowing 

i-.now.’ Yaahov nodded his head slowly. Tve heard the zealots in 
the West Bank and the Gaza. I’ve listened to the Meir Kahancs and 
they frighten me so - ’ 

’Frighten you-' 

'Of course. They use the words that were used against us, for, as 
you say. generations ... Yet still, they i:il)! They killed my twe 
brothers and so many countless others!' 

‘It's got to stop some time. It’s all such a terrible waste.’ 

*l have to tiiink,’ 

‘It's a beginning.’ 

The men around the dining room table abruptly rose from thcii 
chairs. They nodded to one another and, one by one, walked througl 
the living room to the front door and out to their staff cars withou 
acknowledging the presence of anyone else in the house. The host 
Hassan, came through the archss'ay and addressed his last guests. A 
first it was difficult to hear his words, as Emmanuel Weingrass wa 
doubled up with a coughing seizure in the dining room. Evan startci 
to rise. Yaakov, shaking his head, gripped Kendrick's arm. Evai 
understood; he nodded and sat back. 

‘The American embassy in Masqat will be relieved in three hours 
the terrorists granted safe escort to a ship on the waterfront providci 

ly Sahibc al FarrahkhalifTc.* 

‘What happens to him?' asked Kendrick angrily. 

‘In this room, and only in this room, will that answer be given, 
am instruacd by the Uoyal House to inform you that it is to go m 
further. Is that understood and accepted?’ 

All heads nodded. 

'Sahibc al FarrahkhahfFc. known to you as the Mahdi, will b 
executed without trial or sentence, for his crimes against humanit 
are so outrageous they do not deserve the dignity of jurisprudence 
As the Americans say, we’ll do it “our way”.’ 

‘May I speak?' said ISen-Ami. 

‘Of course,' attssvered Hassan, 

'Arrangements have been made for me and my colleagues to b 
flown back to Israel. Since none of us has passports or papers, 
special plane and procedures have been provided by the Emir. W 
must be at the airport concourse within the hour. Forgive us for ou 
abnipt departure. Come along, gentlemen.’ 

‘Forgive lu,' said Hassan, nodding. ‘For not having the whcrcwiiha 
to thank you.’ 

'Have you got any whisky?’ asked code Red. 

‘Anything you wish.’ 
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personnel at the State Department and the Central Intelligence Agency 
may now themselves be breathing deeply, he considered, but not 
before. Instead, they had been holding their collective breath. Bahrain 
represented the irreversible, hard edge of finality, the ending unclear. 
Not any longer. It was over, the subject airborne. He had won. The 
figure proceeded to type. 

Our man bas done it. My appliances are ecstatic, for although 
they refused to commit themselves, they indicated that he could 
succeed. In their inanimate way they sav/ my vision. 

The subject am'ved here this morning under deep cover thinking 
that everything is finished, that his life v/ill return to its abnonnal 
normalcy, but he is wrong. Everything is in place, the record written. 
The means must be found and they will be found. Lightning will 
strike and he will be the bolt that changes a nation. For him it is only 
the beginning. 




^ook Two 




Ultra Maximum Secure 
No Existing Intercepts 
Proceed 

The means have been found! As in the ancient Vedic scriptures, 
a god of fire has arrived as a messenger to the people. He has 
made himself known to me and I to him. The Oman file is now 
completed. Everything! And I have obtained everything through 
access and penetration and 1 have given everything to him. He's a 
remarkable man, as I realistically believe 1 am, and he has a 
dedication that matches my own. 

With the file completed and entered in its entirety, this journal is 
finished. Another is about to begin. 


CHAPTER 16 


One year later. 

Sunday, 22 Auj^ust 8:30pm 

One by one, like quiet, gtaccful chanots, the four limousines hat 
deposited fticir owners in ^roTft ot "die -rmnyit -stejA 'lerA-trc^ \ti "Ai' 
pillared entrance of the estate on the banks of Chesapeake Bay. Thi 
arrivals were erratically spaced so that no sense of urgency wa 
conveyed to suddenly cunous onlookers, cither on the highway o' 
through the streets of the wealthy village in Maryland’s Hasten 
Shore. It was merely another subdued social gathering of thi 
immensely rich, a common sight in this enclave of financial powe 
brokers, A prosperous local banker might glance out of his windov 
and sec the glistening cars roll by and wish he were privileged to hea 
the men talk over their brandy or billiards, but that was the extent c 
his ruminations 

The immensely rich were generous to their suburban environs am 
the tosvnspeople were nchcr for them. Crumbs from their table 
provided frequent bonuses there were the armies of domestic am 
gardening help whose relatives swelled the payrolls with never 
complaint from the owners so long as the estates were shipshape fo 
that return from London. Pans or Gstaad, And for those in th 
professions, there was the occasional stock market tip over a friendl' 
dnnk at the commcrnally quaint tavern in the centre of the town 
The bankers, the merchants and the perpetually awed residents wer 
fond of their ‘lairds’, they guarded the pnvacy of these distinguishei 
men and women with quiet firmness. And if guarding their privaq 
meant bending a few laws now and then, it was a small price to pay 
and in a sense even moral when one considered how the gossi] 
peddlers and the scandal sheets twisted evcryftung out oT all proper 
tion to sell their newspapers and magazines. The ordinary man in th( 
street could get roanng drunk or have a bloody fight with his wife o: 
his neighbour, even be in a car acadent. and no one took grotcsqui 
photographs of him to splatter all over the tabloids. Why were thi 
rich singled out to provide lund reading for people without an iota oi 
their talents? The rich were different. They provided jobs and gavi 
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generously to charity and often made life just a little bit easier for 
those they came in contaa svith. so why should they be persecuted? 

So went the townsfolk’s logic. It was a small matter for the local 
police to keep their blotters cleaner than they might be; it made for 
harmonious relations. It also made for a number of wcll-kep: secrets 
in this privileged enclave where the estate on Chesapeake Bay was 
located. 

But secrecy is relative. One man's secret is another's joke; a 
government file marked ‘classified’ has more often than not appeared 
in public print; and a prominent cabinet member’s sc.rual appetites 
arc confidential fundamentally in terms of his wife finding out. as are 
hers regarding him. ‘Cross my hean and hope to die’ is a promise 
made by children of all ages who fail to keep their word, but where 
extraordinary death is concerned the circle of secrecy must be 
impenetrable. As it was this night when the five big cars passed 
through the village of Cynwid Hollosv on their svay to Chesapeake 
Bay. 

Inside the immense house, in the wing nearest the vs-atcr, the high- 
ccilinged library was ornately masculine. Leather and burnished svood 
predominated, while long windows overlooked the sculptured 
grounds outside illuminated by floodlights, and seven-foot-high 
bookshelves formed an imposing xs'all of knowledge wherever space 
allowed. Armchairs of soft brpss-n leather, floor lamps at their sides, 
flanked the ssnndows; a wide cherrysvood desk stood at the far right 
corner of the room, a high-backed swivel chair of black leather behind 
it. Completing the typical aspects of such a room was a large arcular 
table in the centre, a meeting ground for conferences best held in the 
; security of the countryside. 

With these items and this ambience, however, ordinary appearances 
: came to an end and the unusual, if not the strange, became apparent. 

On the surface of the table, in front of each place, was a brass lamp. 

* its light dircacd down on a yellow legal pad. It was as if the small, 
j. sharp circles of light made it easier for those at the table to rivet their 
concentration on whatever notes they made without the distraction 
i, of fully illuminated faces - and eyes - of those next to or opposite 
them. For there were no other lights on in the room; faces moved in 
and out of shadows, expressions discernible but not for lengthy 
c.xaniination. At the west end of the library, attached to the upper 
wall moulding above the bookshelves, was a long black tube that 
when electrically commanded, shot down a silver screen that 
' descended haifivay to the parquet floor, as it was now. It was for the 
benefit of another unusual piece of equipment, unusual because of its 
permanence. 

^ Built into the cast wall beyond and above the table and clear'- 
'f- cally pushed forward into view-, as nosv, was a console o*" ■ 
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'If \vc use it correctly, we do.’ said Jacob Mandcl. ‘The key facti 
is the candidate.’ 

‘Then let’s get to him.’ interrupted the white-haired Samu 
Winters. ‘As you all know, our colleague Mr Varak has completi 
his search and is convinced he’s come up with our man. 1 won’t bo 
you with his many eliminations except to say that if there s n 
complete unanimity among us, we’ll examine them - every one. Ht 
studied our guidelines - the assets \vc seek and the li.abilirics we wd 
to avoid; in essence, the talents we’re convinced must be there. In n 
judgment he’s unearthed a brilliant, if totally unexpected, prospect 
won't talk for our friend - he does that very well for himself- but 1 
be remiss if 1 did not state that in our numerous conferences h< 
shown the same dedication to us that his uncle, Anton Varak, w 
said to have given to our predecessors fifteen years ago. ’ 

Winters paused, his penetrating grey eyes levelled in turn at ca^ 
person around the table. ‘Perhaps it t.ikcs a European deprived of I 
liberties to understand us, understand the reasons for our being. ^ 
are the inheritors of Inver Brass, resurrected in death by those wl 
came before us. We ourselves were to be selected by those m^ 
should their attornevs determine that our lives continued in the w 
they cnvnsaged. When the scaled envelopes were given to each ofi 
each of us understood We sought no further advantages from t 
soacty wc live m. coveted no benefits or positions beyond those \ 
already possess Tlirough whatever abilities wc had, aided by luc 
inheritance or the misfortune of others, we had reached a frecdo 
granted to fesv in this ternblv troubled world. But with this frecdo 
comes a responsibility and wc accept it. as did our predecessors yc: 
ago. It IS to use our resources to make this a better country, ai 
through that process hopciully a better world,’ Winters leaned bac 
tn the armchair, his palms upturned as he shook his head, hts voic 
tentative, even questioning ’Lord knows, no one elected us, no on 
anointed us in the name of divine grace, and certainly no bolts o 
lightning struck dosvn from the heavens rcvc.ihng any Olympiai 
message, but sve Jo what wc do because wc can do it. And wc do i 
because wc beltei-e in our collective, dispassionate judgment.’ 

’Don’t be defensive, Sam.' interrupted Margaret Lowell gently 
’Wc may be pnvileged, but we're also diverse. Wc don't represen 
any single colour of the spearum.’ 

’I’m not sure how to take that, Margaret,’ said Gideon Logan, hi 
eyebrows arched in mock surprise as the members of Inver Bras! 
laughed. 

‘Dear Gideon.' replied Lowell. '1 never noticed. Palm Beach at this 
time of year? You’re positively sunbumed. ’ 

‘Someone had to tend your gardens, madame,' 

‘If you did. I’m no doubt homeless.’ 
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‘Conceivably, yes. A consortium of Puerto Rican families has 
leased the property, madamc, a commune, actually.’ Quiet laughter 
rippled across the table. 'I’m sorry, Samuel, our levity isn’t called 
for.’ 

‘On the contrary,' Jacob Mandcl broke in. ‘It’s a sign of health and 
perspective. If we ever walk asvay from laughter, especially over our 
foibles, we have no business here . . . If you’ll forgive me, the elders 
in the European pogroms taught that lesson. They called it one of the 
principles of survival.’ 

’They were right, of course,’ agreed Sundstrom. still chuckling. ‘It 
puts a distance, however brief, between people and their difficulties. 
But may we get to the candidate? I’m absolutely fascinated. Sam says 
he’s a brilliant choice, but totally unexpected. I would have thought 
otherwise, given - as Peg said - the time factor. I thought he’d be 
someone in the wings, on the political wings of a Pegasus, if you 
will.’ 

‘I really must read one of his books someday,’ interrupted MandeJ 
again, again softly. ‘He sounds like a rabbi but I don’t understand 
him.’ 

‘Don’t try,’ said Winters, smiling kindly at Sundstrom. 

‘The candidate,’ repeated Sundstrom. 'Do 1 gather that Varak has 
prepared a presentation?’ 

‘With his usual regard for detail,’ answered Winters, moving his 
head to his left, indicating the glowing red light on the walled console 
behind him. ‘Along the way he’s unearthed some rather c-xtraordinary 
: information relating to events that took place a year ago, almost to 
' the day.’ 

'Oman?' asked Sundstrom. squinting above the light of his brass 
lamp. ‘Memorial services were held in over a dozen cities last week.’ 
r' 'Let Mr Varak explain,’ said the white-haired historian as he pressed 
V- an inlaid button on the surface of the table. Tlic low sound of a buzzer 
filled the room; seconds later the library door opened and a stoeV.y 
p blond man in his mid to late thirties walked into the shadowed light 
h and stood in the frame. He was dressed in a tan summer suit and a 
dark red tic; his broad shoulders seemed to stretch the fabric of his 
^jacket. ’We’re ready, Mr Varak. Please come in.’ 

U; ‘Thank you, sir.’ Milos Varak closed the door, shutting out the 
' dim light of the hallway beyond, and proceeded to the far end of the 
.;-.room. Standing in front of the lowered silver screen, he nodded 
courteously, acknowledging the members of Inver Brass. Tlic glare 
of the brass lamps that reflected off the glistening table washed over 
^.;!us face, heightening the prominent cheekbones and the broad forc- 
head below the full head of neatly combed straight blond hair, 
ryclids were vaguely sloped, bespeaking a Slavic ancestry ii '' 
ay tlic tribes of Eastern Europe; the eyes within them wi 
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knowing, and somehow cold. ‘May I say it is good to see all of you 
again?’ he said, his English precise, in his voice the accent of Prague. 

‘It’s good to sec you, Milos,’ countered Jacob Mandel, saying the 
name with the proper Czech pronunciation, which was ‘Meelos’. The 
others followed with brief utterances. 

‘Varak.’ Sundstrom leaned back in his chair. 

‘You look well, Milos.' Gideon Logan nodded. 

‘He looks like a football player.’ Margaret Lowell smiled. ‘Don’t 
let the Redskins sec you. They need linebackers.’ 

‘The game is far too confusing for me, madamc.' 

'For them, too.’ ; . . 

Tve told everyone about your progress,’ said Winters, adding 
softly, ‘as you believe your progress to be. Before revealing the 
identity of the man you’re submitting to us, would you care to review 
the guidelines?’ 

‘I would, sir.’ Varak’s eyes roamed around the table as he collected 
his thoughts. ‘To begin with, your man should be physically attrac- 
tive but not “pretty" or feminine. Someone who meets the maximum 
requirements of your image-makers - anything less would present 
too many obstacles for the time we have. Therefore, a man men 
identify with the masailinc virtues of this society and women find 
appealing. Nor should he be an ideologue unacceptable to vocal 
segments of the electorate. Further, he must give the appearance ol 
being what you call “his own man”, above being bought by special 
interests and with a background to support that judgment. Natumlly, 
he should have no damaging secrets to hide. Finally, the superficial is 
a most vital aspect of the search. Our man must have those appealing 
personal qualities that can help propel him into the political spotlight 
through accelerated public exposure. A figure of real or projected 
warmth and quiet humour, with documented acts of courage in his 
past but nothing he would exploit to overshadow the President.’ . 

‘His people wouldn’t accept that,’ said Eric Sundstrom. 

‘Jn any event, they won’t have a choice, sir,’ answered Varak, his 
voice softly consancing. ‘The manipulation wll take place in four 
stages. Within three months our basically anonymous man will 
rapidly become visible; within six months he will be relatively well 
known; and at the end of the year he will have a recognition quotient 
on a par with the leaders of the Senate and the House, the same 
demographics targeted. These may be considered phases one through 
three. TTie fourth phase, several months before the conventions, will 
be capped by appearances on the covers of Time and Ncu'su-etfc as 
svell as laudatory editorials in the major newspapers and on TV. With 
the proper financing in the required areas, all this can be guaranteed.' 
Varak paused, then added. ‘Guaranteed, that is, with the proper 
candidate, and I believe we’ve found him.’ 
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The members of Inver Brass stared at their Czech coordinator in 
mild astonishment, then cautiously looked at one another. 

‘If we have,’ offered Margaret Lowell, ‘and he comes down off the 
mountain. I’ll marry him.’ 

‘So v.-ill 1.’ said Gideon Logan. ‘Mixed marriages be damned.’ 
‘Forgive me,’ interrupted Varak. ‘I did not mean to romanticize the 
prospect. He’s quite a normal person, the qualities I attributed to him 
are mostly a result of the confidence bom of his wealth, which he 
earned by c.xtrcmcly hard work and taking risks in the right places at 
the right times. He’s comfortable with himself and others because he 
seeks nothing from others and knows what he is capable of himself.’ 
‘Who is he?' asked Mandel. 

‘May I show him to you?* s.nd Varak. speaking respectfully without 
replying as he took a remote control unit from his pocket and stepped 
away from the screen. ‘It’s possible some of you may recognize him, 
and I shall have to take back my remark about his anonymity.' 

A bolt of light shot out from the console and the face of Evan 
Kendrick filled the screen. Tiic photograph was in colour, accentuat- 
ing Kendrick’s deep tan as %vcll as the stubble of a beard and the 
strands of light brown hair that crept down over his ears and the back 
of his neck. He was squinting into the sun, looking across water, his 
expression at once studious and apprehensive. 

‘He looks like a hippie,' said Margaret Lowell. 

‘Tlic circumstances may explain your reaction,’ answered Varak. 
‘This was taken last week, the fourth week of an annual journey he 
makes down the rivers of white water in the Rocky Mountains. He 
goes alone without company or a guide.’ The Czechoslovakian 
proceeded to advance the slides, giving each a beat of several seconds. 
The photographs showed Kendrick in various scenes of riding the 
rapids, on several occasions strenuously balancing his PVC craft and 
careening between the treacherous intrusion of jaggeed rocks, sur- 
rounded by sprays of wild water and foam. The mountain forests t 
the background served to emphasize the perilous smallness of tuau 
and his vessel against the unprediaable massiveness of nanirc. 

‘li’ait a minute!’ cried Samuel Winters, now peering thrtvf^- 
tortoiseshell glasses. ‘Hold that one,’ he continued, stvdyte^ tee 
photograph. ‘You never said anything about this to me. 
ing the bend heading toward the base camp below the Lava ra-t 
'Correa, sir.’ 

Then he must have passed through the Class Five 
'Yes, sir.’ 

; 'Without a pidf?’ 

^ Yes. 

.. He s crazy! Several decades aso I rode these • 

and I was frightened to death. Why would he du 



‘He’s been doing it for- years - whenever he came back to tht 
United States.’ 

‘Came back?’ Jacob Mandcl leaned forward. 

‘Until about six years ago he was a construction engineer anc 
developer. His work was centred on the eastern Mediterranean ant 
the Persian Gulf. That part of the world is as far removed from th< 
mountains and the rivers as one can imagine. I think he simply fount 
a certain relief with the change of scenery. He'd spend a week or st 
on business then head out to the Northwest.’ 

‘Alone, you say,’ said Eric Sundstrom. 

‘Not in those days, sir. He’d frequently take a female companion.’ 
‘Then he’s obviously not a homosexual,’ observed the only femal 
member of Inver Brass. 

‘I never meant to imply that he was.’ 

‘Nor did you mention anything about a wnfc or a family, which !’( 
think would be an important consideration. You simply said he nov 
travels alone on what arc obviously holidays.’ 

'He’s a bachelor, madame.’ 

‘That could be a problem,’ inserted Sundstrom. 

‘Not necessarily, sir. We have two years to address the situation 
and given the probability factors, a marriage during an election yea 
might have a certain appeal.’ 

‘With the most popular President in history in attendance, w 
doubt,’ said Gideon Logan, chuckling. 

'It’s not beyond possibility sir.’ 

‘My God, you’re covering the bases, Milos.’ 

‘A moment, please.’ Mandcl adjusted his stccl-rimmed glasses 
’You say he worked in the Mediterranean six years ago.’ 

‘He was in production then. He sold the company and left th 
Middle East.’ 

‘Why was that?’ 

‘A tragic accident occurred that took the lives of nearly all hi 
employees and their entire families. The loss profoundly affcaci 
him.’ 

'Was he responsible?’ continued the stockbroker. 

Not at all. Another firm was charged with using inferio 
equipment.’ 

’Did he in any way profit from the tragedy?’ asked Mandcl, hi 
gentle eyes suddenly hard. 

On the contrary, sir, I checked that out thoroughly. He sold thi 
company for less than half its market value. Even the attorneys fo 
the conglomerate that bought him out were astonished. They wen 
authorized to pay three times the price.' 

The eyes of Inver Brass returned to the large screen and lb 
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ph6togr3ph of a man and his craft careening around a wild bend in 
the rapids. 

‘Who took these?’ asked Logan. 

‘1 did. sir,’ replied Varak. '1 tracked him. He never saw me,’ 

The slides continued, and suddenly there was an abrupt change. 
The ‘prospect’ was no longer seen in the rugged clothes of the white 
water.rapids or in day’s-end fatigues and T-shirts around a campfire, 
cooking alone over the flames. He was now photographed clean- 
shaven, his hair cut and combed, and dressed in a dark business suit, 
walking up a familiar street, an attache ease in his hand. 

‘That’s Washington,’ said Eric Sundstrom. 

‘Now it’s the steps leading up to the Rotunda,' added Logan with 
the next slide. 

'He’s on the Hill,’ interjected Mandel. 

‘I know him!' said Sundstrom, the fingers of his right hand pressing 
into his temples. ‘I know ibc fiUc, and there’s a story behind that face 
but I don’t know what it is.’ 

‘Not the story I'm about to tell you, sir.’ 

‘All right, Milos.’ Margaret Lowell’s voice was adamant. ‘Enough's 
enough. Who the hell is he?’ 

‘His name is Kendrick. Evan Kendrick. He’s the representative 
from the ninth district of Colorado.’ 

‘A eongrcssiiiatiV exclaimed Jacob Mandel, as the photograph of 
Kendrick on the Capitol's steps remained on the screen. 'I’ve never 
heard of him, and 1 thought 1 knew just about everyone up there. By 
name, of course, not personally.' 

‘He’s relatively new, sir, and his election was not widely covered. 
He ran on the President’s party line because in that district the 
opposition is nonexistent - winning the primary is tantamount to 
election. 1 mention this because the congressman docs not appear to 
be philosophic.ally in tunc with numerous White House policies. He 
avoided national issues during the primary.’ 

'Arc you suggesting.’ Gideon Logan asked, ‘he has true indepen- 
dence and integrity?' 

‘In a very quiet way, yes.’ 

'Quiet and new and with a stjmewhat less than imposing constitu- 
ency,’ said Sundstrom. ‘From that point of view your anonymity’s 
safe. Too safe, perhaps. There’s nothing more dismissiblc in political 
prime time titan a ncsvly elected, unheard-of congressman from an 
unknown district. Denver’s in the first. Boulder the second and the 
Springs in the fifth. Where’s the ninth?’ 

’Southwest of Tclluride, near the Utah border,’ replied Jacob 
M.mdcl, shrugging as if apologizing for his knowledge 'There were 
some mining stocks, vert' speculative, that we looked into several 
years ago,. But that man on the screen is net the congressman we mr' 
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pocked avails, tom down embassy gates and rows of kneeling terrified 
hostages behind a rooftop screen of latticework; there were close-ups 
of shrieking young people brandishing weapons, their mouths gaping 
in triumph, their zealous eyes wild. Suddenly the rushing slides 
stopped and the attention of Inver Brass was abruptly riveted on a 
slide that seemed to have little relevance. It showed a tall, dark- 
skinned man in long white robes, his head covered by a fihotra, his 
face in profile, walking out of a hotel; then the screen was split, a 
second photograph showing the same man rushing across an Arab 
bazaar in front of a fountain. The photographs remained on the 
screen; the bewildered silence was broken by Milos Varak. 

‘That man is Evan Kendrick,’ he said simply. 

Bewilderment gave way to astonishment. Except for Samuel 
Winters, the others leaned forward, beyond the glare of the brass 
lamps, to study the magnified figure on the screen. V^arak continued. 
‘These photographs were taken by a ease officer of the CIA with a 
Four-Zero clearance whose assignment was to keep Kendrick under 
surveillance wherever possible. She did a remarkable job.' 

'She?' Margaret Lowell arched her brows in approval. 

*A Middle East specialist. Her father's Egyptian, her mother an 
American from California. She speaks Arabic fluently and is used 
extensively by the Agency in crisis situations over there.’ 

'Over there?’ svhispcred Mandel, stunned. ‘What was he doing over 
(hereV 

‘Just a minute,’ said Logan, his dark eyes boring into Varak’s. ‘Stop 
me if I’m wrong, young man, but if I remember corrcaly, there was 
I article in the iras/iiri^ten Post last year suggesting that an unknown 
mcrican had interceded in Masqat at the time. A number of people 
ought that it might have been the Tc.xan Ross Perot, but the stor)' 
:vcr appeared again. It was dropped.’ 

‘You’re not wrong, sir. The American was Evan Kendrick and 
ith pressure from the White House the story was killed.’ 

‘Why? He could have made enormous political mileage out of it - 
indeed his contribution led to the settlement.’ 

‘His contribution was the settlement.’ 

‘Then 1 certainly don’t understand,’ remarked Logan quietly as he 
oked at Samuel Winters. 

‘No one does,’ said the historian. 'There’s no e.xplanation, just a 
Liried file in the archives that Milos managed to obtain. Apart from 
lat document, there’s nothing anywhere to indicate a connection 
etween Kendrick and the events in Masqat.’ 

’There's even a memo to the Secretary of State disavowing any 
ich connection,’ interrupted Varak. ‘It docs not reflect well on^hc 
angressman. In essence, it suggests that he was a self-s' 
pportunist, a politician who wished to further him 
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hostage crisis because he had worked in the Arab Emirates and 
especially Oman, and was trying to insert himself for publioiy 
purposes. The recommendation was not to touch him for the safety 

of the hostages.’ i, 

‘But they obviously did touch him!’ exclaimed Sundstrom. Touch 
him and use him! He couldn’t have got in there if they hadn’t; all 
commercial flights were suspended. Good Lord, he must have been 
flown over under cover.' 

‘And just as obviously he's no self-serving opportunist,’ added 
Margaret Lowell. ‘We sec him here in front of our eyes and Milos 
tells us he was instrumental in bringing the crisis to an end, yet he s 
never uttered a word about his involvement. We’d all know about it 
if he had.’ . 

‘And there’s no explanation?’ asked Gideon Logan, addressing 
Varak. ^ 

‘None acceptable, sir, and I’ve gone to the source.’ 

‘The White Housc?‘ said Mandcl. 

‘No, the man who had to be aware of his recruitment, the one who 
ran the nerve centre here in Washington. His name is Frank Swann.’ 

‘How did you find himV 

‘I didn’t, sir. Kendrick did.’ 

‘But how did you find KendrickV pressed Margaret Lowell. 

‘Like Mr Logan. I. coo, remembered that story of an American in 
Masqat that was so abruptly dropped by the media. For reasons I 
can’t really e.xplain 1 decided to trace it - probably thinking it might 
involve someone highly placed, someone we should consider if there 
was any credence to the story ’ Varak paused, a slight, uncharacteristic 
smile creasing his lips 'Frequently, the most obvious security meas- 
ures tnp up those wishing to be secure. In this case it was the 
Department of State's entrance logs. Since the killings several years 
ago, all visitors without exception must sign in and sign out, passing 
through metal detectors Among the thousands who did so during 
the time of the hostage crisis was the unlikely name of a frcshmai 
congressman from Colorado seeing a Mr Swann. Neither mean 
anything to me, of course, but our computers were better informed 
.Mr Swann was the State Department's foremost expert on Southwes 
Asia, and the congressman was a man who had made his wealth ii 
the Emirates. Bahrain and Saudi Arabia. In the panic of the crisis 
someone had forgotten to remove Kendrick’s name from the logs.’ 

So you went to see this Swann,’ said Mandcl, removing his steel- 
rimmed glasses. 

‘I did. sir.’ 

‘What did he tell you’’ 

That I was completely mistaken. That they had rejected Kendrick’s 
oner to help because he had nothing to contribute. He added that 
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Kendrick was only one of dozens of people -pJoplc who had wt?r^cd 
in the Arab Emirates — who had made similar jotTcrsJ ■“ » 

‘But you didn’t believe him,’ broke in Wirgarct Lowell! * * 

‘I had a very good reason not to. Congressman Kendrick ncv*r 
signed out after his visit to the State Department that afteffoo:^ It 
was Wednesday, 1 1 August and his name is nowhere in the departure 
logs. He was obviously taken out by special arrangcmciw,^-v/hich 
normally signifies the start of a cover, usually a deep cover.’' 

‘Consular Operations,’ said Sundstrom. ‘State’s covert link to the 
CIA.’ 

‘A reluctant but necessary compromise,’ added Winters. ‘Toes get 
stepped on in the dark. Needless to say. Mr Varak pursued his 
inquiries at both State and Langley.’ 

’The hero of Oman revealed,’ said Gideon Logan softly, staring at 
the figurejon the screen. ‘My God, what a hook!’ 

‘A crusading congressman above reproach,’ chimed in Mandcl. ‘A 
proven foe of corruption.’ 

‘A man of courage,' said Mrs Lowell, ‘who' risked his life for two 
hundred Americans he couldn’t have known and sought nothing for 
himself- ’ 

‘When he could have had anything he wanted,’ completed Sund- 
strom. ‘Certainly anything in politics.’ 

’Tell us everything you’ve learned about Evan Kendrick, if you 
will, Mr Varak,’ said Winters as he and the others reached for their 
lined yellow pads. 

‘Before I do so.’ replied the Czech, a slight hesitancy in his voice, 
‘I must tell you that I flew out to Colorado last week and encountered 
a situation I can’t fully c.xplain at this time. I’d rather say so now. An 
elderly man is living in Kendrick’s house on the outskirts of Mesa 
Verde. I’ve learned that his name is Emmanuel Weingrass, an architect 
with dual citizenship in both Israel and the United States, and that he 
! had major surgery a number of months ago. Since then he has been 
: convalescing as the congressman’s guest.’ 

' ‘What’s the significance?’ asked Eric Sundstrom. 

' Tm not sure there is any, but three facts arc worth noting. First, as 
' nearly as 1 can determine, this Weingrass appeared out of nowhere 
^ shortly after Kendrick’s return from Oman. Second, there’s obviously 
'• a close relationship between the tsvo of them, and third - somewhat 
disturbing - the old man's identity, as well as his presence in Mesa 
S Verde, is a closely guarded but poorly kept secret. Weingrass himself 
^ is the offender here; whether through age or by nature he’s quite 
gregarious among the workmen, cspcdally the Hispanics.’ 

‘That’s not necessarily against him.' said Logan, smiling. 

‘He could have been part of the Oman operation. ’ offered Margaret 
Lowell. ‘And that’s not negative, either.’ 



‘And I brought Paddy with me during the evening visiting hours. 
I'm no centrefold, but even I’m not walking these streets at night, 
and the TT cop’s got to be good for something.’ 

‘What happened?’ 

‘They got along like a shot and a beer. I had to work late one night 
that week and Paddy insisted on going to the hospital himself.’ 

Evan shook his head slowly. ‘I’m sorry, Annie. I never knew. 1 
didn’t mean to involve you and your husband in my private life. And 
Manny never told me.’ 

‘Probably the Listcrine bottles.’ 

‘The what?’ 

‘Same colour as light Scotch. I’ll get him on the phone.’ 

Emmanuel Weingrass leaned against the formation of rock on top of 
a hill belonging to Kendrick’s 30-acrc spread at the base of the 
mountains. His short-sleeved checked shirt was unbuttoned to the 
waist as he took the sun, breathing the clear air of the southern 
Rockies. He glanced at his chest, at the scars of the surgery, and 
wondered for a brief moment whether he should believe in God or in 
Evan Kendrick. The doctors had told him — months after the 
operation and numerous post-op checkups - that they had cut out the 
dirty little cells that were eating his life away. He was clean, they 
pronounced. Pronounced to a man who, on this day, on this rock, 
was eighty years of age with the sun beating down on his frail body. 
Frail and not so frail, for he moved better, spoke better - coughed 
practically not at all. Yet he missed his Gauloise cigarettes and the 
Monte Cristo cigars he enjoyed so much. So what could they do? 
Stop his life a few weeks or months before a logical ending? 

He looked over at his nurse in the shade of a nearby tree next to the 
’cr-present golf cart. She was one of the round-the-clock females 
ho accompanied him everywhere, and he w ondered what she would 
a if he propositioned her while leaning casually against the boulder, 
ich potential responses had always intrigued him but generally the 
ality merely amused him. 

‘Beautiful day. isn’t it?' he called out 
‘Simply gorgeous,’ was the reply. 

‘What do you say we take all our clothes olT and really enjoy it?' 

The nurse's c.xprcssion did not change for an instant. Her response 
'as calm, deliberate, even gentle. 'Mr Weingrass. I’m here to loo.k 
ter you. not give you cardiac arrc*st.' 

‘Not bad. Not bad at all.' 

Tlic radio telephone on the golf can hummed; the woman wai-cce 
ver to it and snapped it out of its recess. After a brief conversar — 
ipped with quiet laughter, she turned to i' 
tiling you, Mr Weingrass. 
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'You don't hugh like th« with a congressman, ' said Manny, 
pushing himself away from the rock. ‘Five’ll get you twenty it s 

Annie Glocamorra telling lies about me.’ 

‘She did ask if I’d strangled you yet.’ The nurse handed the phone 
to Weingrass. 

'Annie, this woman's a IcuhV 

‘We try to be of service,’ said Evan Kendrick. 

‘Boy. that girl of yours gets off the phone pretty damned quick.' 

'Forewarned, forearmed, Manny. You called. Is everything aV 
right?' 

‘‘I .should only call in a crisis?’ 

‘You rarely call, period. That privilege is almost exclusively mine 
What is it?’ ■ 

'You got any money left?’ 

‘1 can’t spend the interest. Sure. Why?’ 

‘You know the addition we built on the west porch so you got ; 
view?’ 

‘Of course,' 

Tve been playing with some sketches. I think you should have ; 
terrace on top. Two steel beams would carry the load; maybe a thirc 
if you went for a glass-blocked steam bath by the wall.’ 

‘Glass-blocked . . ? Hey. that sounds terrific. Go ahead.' 

‘Good. I’ve got the plumbers coming out m the morning. Bu 
when It’s done, then 1 go back to Pans ' 

‘Whatever you sav. Maunv However, you said you'd work u{ 
some plans for a g.trebo down by the streams, where they merge.’ 

‘I'eii said you didn't want to walk that far.’ 

Tve dunged mv mind it would be a good place for a person tc 
get away and think 

‘That excludes the owner of this establishment ' 

‘You’re all he.irt I'm coming back next week for a few days.’ 

'I can't wait.' said Weingrass. raising his voice and looking over a) 
the nurse 'When vou gei here, you can take these heavy-breathing 
sex maniacs olTmv hands'" 

It was sliortiv past fiHXi pm when Milos Varak walked dossm the 
deserted halKvav in the House Office Building He had been admitted 
by pre-arr.ingenKnc. a late night visitor of one Congressman Arvin 
Partridge of Alabama V'arak reached the heavy wooden door with 
the brass plate centred in the sailpturcd panel and knocked. Within 
seconds it was opened by a slender man in his early twenties whose 
eyes looked out anxiously Ironi large tortoiseshell glasses. 'Whoever 
he was. he was not the gruff, savvy chairman of the Partridge ‘Gang’, 
that investigative committee determined to find out why the arm^ 
.scmces were getting so hide for so much. Not in terms of Sl,200^ 
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toilet scats and S700 pipe wrenches; those were too blatant to be taken 
seriously and might even be correctable diversions. What concerned 
the 'Birds’ - another sobriquet — were the 500 per cent overruns and 
the restricted degree of competitive bidding in defence contraas. 
What they had only begun to uncover, of course, was a river of 
corruption with so many tributaries there weren’t enough scouts to 
pursue them in the canoes available. 

Tm here to see Congressman Partridge.’ said the blond man, his 
Czech accent not lost on but conceivably misconstrued by the slender 
young man at the door. 

'Did you . . . V began the apparent congressional aide awkwardly. 
'I mean when you saw the guards downstairs - ’ 

‘If you're asking me whether or not I was checked for firearms, of 
course 1 was, and you should know it. They called you from Security. 
The congressman, please. He’s c.xpecting me.’ 

'Certainly, sir. He’s in his ofTicc. Tliis way, sir.’ Tlie nervous aide 
led Milos to a second large, dark door. The younger man knocked. 
'Congressman - ’ 

'Tell him to come in’" ordered the loud Southern voice from inside. 
‘And you stay out there and take any calls. 1 don’t care if it's the 
Speaker or the Prcsidait, I'm not here!’ 

'Go right in,' said the aide, opening the door. 

Var.ak was tempted to tell the agitated young man that he was a 
friendly liaison from the KGB, but decided against it. Tlie aide was 
there for a reason; few phone calls came to the House Office Building 
It this hour. Milos stepped inside the large ornate room with the 
profusion of photographs on the desk, walls and tables, all in one 
vay or another attesting to Partridge’s influence, patriotism, and 
aower. The man himself, standing by a curtained window, was not 
IS impressive as he appeared in the photographs. He was short and 
averweight. with a puffed, angry face below a large head of thinning 
lycd hair. 

'Ah don’t know what you’re sellin’, Blondie,’ said the congressman 
kvalking forward like an enraged pigeon, 'but if it's vs’hat 1 think it is. 
['ll take you down so fast you’ll wish you had a parachute.’ 

‘I’m not selling anything, sir. I’m giving something away. Somc- 
;hing of considerable value, in fact.’ 

‘Mulcsliit! You want some kind of fuckin’ cover-up and I’m not 
;;ivin’ it!’ 

‘My clients seek no cover-up and certainly I don't. But I submit. 
L'longrcssman. ymi may.’ 

'Hull! 1 listened to you on the phone - you heard something, 
somebody mentioned dnigs and I’d better hsten - so I made some 
damn clear inquiries and found out what 1 had to knosv, what 1 knew 
was the truth! We’re clean here, clean as a ’Bama stream! Now, I 



want to find out who sent you, what thief in what larcenous 
boardroom thought he could scare me with this kind of crapT 

‘I don’t think you’d want this kind of “crap” made public, sir. The 
information is devastating.’ 

‘Informaiion} Words! Innuendo! Rumours, Like that black 

kid who tried to india the whole gawdamned Congress with his lies!’ 

‘No rumours, no gossip,’ said Milos Varak. reaching into the breast 
pocket of his jacket. ‘Only photographs.’ The Czech from Inver 
Brass threw the white envelope on the desk. 

‘ li'iiai?' Partridge went instantly to the envelope; he sat down and 
tore it open, pulling the photographs out one by one and holding 
them under the green-shaded desk lamp. His eyes widened as his face 
went white, then blood-red in fury. What he saw was beyond 
anything he might have imagined. There were various couples, trios 
and quartets of partly and fully naked young people using straws 
wnth white powder strewn on tables; hastily taken blurred shots of 
syringes, pills and bottles of beer and whisky; finally clear photo- 
graphs of several couples making love. 

‘Cameras come in so many sizes these days,’ said Varak. ‘Micro- 
technology has produced them as small as buttons on a jacket or a 
shirt - ■ 

'Oh, Jesus CImstV cried Partridge m agony. ‘That’s my house in 
Arlington! And iliat’s - ' 

‘Congressman Bookbinder's home in Silver Springs, as well as the 
houses of three other members of >oui iommiitce. Your work takes 
you out of Washington .1 great deal of the tunc.’ 

‘Who took these-' asked i'artridge, barels audible. 

‘I won’t answer that e.xcept to give you my word that the person is 
thousands ot miles away without the negatives and no chance of 
returning to this couiitrs One could say a university e.xchangc 
student in political science 

We s'c achieved so much and nc'w it’s all down the goddamned 
drain , , Oh, Ct'J’' 

‘Ii7iy. Congressman?’ inquired Varak sincerely. ‘These young 
people aren t the committee I hey re not your attorneys or your 
accountants or even senior aides They're children who’vc made 
terrible mistakes in the headstrong environment of the most powerful 
capital m the world, (jet rid ol them, tell them their lives and careers 
arc ruined unless they get help and straighten out, but don't stop your 
committee. ■ 

‘Nobody will ever believe us again,’ said Partridge, staring straight 
ahead as il speaking to the wall. ’Wc’rc as rotten as everyone we go 
after. We’re hypoentes.’ 

‘Nobody has to know - ' 

S/lit! exploded the congressman from Alabama, pouncing on the 


phone and pressing a button, holding it dow-n beyond the point 
where his call was answered. ‘Get m here!’ he screamed. The young 
aide came through the door as Partridge rose from the desk. ‘You 
fancy-school son of a biichl I asked you to tell me the truth! You liedl' 

‘No, 1 ditin’tV yelled back the young man, his eyes watering behind 
the tortoiseshell glasses. ‘You asked me what’s going on - what is 
going on — and I told you nclliins; — nothing is going on! A couple of 
us got busted three, four weeks ago and it scared all of us! Okay, we 
were dumb, stupid, we all agreed, but we didn’t hun anyone but 
ourselves! We quit the whole scene and a hell of a lot more than that, 
but you and your hotshots around here never noticed. Your snotty 
staff works us eighty hours a week, then calls us dumb kids while 
they use the stuff we feed ’em to get in front of the cameras. Well, 
what you never noticed is that you've got a whole new kindergarten 
class here now. Tlie others all quit and you never even noticed. I’m the 
only one left because 1 cauldr/t get out.' 

‘You’re out now.’ 

'You're gawdanined nght. Emperor JonesV 

‘Who?’ 

‘The allusion would grab you.’ said the young man, dashing out of 
the door and slamming it behind him. 

‘Who was thatV asked Varak. 

‘Arvin Partridge, Junior,’ replied the congressman quietly and sat 
down, his eyes on the door. ‘He’s a third-year law student at Virginia. 
They were all law students and we worked their asses off around the 
clock for spit and little thanks. But we were giving them something, 
too, and they betrayed the trust sve placed in them by giving it.' 

■Which was?’ 

‘Experience they’d never get anywhere else, not in the courts or in 
the law books, nowhere but here. My son split legal and grammatical 
hairs and he knows it. He lied to me about something that can destroy 
all of us. I'll never trust him again.’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

‘It’s not your problem!’ snapped Partridge, his reflective voice 
suddenly gone. ‘All right, trash boy,’ he continued harshly, ‘what do 
you want from me to keep this committee together? You said no 
cover-up, but I suppose there arc a couple of dor.en ways of sajnng it 
without saying it. I’ll have to weigh the pluses and the minuses, 
won’t I?’ 

‘Tlicre are no negatives for you, sir,’ said V'arak. taking out several 
folded sheets of paper, then unfolding them and planng them on the 
desk in front of the congressman. Tliey cotnpnsed a resume, a sms!' 
identification photograph in the upper nght-hand corner of the 
page, ‘My clients want this man on your committee - ’ 

‘You’ve .c'*’ something on him!' broke in Partridge. 
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‘Absolutely nothing compromising; he’s above reproach where 
such matters are concerned. To repeat, my clients seek no cover-ups, 
no extortion, no committee bills sent out or blocked for passage. This 
man does not know my clients, nor do they personally know him, 
and he’s completely unaware of our meeting tonight.’ 

‘Then why do you want him with me?’ 

‘Because my clients believe he will be an excellent addition to your 
committee.’ 

‘One man can’t do a damn thing, you know that, don't you?’ 

‘Certainly.’ 

‘If he’s planted to get information, we’re leak-proof.’ Partridge 
glanced at the snapshots under the green-shaded lamp; he turned 
them over and slapped them down on the desk. ‘At least we were.’ 

Varak leaned over and took the photographs. ‘Do it, Congressman. 
Put him on the committee. Or, as you said, so much down the drain. 
When hc‘s in his chair, these will be returned to you along with the 
negatives. Do it.’ 

Partridge’s eyes were on the snapshots in the blond man’s hand. 
‘As it happens, there’s a vacancy. Bookbinder resigned yesterday - 
persona! problems.’ 

‘I know,’ said Milos Varak. 

The congressman looked up into his visitor’s eyes. ‘Who the hell 
ore you?’ 

‘Someone devoted to his adopted country, but I’m not important. 
That man is ’ 

Partndge glanced down at the resume in front of him. ‘Evan 
Kcndnck, Colorado’s ninth.' he read Tve barely heard of him and 
what I did hear doesn't raise any pimples. He’s a nobody, a rich 
nobody,’ 

‘That will change, sir,' said Varak. turning and heading for the 
door. 

‘Congressman, Conxrejsman'’ yelled Evan Kendrick’s chief aide, 
racing out of the office and running down the House corridor to catch 
his employer. 

‘What is It?’ asked Evan, pulling his hand away from the elevator 
button and looking bemused as the breathless young man skidded to 
a stop in front of him. ‘It's not like you to raise your voice above a 
very confidential whisper. Phil Did Colorado’s ninth get buried by a 
mud slide?’ 

it may have just been dug out of a longstanding one. From your 
viewpoint, that is.' 

‘Do tell?’ 

Congressman Partndxe. AIobama‘s Partridge!’ 
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‘He’s rough but a good man. He takes chances. I like what he 
docs.’ 

‘He wants you to do it with him.’ 

‘Do what?’ 

‘Be on his committee!’ 

•mat?' 

‘It’s a tremendous step forward, sir!’ 

‘It’s a lousy step backward.’ disagreed Kendrick. ‘His committee 
members arc on the nightly news every otiicr week, and they’re ‘‘fill" 
for Sunday mornings when our newest congressional comets aren’t 
available. It’s the last thing I want.' 

‘Forgive me, Congressman, but it’s the first thing you should take,' 
said the aide, calming down, his eyes locked with Evan’s. 

‘Why?’ 

The young man named Phil touched Kendrick's arm, moshiig him 
away from the elevator’s gathering crowd. 'You’ve told me you’re 
going to resign after the election and I accept that. But you’ve also 
told me that you want a voice in the appointment of your successor.’ 

‘1 intend to have.’ Evan nodded his head, now in agreement. ‘1 
fought that lousy machine and I want it kept out. Christ, they’d sell 
every last mountain in the south Rockies as a uranium mine if they 
could get ene government exploration - leaked, naturally.’ 

'You won’t have anv voice at all if you turn Partridge down.’ 

•Why not?’ 

Because he really wants you.’ 

‘I’m not sure, I'm only sure he doesn’t do anything without a 
reason. Maybe he wants to extend his influence west, build a base for 
his own personal advancement - who knows? But he controls a hell 
of a lot of state delegations; and if you insult him by saying "No. 
thanks, pal," he'll consider it arrogance and ait you ofT, both here 
and back home. I mean, he is one macho presence on the Hill.’ 

Kendrick sighed, his brow wrinkled. 'I can always keep my mouth 
; shut, I guess.’ 

It was the tliird week after Congressman Evan Kendrick's appoint- 
' nient to the Partridge Committee, a totally unexpected assignment 
; that thrilled no one in Washington except Ann Mulcahy O'Reilly 
and. by extension, her husband, Patrick Xavier, a transplanted police 
lieutenant from Boston whose abilities were sought and paid for by 
the crime-ridden capital’s authorities. The reasoning behind the 
chairman’s action was generally assumed to be that the old pro 
wanted the limelight foaised on him, not on the other members of 
the committee. If that assumption was correa. Partridge could 
have made a better choice. The Representative from Colorado’' 
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district rarely said anything during the twice-weekly televised hear- 
ings other than the words ’I pass, Mr Chairman’ when it was his turn 
to question witnesses. In fact, the longest statement he made during 
his brief tenure with the 'Birds’ was his twcnty-thrce-second response 
to the chairman’s welcome. He had quietly expressed his astonish- 
ment at having been honoured by selection, and hoped that he would 
live up to the chairman's confidence in him. The television cameras 
had left his face midway through his remarks - in precisely twelve 
seconds - for the arrival of a uniformed janitor who walked through 
the chambers cmptpng ashtrays. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ said the hushed voice of the announcer, 
'even throughout such hearings as these, the government does not 
overlook basic precautions . . . What? . . . Oh. yes. Congressman 
Owen Canbrick has completed his statement.’ 

However, on Tuesday of the fourth week a most abnormal thing 
happened. It was the morning of that week’s first televised hearing, 
and interest ran higher than usual because the primary witness was 
the representative of the Pentagon’s Office of Procurement. The man 
was a youngish, balding full colonel who had aggressively made a 
me for himself in logistics, a totally committed soldier of unshak- 
ile convictions. He was bright, fast, and blessed with an acerbic wit; 
r was Arlington’s big gun where the snivelling, penny-pinching 
vilians were concerned There were many who could not wait for 
c clash between Colonel Robert Bamsh and the equally bright, 
juallv fast and, tertamU , equally acerbic chairman of the Partridge 
ommiftec 

What was abnormal that morning, however, was the absence of 
ongressman Arvin Partridge of Alabama The chairman did not 
ow up and no amount of phone calls nor a platoon of aides rushing 
I over the capital could unearth him He had simply disappeared 
But congressional committees do not revolve solely around chair- 
cn, cspcaally not where television is concerned, so the proceedings 
ent forsvard under the lack ot leadership prosnded by a congressman 
am North Dakota who was nursing the worst hangover of his life, 
nost unusual malady, as the man was not known to dnnk. He was 
nsidered a mild, abstemious minister of the gospel who took to 
art the biblical admonition of turning swords into ploughshares. 

: was also raw meat for the lion that was Colonel Robert Barrish. 

. . . and to finish my statement before this cit’iliaii inquisition, I 
sute categorically that I speak for a strong, free society in lethal 
combat svuh the forces o) evil that would np us to shreds at the first 
sign of weakness on our part. Arc our hands to be shackled over 
minor academic fidtiaary procedures that hav'c only the barest 
relationship to the status ijuo attie of our enemies?' 

If 1 understand you, said the bleary-eyed temporary chairman, ’let 
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me assure you that no one here is questioning your commitment to 
our nation’s defence.’ 

‘I would hope not, sir.’ 

‘I don't think - ’ 

‘Hold it, soldier,’ said Evan Kendrick, at the far end of the panel. 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

'1 said wait a minute, will you please?' 

‘My rank is colonel in the United States Army, and I expect to be 
addressed as such,’ said the oOlccr testily. 

Evan looked hard at the witness, momentarily forgetting the 
microphone. ‘I'll address you any way 1 like, you arrogant bastard.’ 
Cameras jolted, bleeps filled audios everywhere, but too late for the 
exclusion, '. . . unless you’ve personally amended the Constitution, 
which I doubt you've ever read,’ continued Kendrick, studying the 
papers in front of him. chuckling quietly as he recalled his meeting 
with Frank Swann at the State Department before he went to Masqat. 
‘Inquisition, my ass,' 

‘I resent your attitude - ' 

‘A lot of taxpayers resent yours, too,’ interrupted Evan, looking at 
IJarrish’s service record and remembenng Frank Sv'.-ann‘s precise 
words over a year ago. ‘Let me ask you. Cclenel, have you ever fired 
a gun?’ 

‘I’m a scldierV 

‘Wc’s’c both established that, haven’t we? 1 know you’re a soldier, 
we inquisitorial civilians arc paying your salary - unless you rented 
the uniform.’ The congressional chamber rippled with r)uiet laugliter. 
‘What I asked you was whether you had ever fired a gun 

‘Countless times. Have you?' 

‘.Several, not countless, and never in uniform 

‘Then 1 think the question is closed.' 

‘Not entirely. Did you ever use a weapon lor the purpose of killing 
another human being whose intention was to Kill \ou-' 

The subsequent silence was lost on no one I he soft reply was 
registered on all. ‘I was never in combat, il that's uh.it \ou mean.’ 

‘Hut you just said you were in Iciluil eomhat. et eetera, et cetera, 
which conveys to everyone in here and the audienee out there that 
: you're some kind of modern-day Daw Croikett holding the fort at 
; the Alamo, or a Sergeant York, or mas be an Indiana Jones blasting 
.iway at the bad guys. Hut that’s all wrong. iMi't it. Colonel? You’re 
, an accountant who's trying |l> justils the thett ol millions — maybe 
r-liilliom - of the taxpayers’ inones under the red. white and blue Etc 
.-of super patriotism.' 

- 'You son of a . . .! How Jjh- sou - ' I'he jolting cameras a.nd 
;'hlecp> again came too late, as Colonel Darrish rose from hisci-'" 
pounded the table. 



so \vc both figure we'd better see each other. I ask him what’s going 
on and he asks me the samcV 

*I wouldn't know anything about that, sir.' 

‘Hogshid . . . What unpleasantness?’ 

‘You overindulged.' 

‘Rabbiishit! I had one fuckin' martini and the sky padre had 
lemonade!’ 

'If that's the truth, you both have odd tolerances. You fell over the 
table and the minister tried to drink the salt.' 

The chairman of the Partridge Committee glared at the Czech. 
'Finns,' he said quietly. ‘You dosed us both with Mickey Finns!' 

‘Before last night I never set foot inside that restaurant.’ 

‘You're also a liar, a hell of an c.xpcrienccd one . . . Good Christ, 
what time is it?' Partridge whipped his wrist up to look at his watch: 
Varak interrupted. 

'The hearing is over.' 

‘Shit!’ 

‘The minister was not terribly effective, but your new appointee 
made an indelible impression, sir. I'm sure you’ll see portions of his 
performance on the evening nesvs. certain words deleted, of course.' 

‘Oh, my Cod,' whispered the congressman to himself He looked 
up at the Czech from Inver Brass. ‘What did they say about me? 
About why I wasn't there.' 

‘Your office issued a statement that was perfectly acceptable. You 
were on a fishing boat on Maryland’s Ea.stcrn Shore. Tlic engine 
failed and you had to drop anchor a mile from the marina. It’s been 
substantiated; there arc no problems.' 

‘My office issued a statement like that? On whose authorization?’ 

‘Your son's. He's a remarkably forgiving young man. He’s waiting 
outside in your car.' 

The red-haired salesman in the Saab .showroom fairly glowed in 
astonishment as he signed the papers and counted out ten one- 
hundred dollar bills. ‘We'll has’c the car ready for you by three o’clock 
this aftcnioon.’ 

' 'That's nice.’ said the buyer, who had listed his profession on the 
finance-loan agreement as a bartender, currently employed at the 
Carriage Mouse in Georgetown, 


CHAPTER 18 


'Zero hour, Mr Kendrick,’ said Colonel Robert Barrish, smiling 
pleasantly into the camera, his voice the soul of reason. ‘We must be 
prepared for it, and with preemptive escalation we push it farther and 
farther away.’ 

*Or conversely, overstock the arsenals to the point where one 
miscalculation blows up the planet.’ 

'Oh, please,’ admonished the army officer condescendingly. ‘That 
line of rationalization has long since been rendered modus non operandi. 
We’re the professionals,’ 

‘You mean our side?’ 

‘Of course I mean our side.' 

‘What about the enemy? Aren’t they professionals, too?’ 

‘If you're attempting to lateralizc our enemies' technological com- 
mitments with ours, 1 think you’ll find you’re as misinformed about 
that as you are about the cost control cfTcctivcncss of our system.’ 

‘1 take that to mean they’re not as good as we arc.’ 

‘A sagacious assessment, Congressman. Beyond the superiority of 
’our moral commitment - a commitment to God - the high tech 
training of our armed forces is the finest on earth. If you’ll forgive me 
here, 1 must say as part of a great team that I’m immensely proud of 
our splendid fellows and girls.’ 

‘Golly gee, so am I.’ said Evan, a minor smile on his lips. ‘But then 
/ must say here. Colonel, that I’ve lost your line of reasoning, or was 
it preemptive escalation? 1 thought your comment about profession- 
alism was in response to my remark about the possibility of miscal- 
culation with all those arsenals so full.’ 

*lt was. You see, Mr Kendrick, what I’m patiently trying to explain 
to you is that our weapons personnel arc locked into manuals of 
procedures that eliminate miscalculation. We are virtually fail-safe.' 

‘We may be’ agreed Evan. ‘But what about the other guy? You 
said - 1 think you said - that he wasn’t so smart, that there was no 
lateralization, whatever that means. Suppose he miscalcuhates? Then 
what?’ 

'He would never have the opportunity to miscalculate again. With 
minimum loss to ourselves, we would take out - ’ 

‘Hold it. soldier'.' interrupted Kendrick, his tone suddenly harsh. 



issuing no less than an order. ‘Back up. “With minimum loss to 
ourselves ...” What docs that mean?' 

‘I'm sure you're aware that I'm not at libcru' to discuss such 
matters.' 

‘I think you damn well better. Docs “minimum loss” mean just 
Los Angeles, or New York or maybe Albuquerque or St Louis? Since 
we're all paying for this minimum-loss umbrella, why not tell us 
what the weather's going to be like?' 

‘If you think I'm going to endanger national security on network 
television . . . well. Congressman, I’m genuinely sorry to say it, but 
1 don’t think you have any right representing the American people.’ 

‘The whole bunch of them? Never thought I did. I was told this 
programme was between you and me - that I insulted you on 
television and that you had the right to reply in the same arena. It’s 
why I’m here. So reply. Colonel. Don’t keep throwing Pentagonese 
slogans at me; I have too much respect for our armed sersices to 
allow you to get away with that.' 

‘If by “slogans" you're criticizing the selfless leaders of our defence 
establishment — men of loyalty and honour who above all want to 
keep our nation strong - then 1 pity you.’ 

‘Oh come off it. I haven’t been here that long, but among the few 
friends I’ve made arc .some brass over in Arlington who probably 
wince when you drag out your modus iwii opcrar.dis. What I’m patiently 
trying to c.vplain to you. Colonel, is that you don’t have a blank 
cheque any more than 1 do or my neighbour down the street docs. 
We live with realities - ’ 

'Then let me explain the realities!’ broke in Barrish. 

‘Let me fotish.' said Es'an, now smiling. 

‘Gentlemen, gentlemen,' said the familiar newscaster. 

‘I’m not casting any doubts on your eoinrniiinent. Colonel.' Kendrick 
interrupted. ‘You're doing your Job and protecting your turf. 1 
understand that.' Evan picked up a piece of paper. ‘But when you 
said in the hearing - I wrote this down - "minor academic fiduciary 
procedures”, I wondered what you meant. Are you really above 
accountability? If you believe that, tell it to Joe Smith down the street 
who’s trying to balance the family budget.' 

‘That same Joe Smith will get on his L-nees to us when it dauns on 
him that we’re ensuring his survival!' 

‘I think 1 just heard a lot of groans over in Arlington, Colonel Joe 
Smith doesn’t have to get on his knees to anvonc Not here 

‘You're taking niy remarks out of lontext' You knoss perfectly 
well what I meant. Congressman Partndge’’ 

‘No. Colonel, he’s the oilier guy rm the sub ssho ssas sent in at 
left guard.’ 

'Left is certainly right!' 
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‘That’s an interesting statement. May I quote you?’ 

‘I know about you,’ said Barrish ominously, threateningly. ‘Don’t 
talk to me about the guy down the street, pretending you’re like 
everyone else.’ Barrish paused, then as if he could no longer control 
himself, shouted ‘You’re not even married^.' 

‘That’s the most accurate statement you’ve made here. No, I’m 
not, but if you’re asking me for a date. I’d better check with my girl.’ 

No contest. The Pentagon’s big gun backfired, the powder bums 
all over his face on national television. 

‘Who the hell is he?’ asked Mr Joseph Smith of 70 Cedar Street in 
Clinton, New Jersey. 

‘1 don’t know,’ replied Mrs Smith, in front of the television next to- 
her husband. ’He’s kind of cute, though, isn’t he?’ 

‘I don’t know about cute, but he just told off one of those snotty 
officer types who used to give me a lot of shit in ’Nam. He’s my 
buddy.’ 

‘He's good,’ said Inver Brass’s Eric Sundstrom, rising and turning off 
the set in his flat overlooking New York's Gramercy Park. He 
drained his glass of Montrachet and looked over at Margaret Lowell 
and Gideon Logan, both sitting in chairs across the room. ‘He has a 
quick mind and stays ice cold. I know that cobra Barrish; he likes 
nothing better than drawing blood in the spotlight. Kendrick buried 
him with his own bullshit.’ 

‘Our man’s kind of cute, too,’ added Mrs Lowell. 

4 ‘What?’ 

'Well, he’s attractive, Eric. That’s hardly a liability.’ 

‘He’s funny,' said Logan. ‘And that's a decided asset. He has the 
ability and the presence to shift rapidly from the serious to the 
amusing and that's no small talent. He did the same thing during the 
hearing; it’s not accidental, Kennedy had the same gift; he saw 
humorous ironies everywhere. The people like that . . . Still, 1 think 
I sec a grey cloud in the distance.’ 

‘What’s that?’ asked Sundstrom. 

*A man with such quick perceptions will not be easy to control.’ 

'If he’s the right man,' said Margaret Lowell, ‘and we have every 
reason to believe he is. that won’t matter, Gideon. ’ 

‘Suppose he’s not? Suppose there’s something we don’t know? We 
will have hunched him, not the political process. ’ 

Far uptown in Manhattan, between Rfth and Madison avenues, in a 
brosvnstone town house that rose six storeys high the white-haired 
Samuel Winters sat opposite his friend, Jacob Mandel. They were in 
Winters large top-floor study. Several exquisite Gobelin tapestries 
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were hung on various wall spaces between the bookshelves, and the 
furniture was equally breathtaking. Yet the room was comfortable. It 
was used; it was %varm; the masterpieces of the past were there to 
serve, not merely to be observed. Using the remote control, the 
aristocratic historian snapped off the television set. 

'Well?' asked Winters. 

‘I want to think for a moment, Samuel.' Mandcl’s eyes strayed 
around the study. ‘You've had all this since you were bom,' said the 
stockbroker, making a statement. ‘Yet you've always worked so 
hard.' 

‘I chose a field where having money made things much easier.' 
replied Winters. ‘I've occasionally (clt rather guilty about that. 1 could 
always go where I wanted, gain access to archives others couldn't, 
study as long as I wished. Whatever contributions I’ve made have 
been minor compared with the fun I’ve had. My wife used to say 
that.’ Thtr historian glanced at the portrait of a lovely, dark-haired 
woman dressed in the style of the forties; it was hung behind the desk 
between two huge windows overlooking Seventy-third Street. A 
man working could turn and gaze at it easily. 

‘You miss her, don't you?' 

‘Terribly. 1 come up and talk with her frequently.’ 

‘I don’t think I could go on without Hannah, yet oddly enough, 
considering what she went through in Germany, 1 pray to God she 
leaves me first. 1 believe the death of another loved one would be too 
great a pain for her to bear alone. Docs that sound awful of me?' 

‘It sounds remarkably generous - like everything you say and do, 
old friend. And also because I know so well what you would face by 
yourself. You’d do it better than I, Jacob.' 

‘Nonsense.’ 

‘It must be your temple - ' 

‘When were you last in church. Samuel?' 

‘Let's see. My son was married in ILiris when 1 broke nry leg and 
couldn't attend, and my daughter eloped with that charming helium- 
head who makes far more money than he deserves writing those films 
1 don't understand - so it must have been in forty-five when I got 
back from the war. St John the Divine, of course. She made me go 
when all I wanted to do was get her undressed.’ 

‘Oh, you’re outrageous! I don’t believe you for a minute.’ 

‘You’d be wrong.’ 

‘He could be dangerous,’ said .Mandel, suddenly changing the 
subject and reverting to Evan Kendnek. Winters understood, his old 
friend had been talking but he had also been thinking. 

‘In what way? Everything we’ve learned about him - and I doubt 
there's much more to know - ss-ould seem to negate any obs”‘~~-n 
for power. Without that, where's the danger?’ 


‘He’s fiercely independent.’ 

‘Ail to the good. He might even make a fine President. No tics t 
the tub-thumpers, the yca-sayers and the sycophants. We’ve hot 
seen him blow the first category away; the rest arc easier.’ 

‘Then I’m not being clear,’ said Mandcl. ‘Because it’s not yet clea 
to me.’ 

‘Or I’m being stupid, Jacob. What arc you trying to say?’ 

‘Suppose he found out about us? Suppose he learned he was cod 
name Icarus, the product of Inver Brass?’ 

‘That’s impossible.’ 

‘That’s not the question. Leap over the impossibility. Intellectual!’ 
— and the young man has an intellect - what would be his response 
Remember now, he’s fiercely independent.’ 

Samuel Winters brought his hand to his chin and stared out of thi 
window overlooking the Street. And then his gaze shifted to th' 
portrait of his wife. ‘I see,’ he said, uncertain images coming int< 
focus from his own past. ‘He’d be furious. He’d consider himself par 
of a larger corruption, irrevocably tied to it because he was manipu 
latcd. He’d be m a rage.’ 

’And in that rage,’ pressed Mandcl, ‘what do you think he woulc 
do? Inadcntally, exposing us in the long run is irrelevant. It woulc 
be like the rumours of the Trilateral Commission promoting Jimm^ 
Carter because Henry Luce put an obscure Governor of Georgia or 
the cover of Time. There was more truth than not in those rumour 
but nobody cared . . . What tvould Kcndnck do?’ 

Winters looked at his old fnend. his eyes widening. ‘My God,' he 
said quietly, ’He'd run in disgust.' 

‘Docs that sound familiar, Samuel?' 

‘It was so many years ago . . things were difTcrent - ’ 

‘I don't think they were that difTcrent. Far better than now, actually, 
not difTcrent,' 

‘I wasn't in office,' 

‘It was yours for the taking. The brilliant, immensely wealthy dean 
from Columbia University whose advice was sought by successive 
presidents and whose appearances before the House and Senate 
committees altered national pohaes ... You svere tapped for the 
governorship of New York, literally being swept into Albany, when 
you learned only weeks before the convention that a political organ- 
ization unknown to you had orchestrated your nomination and your 
inevitable clcaion.’ 

‘It was a total shock. I'd never heard of n or them.' 

‘Yet you presumed - rightly or wrongly - that this silent machine 
expected you to do its bidding and you fled, denouncing the whole 
charade.' 
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‘In disgust. It SV3S against cs'cry precept of an open political process 
rd ever advocated.’ 

‘Fiercely independent,' added the stockbro’cer. ‘And svha: fono-.ved 
was a power vacuum; there was political chaos, the party in disarray. 
The opportunists moved in. and took over, and there were six years 
of Draconian laws and corrupt administrations from the lower to the 
upper Hudson.' 

‘Are you blaming me for ali thac Jacob?' 

‘It’s related, Samuel. Tnrice Caesar refused the cross-n and all hcii 
broke loose.* 

‘Arc you saying that Kendrick might refuse to assume the cfhee 
presented to him?' 

‘You did. You walked assay in outrage.' 

‘Because people u.nknoss-n to me svere commithng er.o.'mous sums 
of money, propelling me into ofHce. ^"hy? If they were genuinely 
interested in better government and not private interest, why didn't 
they come forward?' 

‘UTiy don’t we, Samuel*' 

Winters looked hard a: Mandtl. h:s eyes sad. ‘Because we're plaving 
God, Jacob. We must, for we know what others don't know. Wc 
know what will happen if we don’t proceed our way. Suddenly the 
people of a great republic don’t have a president but a king, the 
emperor of all the states of the union. V.'hat they don’t understand is 
what’s behind the king. 'Those jackals in the background can only be 
ripped out by rcplacng him. No other way,’ 

‘I understand. I’m cautious because I'm afraid.’ 

“Tncn wc must be c.xtraordinanly careful and make certain Evan 
Kendrick never learns about us. It’s as simple as that,’ 

‘Nothing’s simple.’ objeaed Mar.dei. 'He’s no fool. He's going to 
wonder why all the attention is raining down on him. Varak will 
have to be a master scenarist; each sequence logically, unalienably 
leading to the ne.xt.' 

‘I wondered, too.’ admitted Winters softly, once again gla-ncmg at 
the portrait of his late w-ife. ‘Jennie used to say to me, "‘It’s too easy. 
Sam. Everyone else is out there busting his britches to get a few lines 
in the newspapers and you get whole editorials praising vou tor 
things we're no: even sure you did.” Ii's why I started asking 
questions, how I fou.nd out what had happened, no: svho but 

‘And then you walked away.’ 

’Of course.’ 

‘Irt-ny? I mean really, u-hy?" 

‘You jus: answered that. Jacob. 1 was outraged,’ 

‘Despite everything you might have contributed?’ 

‘Well, obviously.' 


251 



were not totally unimpressed with me, and 1 wasn’t burning up with 
fever. On the other hand, I didn’t make too many gaffes.’ 

‘Good Lord, you never had the chance to. Your campaign was a 
television Blitzkrieg with some of the best photography I’ve ever 
seen, your handsome countenance a decided asset, of course.’ 

‘I had three or four debates you know - . . Three aaually - ' 

‘With wart hogs, Samuel. They were buried by congenial class — 
the people love that. They never stop searching the heavens, now the 
television screens, for that king or that prince to come along and 
show them the way with comforting words.’ 

‘It’s a goddamned shame. Abraham Lincoln would have been 
considered an awkward hick and stayed in Illinois.’ 

‘Or worse,’ said Jacob Mandel, chuckling. ‘Abraham the Jew in 
league with the anti-Christs, sacrificing gentile infants.’ 

‘And when he grew the beard, absolute confirmation,’ agreed 
Winters, smiling and getting out of his chair. 'A drink?' he asked, 
knowing his friend’s answer and heading for the bar beneath a French 
tapestry on the right wall. 

‘TTiank you. The usual, please.’ 

‘Of course.' The historian poured two drinks in silence, one 
bourbon, one Canadian, both svith ice only. He returned to their 
chairs and handed the bourbon to Mandel. ‘All right, Jacob. I think 
I’ve put it all together.’ 

‘I knew you could pour and think at the same time,’ said Mandel, 
smiling and raising his glass. ‘Your health, sir.’ 

'L’chaim,' replied the historian. 

‘So?’ 

‘Somehow’, some way this fever you speak of, this need to win the 
prize, must be instilled in Evan Kendrick. Without it he’s not credible 
and without him Gideon’s mongrcls-the opportunists and the fanatics 
move in.’ 

'I believe that, yes.' 

Winters sipped his drink, his eyes stra^'ing to a Gobelin tapestp’. 
‘Philip and the knights at Crecy weren’t defeated by the ^glish 
bowmen and the Welsh long knives alone. Tlicy had to contend with 
what Saint-Simon described three hundred years later as a court bled 
by the "vile bourgeois corrupters”,’ 

‘Your cruditihn is beyond rhe, Samuel.’ 

‘How do we inslil this fever in Evan Kendnek? It’s so terribly 
important that we do. I see it so dearly now.’ 

‘I think we start with Milos Varak.' 

Annie Mulcahy O’Reilly was l>esidc herself. The standard 
tclephonc lines in the congressional office were usually u"’^, 
outgoing calls; this particular congressman did not normally 
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many incoming ones. Today, however, was not only different, it wa 
trazy. In the space of twenty-four hours, the smallest, most undci 
worked staff on the Hill became the most frenzied. Annie had to ca 
her two filing clerks, who /let-er came in on Monday (‘Come or 
Annie, it ruins a decent weekend’), to get their bouffant heads dow 
to the office. She then contattcd Phillip Tobias, the bright if frustrate 
chief aide, and told him to forget his tennis game and drag h 
promotional ass dorvnlown or she’d kill him. (’What the hell haf 
pened?’ ‘You didn’t see the Foxlcy show yesterday?’ 'No. I wn 
sailing. Why, should I have?' 'He was on it!’ ‘IWwf? That can’t happt 
wnthout my approvall' ‘They must have called him at home. ’ ‘The so 
of a bitch never told me’’ ‘He didn’t tell me, cither, but I saw his nam 
in the Post's late listings.’ ‘Jesus! Get me a tape, Annie! Phase!’ ‘On! 
if you come down and help us man the phones, dearie.’ 'Shit!’ ‘I’m 
lady, you prick. Don’t talk to me that way.’ 'I’m sorry. I’m sorrj 
Annie! Phase. The tape!'} 

Finally, and only because she was desperate, and only because hi 
husband, Patrick Xavier O'Reilly, had Mondays, off because h 
worked the high-crime shift on Saturdays, she called the two-toili 
Irish detective and told him that if he did not come down to help oi 
she’d flic a complaint against him for rape - which was only wishfi 
thinking, she added. The only person she was unable to reach was tli 
congressman from Colorado’s ninth district. 

‘I am so vcjy, very sorry. Mrs O’Reilly,’ said the Arab husband < 
the couple who took care of Kendrick’s house, and who Ann: 
suspected was probably an unemployed surgeon or an ex-universit 
president. ‘The congressman said he would be away for a few days, 
have no idea where he is.’ 

‘That’s a lot of aap, Mr Sahara - * 

‘You flatter me with dimensions, madamc.’ 

'That, loo! You reach that homed-toad servant of the public and tc 
him we’re going ape-shit down here! And it’s all because of h: 
appearance on the Foxlcy show?' 

‘He was remarkably cffcaive, was he not?’ 

' Yen know about it?’ 

‘I saw his name in the Washinston Post's late listings, madamc. Als 
in the Times of New York and Los Angeles, and the Chicago Tribune 

'He gets all those papers?’ 

*No, madamc, 1 do. But he’s perfectly welcome to read them.’ 

‘Glory be to God!’ 

Tlie pandemonium in the outside office had become intolcrabh 
Annie slammed down the phone and ran to her door, she opened ii 
astonished to see Hv'an Kendrick and her husband shoving their wa 
through 3 crowd of reporters, congtcssional aides and various otht 
people she did not know, ‘Come in here!’ she yelled. 
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Once inside the secretarial office and with the door closed, Mr 
O'Reilly spoke. ‘I’m her Faddy.’ he said, out ofbrcath. 'Nice to meet 
you, Conj^rcsstnan.’ 

‘You’re niy blocking back, pal,’ replied Kendrick, shaking hands 
and quickly studying the large, broad-shouldered, red-haired man 
with a paunch four inches larger than his considerable height should 
permit, and a vaguely florid face that held a pair of knowing, 
intelligent green eyes. ‘I’m grateful we got here at the same time.’ 

‘In all honesty, we didn’t, sir. My crazy lady called over an hour 
ago and 1 was able to get here in maybe twenty, twenty-five minutes. 
I saw the brouhaha in the corridor and figured you might show up. I 
waited for ya,’ 

'You might have let rue know, you lousy mick! We’ve been going 
crazy in here!’ 

‘And be slapped svith a felony charge, darhn’r’ 

‘He really is two-toilet Irish, Congressman - ’ 

‘lipid it, you two,’ ordered Evan, glancing at the door. ‘What the 
hell arc we going to do about this? What’s happcncS'' 

‘Yen went on the Foxicy show,’ said Mrs O'Reilly. ‘We didn’t.' 

‘I make it a point never to watch those programmes.’ mumbled 
Kendrick. 'If I do I’m expected to know something.’ 

‘Now a lot of people know about you.’ 

'You were dawn good. Congressman,' added the DC detcaivc. ‘A 
couple of boys in the department called and asked me to tell Annie to 
thank you - I told you. Annie.’ 

‘First, I haven’t had the chance, and second, with all this confusion 
1 probably would have forgotten. But 1 think. Evan, that your only 
clean way is to go out there and make some kind of statement.’ 

‘Wait a minute,’ intcrniptcd Kendrick, looking at Patrick O’Reilly. 
'Why would anyone in the police department want to thank me?’ 

‘The way you stood up to Barrish and clobbered him.’ 

‘1 gathered that, but what's Barrish to them?’ 

’He’s a Pentagon hustler with friends in high places. Also a ball- 
breaker if you've spent a few sleepless nights on stake-out and instead 
of being thanked you’re dumped on.’ 

‘What stake-out? What happened?' 

'Mister Kendrick,’ broke in .'\nnie. ‘That's a :pp out there! You've 
got to show yourself, ray something.' 

‘No. 1 want to hear this. Go on. Mr - may I call you Patnek, or 
Pat?’ 

‘"Paddy” fits better.’ The police officer patted his stomach, "niat’s 
• what I’m called.' 

' 'I'm Es'an. Drop the "Congressman” - I want to drop i: com- 
"pletcly. Please. Go on. How ss-as Barrish involved with the police?’ 

^ *1 didn’t say that, now. He, himself, is cleaner than an Irish bagpipe. 


which actually isn’t too lovely inside, but he’s purer than a blcachec 
sheet in the noonday sun.’ 

‘Men in your line of work don’t thank people for clobbering cleat 
laundry - ’ 

'Well, it wasn’t the biggest thing that ever went down; truth b 
told, by itself it was minor, but something might have come out of i 
if we could have followed up . . . The boys were tracking 
mozzarella known to launder cash through Miami and points south 
cast like the Cayman Islands. On the fourth night of the stake-out a 
the Mayflower Hotel, they thought they had him. You sec, one o 
those Bally shoe types went to his room at one o’clock in the momin| 
with a large briefcase. One o’clock in the morning - not exactly th 
start or the shank of the business day, right?’ 

'Not exactly.’ 

'Well, it turned out that the Bally shoes had legitimate investment 
with the mozzarella, and the Pentagon logs showed that he’d been ii 
a procurements conference until almost eleven-thirty and, further, h 
had to catch a plane to Los Angeles at eight in the morning, so th 
one o’clock was explained.’ 

‘What about the briefcase?’ 

‘We couldn't touch it. Much offence was taken in high dudgeoi 
and lots of national security was thrown around. You sec, someon 
. made a phone call.’ 

‘But not to a lawyer,' said Evan. 'Instead, to one Colonel Robet 
Barrish of the Pentagon.' 

‘Bingo. Our noses were shoved in dirt for impugning the motive 
of a fine, loyal Amcncan who was helping to keep the great US of I 
strong. The boys were reamed good. ’ 

‘But you think otherwise. You think a lot more than Icgitimat 
investments happened in that room.’ 

‘If it walks like a duck and talks like a duck and looks like a duck 
it’s usually a duck. But not the pair of Bally shoes; he wasn’t a duck 
he was a slap-tailed weasel whose name was stricken from our list o 
ducks.’ 

‘Thanks, Paddy . . . All right. Mrs O’Reilly, what do 1 say ou 
there?’ 

‘Whatever I suggest our boy Phil Tobias will probably object to 
you should know that. He’s on his way here.’ 

You called offhis Monday morning tennis? That’s courage beyoni 
the call of duty.' 

He s sweet and he’s smart, Evan, but I don’t think his advice cai 
help you now; you re on your own. Remember, those vultures ou 
there are convinced you vc been grandstanding all last week — runninj 
a parlay from the committee hearing to the Foxley show. If you hat 
ciphered out no one would give a damn, but you didn’t. You tool 
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on a heavyweight and made him look like a fast-talking thug and that 
makes you news. They want to know where you’re going. ’ 

'Then what do you suggest? You know where I’m going, Annie. 
What do I say?’ 

Ann Mulcahy O’Reilly looked into Kendrick’s eyes. ‘Whatever you 
want to. Congressman. Just mean it.’ 

'The plaint of the swan? My swan song, Annie?’ 

‘Only you’ll know that when you get out there.’ ' 

The undisciplined uproar in the outer office was compounded fay 
the sudden eruption of strobe flashes and the shifting, bh'nding 
floodlights of the television crews swinging their lethal mini-cams in 
the crowd. Questions were shouted and outshouted. Several of the 
more prominent newspeople were arrogantly demanding their rights 
for the closest, most prominent positions, so the congressman from 
Colorado’s ninth district simply walked to his receptionist's desk, 
moved the blotter and the telephone console aside, and sat on top. He 
smiled gamely, held up both hands several times, and refused to 
speak. Gradually the cacophony subsided, broken now and then by a 
strident voice answered by the silent stare of mock surprise on the 
part of the shocked representative. Finally, it was' understood: Con- 
gressman Evan Kendrick was not going to open his mouth unless and 
until he could be heard by everyone. Silence descended. 

'Thanks very much,’ said Evan. ‘I need all the help I can get to 
figure out what I want to say — before yon say what you want to say, 
which is different because you’ve got it all figured out.' 

‘Congressman Kendrick,’ shouted an abrasive television journalist, 
obvnously upset by his status in the second row. 'Is it ime—' 

‘Oh, come on, will you?’ broke in Evan firmly. ‘Give me a break, 
friend. You’re used to this. I’m not.’ 

‘That’s not the way you came over on television, sir!’ replied the 
^erstwhile anchorman. 

\ ‘That was one-to-one, as I see it. This is one against the whole 
•Colosseum wanting a lion’s dinner. Let me say something first, 
okay?’ 

j. 'Of course, sir.’ 

m glad it wasn’t you last week, Stan - 1 think vour name is Stan.’ 
is. Congressman.’ 

’ou would have had my head along with your brandy.’ 

'ou’re very kind, sir.’ 

lo kidding? It is a compliment, isn’t it?’ 

'es. Congressman, it is. That’s our job.’ 
respect that. I wish to hell you'd do it more often. ' 

Hiat?’ . 

)ne of the most respeaed members of my staff’ cenrir'— 
drick quickly, ‘e.xplained to me that I should make a star 
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That’s kind of awesome if you've never been asked to m: 
statement before - ’ 

‘You did run for office, sir,' interrupted another television rep< 
very obviously moving her blond hair into her camera’s f 
‘Certainly statements were required then.' 

‘Not if the incumbent represented our district’s version of Pin 
the Apes. Check it out. I’ll stand by that. Now, may I go on or 
simply go out? I'll be quite hottest with you. 1 really don’t g 
damn.’ 

‘Go on, sir,’ said the gentleman often referred to as Stan-thc- 
a broad grin on his telegenic face. 

'Okay . . . My very v.tlucd staff member also mentioned that 
of you, if not .ill of you, might be under the impression that i 
grandstanding last week. “Grandstanding.” ... As 1 understan 
term it means c.iHiiig attention to oneself by performing 
basically melodramatic act - with or without substance - that i 
the attention of the crowds watching - in the grandstands - o 
per.son performing that act. If that definition is accurate then 1 
decline the title of grandstandcr - if it's a word - because I n 
looking for anyone’s approval. Again. 1 really don’t care.’ 

The momentary shock w.is dispelled by the congressman’s f 
pressing the air in front of him Tm quite sincere about that. 1 
and gentlemen i don’t expect to be around here very long - ’ 

'Do you have a hciilih problem, sir’’ shouted a young man fror 
back of the room 

‘Do you want to arm wrestle? . No. 1 have no such pro 
that I’m aware ol'- ' 

‘I was a collegiate boxing champion, sir,’ added the you 
reporter in the rear, unable to contain himself amid humorous 
from the crowd ‘Sorry, sir.' he said, embarrassed. 

‘Don’t be. young fella. If 1 had your talent. I’d probably chall 
the head of Pentagon procurements and his counterpart in 
Kremlin, and we'd solve everything the old-fashioned way. 
challenger from each side and save the battalions. But no, I don’t 
your talent and I also have no problems of health.’ 

’ Then what dtd you mc.an?’ asked a respected columnist frou 
iVcH’ York Times. 

‘I’m flattered you’re here,' said Evan, recognizing the man. *! 
no idea I was worth your time.’ 

'1 think you arc, and my ume’s not that valuable. Where are 
coming from. Congressman?’ 

Tm not certain, but to answer your first question, I’m not si 
belong here. As to your second question, since I’m not sure 1 sh 
be here, 1 m in the enviable position of saying what 1 want to 
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without regard to the consequences - the political consequences, I 
guess.’ 

‘That is news,’ said the acerbic Stan-thc-man, writing in his 
notebook. ‘Your statement, sir.’ 

‘Thanks. I think I’d like to get it over with. -Like a lot of people, I 
don’t like what I see. I’ve been away from this country for many 
years, and maybe you have to get away to understand what we’ve 
got - if only to compare it with what others haven’t got. There’s not 
supposed to be an oligarchy running this government and yet it seems 
to me that one has moved in. I can’t put my finger on it, or them, 
but they’re there, I know it. So do you. They want to escalate, always 
escalate, always pointing to an adversary who himself has escalated to 
the top of his economic and technological ladder. Where the hell do 
we stop? Where do they stop? When do we stop giving our children 
nightmares because all they hear is the goddamned promise of 
annihilation? When do their kids stop hearing it? . . . Or do we just 
keep going up in this elevator designed in hell until we can’t come 
down any longer, which won’t make much difference anyway 
because all the streets outside will be in flames . . . Forgive me, I 
know it’s not fair, but I suddenly don’t want any more questions. I’m 
going back to the mountains.’ Evan Kendrick got off the desk and 
walked swiftly through the stunned crowd to his office door. He 
opened it, quickening his steps, and disappeared into the hallway. 

‘He’s not going to the mountains,’ whispered Patrick Xavier 
O’Reilly to his wife. ‘That lad is staying right here in this town.' 

‘Oh, shusshV cried Annie, tears in her eyes. ‘He’s just cut himself 
off from the entire HillV 

‘Maybe the Hill, lass, but not from us. He’s put his not-too-dclicate 
finger on it. They all make the money and we’re scared shitless. 
Watch him, Annie, care for him. He’s a x'oice we want to hear.’ 



CHAPTER 19 


Kendrick wandered the hot, torpid streets of Washington, his sh 
open, his jacket slung over his shoulder, not having any idea whe 
he was going, only to clear his head by putting one foot ahead of t 
other in aimless sequence. More often than he eared to count, he h 
been stopped by strangers whose comments were pretty oqua 
divided but slightly weighted in his favour, a fact he was not sure 
liked, 

'Hell of a job you did on that double-talking prick, Senator!’ 

‘I'm not a senator. I'm a congressman. Thank you, 1 guess.' 

'Who do you think you a'c. Congressman Whatever-your-name i: 
Trying to trip up a fine, loyal American like Colonel Barrisl 
Goddamned left-wing bachelor-fairy!’ 

‘Can 1 sell you some perfume? The colonel bought some.* 

’He)', man, I dig your MTV! You move good and you sing in a hig 
register. That mother would send all the brothers back to 'Nam fc 
raw mc3t!‘ 

‘I don't think he would, soldier. There’s no discrimination in hiit 
We’re all raw meat.’ 

‘Because you’re clever doesn’t make you right, sir! And because h 
was tricked - admittedly by his own words - doesn’t make hit 
wrong. He’s a man committed to the strength of our nation, and yo 
obviously arc not!’ 

‘I think I’m committed to reason. ir>. That doesn’t c.xclude oi; 
country’s strength, at least I would hope not.’ 

‘I saw no evidence of that!' 

‘Sony. It‘s there.’ 


Thank you. Congressman, for saying what so many of us * 
thinking.’ 

‘Why don’t ycu say it?' 

I m not sure. Es’erywhere you turn someone’s shouting at us 


260 



stand tough. I was a kid at Bastogne, in the Bulge, and nobody had 
to tell me to be tough. I was tough - and damned scared, too. It just 
happened; I wanted to live. But things are different now. It’s not men 
against men, or even guns and planes. It's machines flying through 
the air punching big holes in the earth. You can’t aim at them, y’ou 
can’t stop them. All you can do is wait.’ 

‘I wish you’d been at the hearing. You just said it better than 1 ever 
could with better credentials.’ 

He really did not want to talk any more; he was talked out and 
strangers in the streets were not helping him find the solitude he 
needed. He had to think, sort things out for himself, decide what to 
do and decide quickly if only to put the decision behind him. He bad 
accepted the Partridge Committee assignment for a specific reason: 
be wanted a voice in his district’s selection of the man who would 
succeed him, and his aide, Phil Tobias, had persuaded him that 
accepting Partridge’s summons would guarantee him a voice. But 
what Evan wondered was did he really give a damn? 

To a degree he had to admit that he did, but not because of any 
territorial claim. He had walked into a minor political arena an angry 
man with his eyes open. Could he simply close up shop because he 
was irritated by a brief flurry of public exposure? He did not wear a 
badge of morality on his lapel, but there was something inherently 
distasteful to him about someone who gave a commitment and 
walked away from it because of personal inconvenience. On the other 
hand, in the words of another era, he had thrown out the rascals who 
had been taking Colorado's ninth distria to the cleaners. He had done 
what he wanted to do. What more could the voters oFhis constituency 
want from him? He had awakened them; at least he thought he had 
and had spared neither words nor money in trying to do so. 

Think. He really had to think. He would probably keep the 
Colorado property for some future time as yet unconsidered; he was 
forty-one; in nineteen years he would be si.xty. What the hell did that 
matter? ... It did matter. He was heading back to Southwest Asia, 
to the jobs and the people he knew best how to work with, but, like 
Manny, he was not going to live out his last years, or with luck a 
decade or two, in those surroundings . . . Manny. Emmanuel Wein- 
grass, genius, brilliance personified, autocrat, renegade, totally 
impossible human being - yet the only father he had ever known. He 
never knew his own father; that far-away man had died building a 
bridge in Nepal, leaving a humorously cynical wife who claimed that 
having married an otitragcoiKsly young captain in the Army Corps of 
^Engineers during the Second World War, she had fewer episodes of 
connubial bliss than Catherine of Aragon. 

'Hey!' yelled a rotund man who had just walked ( 




‘Kashi and I watched the programme this morning. You were most 
cfiective, my friend.’ 

‘We’ll talk about it later.’ He had spent the afternoon watching 
baseball and drinking whisky. At six-thirty he had turned on the 
news, one network after another, only to see himself in brief segments 
from the Foxley show. In disgust, he had switched to an arts channel 
that showed a film depicting the mating habits of whales off the coast 
of Tierra del Fuego. He was amazed; he fell asleep. 

Today, instinct told him to keep his room key, so he rushed 
through the Madison’s lobby to the elevators. Once inside the room 
he removed 'his clothes down to his shorts and lay on the bed. And 
whether it was a symptom of a repressed ego or sheer curiosity, he 
turned on the remote control unit and s%vitchcd the channel to Cable 
News. Seven minutes later he saw himself walking out of his office. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen, you have just seen one of the most unusual press 
conferences this reporter has ever attended. Not only unusual, but unusually 
one-sided. This frst-term representative from Colorado has raised issues of 
obvious national importance but refuses to be questioned as to his conclusions. 
He simply walks away. On his behalf it should be said that he denies 
“grandstanding” because he apparently is not sure he intends to remain in 
Washington — which we assume means government - nevertheless his 
statements were provocative, to say the least.' 

The videotape suddenly stopped, replaced by the live face of an 
anchorwoman. ‘We switch now to the Department of Defense where 
, we understand that an under secretary in charge of Strategic Deter- 
rence has a prepared statement. It’s yours, Steve. ' 

Another face, this a dark-haired, blunt-featured reporter with too 
j many teeth who peered into a camera and whispered. ‘Under 
’ Secretary Jasper Hefflefinger, who manages to be hauled out when- 

■ ever someone attacks the Pentagon, has rushed into the breach opened 
_,by Congressman — who? — Henryk, of Wyoming - what? - Colorado! 

■ Here is Under Secretary Hefflefinger ' 

Another face. A jowled but handsome man. a strong face with a 
‘ shock of silver hair that demanded attention. And with a voice that 
would be envied by the most prominent radio announcers of the .'err 
.thirties and forties. ‘I say to the Congressman that we ivelccm '.'-s 
^■'comments. We W'ant the same thing, sir! The avoidance of catasc-er::^-. 
i^VJie pursuit of liberty and freedom - ’ 

f'"' He went on and on, saying everything but also saving nen::.a~. 
vC'iev'er once addressing the issues of escalation and contairnn^n 

Why me? shouted Kendrick to himself IVhy me? To ^ 

.Vith ever)'thing\ He shut off the television set, reached ‘ ' ' 

nd called Colorado. ‘Hi, Manny,’ he sail' 


brupt hello. 
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Russian or an agent from the Eastern bloc, I’ve fought both for the 
past ten years, as a number of people in this government know.’ 

The granite-eyed politician studied Varak. ‘You wouldn’t have the 
guts or the stupidity to say that to me unless you could back it up,’ 
he intoned in the pungent accent of a northern New Englander. ‘Still, 
you threatened me!’ 

‘Only to get your attention, to persuade you to see me. May I sit 
down?’ 

‘Sit,’ said the Speaker as if addressing a dog he e.xpected to obey 
him. Varak did so, maintaining ample space between them. ‘What do 
you know about the events that may or may not have taken place 
sometime back in the fifties?’ 

‘It was the seventeenth of March. 1951 to be exact,’ replied the 
Czech. ‘On that day a male child was bom in Belfast’s Lady of Mercy 
Hospital to a young woman who had emigrated to America several 
years before. She had returned to Ireland, her explanation, indeed, a 
sad one. Her husband had died and in her bereavement she wanted to 
have their child at home, among her family.’ 

His gaze cold and unflinching, the Speaker said, ‘So?’ 

‘I think you know, sir. There was no husband over here, but there 
was a man who must have loved her very much. A rising young 
politician trapped in an unhappy marriage from which he could not 
escape because of the laws of the Church and his constituents’ blind 
adherence to them. For years this man, who was also an attorney, 
sent money to the woman and visited her and the child in Ireland as 
often as he could ... . as an American uncle, of course - ’ 

‘You can prove who these people were?’ interrupted the ageing 
Speaker curtly. ‘Not hearsay or rumour or questionable eyewitness 
indentification but written proof?’ 

‘I can.’ 

‘With what? How?’ 

‘Letters were exchanged.’ 

‘Liar!' snapped the septuagenarian. ‘She burned every damned one 
before she died!’ 

‘I’m afraid she burned all but one,’ said Varak softly. ‘I bchev'c she 
had every intention of destroying it, too, but death came earlier than 
she expected. Her husband found it buried under several articles in 
her bedside table. Of course, he doesn’t know who E is, nor does he 
want to know. He’s only grateful that his wife declined your offer 
and stayed with him these past twenty years.' 

The old man turned away, the hint of tears welling in his eyes, 
sniffed away in self-discipline. ‘My wife had left me then,’ he said, 
barely audible. ‘Our daughter and son were in college and th''’“,swas 
no reason to keep up the rotten pretence any longer. T)\ Nd 

changed, outlooks changed, and 1 was as secure as a If 
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I CS* 1 1. 11 * 

‘The horscshit aside, why would 1 agree to whatever the hell you re 
talking about?’ 

‘Because of a detail in Ireland you arc not aware of. 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘You've heard of the killer who calls himself Tammy O Sheary, 
the provisional “wing commander" of the Irish Republican Army?’ 

‘A pis;! A blot on every Irish clan’s escutcheon’’ 

‘He’s your son.’ 

A week had passed and for Kendrick it was further proof of the quick 
passage of fame in Washington. The Partridge Committee’s televised 
hearings were suspended at the request of the Pentagon, who issued 
dual statements th.tt it was revising certain financial ‘in-depth’ records, 
as well as the fact that Colonel Robert Barnsh had been promoted to 
brigadier general and posted to the island of Guam to oversee that 
most vital outpost of freedom. 

One Joseph Smith of 7() Cedar Street in Clinton. New Jersey, 
whose father liad been with the 27th in Guam, roared with laughter 
as he poked his wife's left breast in front of the television screen. 
‘He’s been Iwscd, babe! And that wh.it 's-his-facc did it' He’s my bttddyV 
But as all brief periods of euphv'tia must come to an .abrupt end, so 
did the tciiiporars relief fell b% the representative of the Ninth 
Congressioii.d lloirui ot t olorad^i 

■Jesus (.'/iriu'' sciled Phil 1 obias. ehiel aide to the Congressman, as 
he held ins hand over the telephone 'If s the Speaker of the House 
liimsfit' No aide, no secretary , hut /iiml' 

'Mavhe vuu should let the other "himscif ” know about it,’ said 
Annie O'RcilK He called on vour line, not mine. Don’t talk, 
sweetie, just push the hutcun and announce It’s out of your league,’ 
'But It isn t rilin' 1 lis people should have called me - ’ 

•Dint'’ 

Tobias did it 
‘Kaidnck?’ 

'Yes, Mr Speaker-' 

‘You got a (csv minutes to sp.irc-' asked the New Englander, the 
word ‘spare’ emerging as 'spji -yah' 

‘Well, of course, Mr Speaker, it you ihiuk w's important.’ 

‘I wouldn’t cal! a shit-head ircshman direct if I didn’t think it was 
iniport,iin.' 

’Then I can only hope that a shit'-head Speaker has a vital issue to 
discuss,' replied Kendrick 'If he doesn't. I'll charge my hourly 
consultation rate to hit state Is that understood. Mr Speaker?’ 

’! like yo’ur style, boy. We’re on dilTcrcnt sides but I like your 
style.’ 
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‘You may not when I’m in your office.’ 

‘I like that even better.’ 

Astonished, Kendrick stood in front of the desk staring in silence at 
the evasive eyes of the gaunt-faced, white-haired Speaker of the 
House. The Old Irishman had just made an extraordinary statement, 
which should have been, at the ver^' least, a proposal but was, instead, 
a bombshell in Evan’s path of retreat from Washington, DC. ‘The 
Subcommittee on Oversight and Evaluation?’ said Kendrick in quiet 
anger. ‘Of IntelligeiiceV 

‘That’s it,’ answered the Speaker, glancing down at his papers. 

‘How dare you? You can’t do that!* 

‘It’s done. Your appointment’s announced.’ 

‘Without my consent^ 

‘I don’t need it. I don’t say you had the clearest sailing •with your 
own party leaders — you’re not the most popular fella on your side of 
the fence — but with a little persuasion they agreed. You’re kind of a 
symbol of independent bipartisanship.’ 

‘Symbol? IVliat symbol? I’m no symbol!' 

‘You got a tape of the Foxley show?’ 

‘It’s non-history. It’s forgotten!’ 

‘Or that little rhubarb you pulled in your office the next morning? 
That fella from the New York Times did a hell of a column on you, 
made you out like some kind of- what was it? 1 reread it yesterday - 
“a reasoned voice among the babel of mad crows”.’ 

‘All that was weeks ago and nobody’s mentioned anything of 
substance since then. I’ve faded.’ 

‘You just sprang back to full flower.’ 

‘I refuse the appoinment! I don’t care to be burdened by secrets 
involving national security. I’m not staying in government and I 
consider it an untenable position to be placed in - a dangerous 
situation to put it bluntly.’ 

‘You publicly refuse and your party will wash you out of its hair - 
publicly. They’ll call you a few names, like a rich mistake and 
irresponsible, and' revive that jackass you buried with your money. 
He and his little machine are missed around here.’ The Speaker 
^ paused, chuckling. ‘They beavered away for everybody with nice 
little perks like private jets and fancy suites from Hawaii to the South 
of France owned by the mining boys. Didn't make a damn bit of 
difference what party you were with, they just wanted a few 
addendums on legislation — couldn’t care less where they come from. 
Hell, Congressman, you refuse you could be doing all of us a favour.’ 

‘You really arc a shit-head, Mr Speaker. ’ 

‘I’m pragmatic, son.’ 

c V' ‘But you’ve done so many decent things - ’ 
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‘They came from being practical,’ interrupted the old pol. ‘They 
don’t get done with buckets of vinegar, they go down easier with 
pitchers of warm syrup, like sweet Vermont syrup, get my drift?’ 

‘Do you realize that with one statement you just condoned political 
corruption?’ 

‘The hell 1 did! I just condoned the acceptance of minor greed as 
part of the human condition in exchange for major legislation that' 
helps the people who really need it! 1 got those things through, shit- 
head, by blinking my eyes to incidental indulgences when those who 
got ’em knew my eyes weren’t closed. You rich son of a bitch, you 
wouldn’t understand. Sure, wc got a few millionaires around here, 
but most aren’t. They live on yearly salaries that you’d piss away in a 
month. They leave office because they can’t put their two or three 
kids through college on what they make, forget vacations. So you’re 
goddamned right, I blink.’ 

‘All n?/i(!’ shouted Kendrick. ‘I can understand that, but what I 
can’t understand is your appointing me to Oversight! There’s nothing 
in my background that qualifies me for such an assignment. I could 
name thirty or forty others who know a lot more than I do - which 
isn’t hard bcc.ausc ! don’t know anything. They follow these things, 
they love being on the inside of that dumb business - I repeat. I think 
it’s a dumb biisitie.'s! Call on one of them. They’re all salivating at the 
chance.' 

‘That kind of appetite isn't what we’re lookin' for. son,’ said the 
Speaker in his now heavilv pronounced down home, Down East 
accent that belied decades of sophisticated political negotiations in the 
nation’s capital 'tiuod healthy scepticism, like what you showed that 
double-talking colonel on the Foxley show, that’s the ticket. You’ll 
make a real contribution,’ 

‘You’re wrong, Mr Speaker, because I have nothing to contribute, 
not even the slightest interest Barnsh was using and abusing gener- 
alities, arrogantly refusing to talk straight, only talk down. It was 
entirely diflcrent 1 repeat. I have no interest in Oversight.’ 

‘Well, now, my young friend, interests change with conditions, 
like in the banks. Somethin' happens and the rates go up or down 
accordingly. .'\nd some of us are more familiar than others with 
certain Iraubled are.is of the world - you certainly qualify in that 
regard. As that beautiful book says, talents buried in the ground don’t 
do anybody a cow’ dung's worth of good, but if they’re brought up 
into the light, they can flourish. Like your new flowering.’ 

'If you’re referring to the time I spent in the Arab Emirates, please 
remember I was a construction engineer whose only concerns were 
jobs and profits.’ 

‘Is that so?' 

‘Tlic average tounst knew more about the politics and cultures of 
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those countries than I did. All of us in construction kept pretty much 
to ourselves; we had our ov/n circles and rarely stepped outside them. ’ 

‘I find that hard to believe — damn near impossible, in fact. I got 
the congressional background report on you, young fella, and I tel! 
ya it blew my good New England socks off. Here you are right here 
in Washington and you built airfields and government buildings for 
the Arabs, which certainly means you had to have a hell of a lot of 
conversations with the high mucky-mucks over there. I mean airfields; 
that’s military intelligence, son! Then I learn you speak several Arab 
languages, not one but several!’ 

‘It’s one language, the rest are simply dialects — ’ 

‘I tel! you you’re invaluable, and it’s no less than your patriotic 
duty to serve your country by sharing what you know v.dth other 
experts.’ 

‘I’m tiot an expert!’ 

‘Besides,’ broke in the Speaker, leaning back in his chair, his 
expression pensive, ‘under the circumstances, what with your back- 
ground and all, if you refused the appointment it’d look like you had 
somethin’ to hide, somethin’ maybe we ought to look into. You got 
somethin’ to hide, Congressman.’ The Speaker’s eyes were suddenly 
levelled at Evan. 

Something to hide? He had everything to hide! IVhy did the Speaker look 
at him like that? No one knew about Oman, about Masqat and Bahrain. No 
one would ever know! That was the agreement. 

‘There’s not a damn thing to hide, but there’s everything to let 
lang out,’ said Kendrick firmly. ‘You’d be doing the subcommittee a 
iisservice based on a misplaced appraisal of my credentials. Do 
roursclf a favour. Call one of the others.’ 

‘The beautiful book, that most holy of books, has so many answers, 
loesn’t it?* asked the Speaker aimlessly, his eyes once again straying. 
Many might be called, but few are chosen, isn’t that right?’ 

‘Oh, for God’s sake - ’ 

‘That might well be the case, young fella,’ broke in the old 
rishman, nodding his head. ‘Only time will tell, won’t it? Mean- 
.vhile, the congressional leadership of your party has decided that 
you’re chosen. So you’re chosen — unless you’ve got something to 
lide, something we ought to look into . . . Now, skedaddle. I’s’c got 
.vork to do.’ 

‘Skedaddle?’ 

‘Get the fuck out of here, Kendrick.’ 



CHAPTER 20 


The t%vo bodies of Congress, the Senate and the House, have several 
committees of matching purpose with similar or nearly similar names. 
There is Senate Appropriations and House Appropriations, the Senate 
Foreign Relations and the House Foreign Affairs, the Senate Select 
Committee on Intelligence and the House Permanent Select Commit- 
tee on Intelligence, this last with a powerful Subcommittee on 
Oversight and Evaluation, This counterpartism is one more example 
of the republic’s cffecrivc system of checks and balances. The legisla- 
tive branch of government, actively refleaing the current views of a 
far wider spearum of the body politic than cither an entrenched 
executive branch or the life-tenured judiciary, must negotiate wnthin 
itself and reach a consensus on each of the hundredfold issues 
presented to its two deliberative arms. The process is patently 
frustrating, patently c-xasperating, and generally fair. If compromise 
is the art of governance within a pluralistic society, no one does j 
better, or with more aggravation, than the legislative branch of thi 
United States government with its innumerable, often insufferabli 
and frequently ridiculous committees. This assessment is accurate; : 
pluralistic soacty is, indeed, numerous, usually insufferable to would' 
be tyrants, and almost always ridiculous in the eyes of those whe 
would impose their will on the citizenry. One man’s morality shoulc 
never by way of ideology become another’s legality, as many in thi 
executive and the judinary would have it. More often than not these 
quasi-zealots grudgingly retreat in the face of the uproars cmanatinc 
from those lower-class troublesome committees on the Hill. Despite 
infrequent and unforgivable aberrations, the vox popiili is usually 
heard and the land is better for it. 

But there are some committees on Capitol Hill where voices arc 
muted by logic and necessity. These arc the small, restricted councili 
that concentrate on the strategics formed by the various intcliigentt 
agencies within the government And perhaps because the voices art 
essentially quiet and the members of these committees are examined 
in depth by stringent security procedures, a certain aura dcsccndi 
over those selffted to the select committees. They, know things others 
arc not privileged to know; they arc different, conceivably a bcttci 
breed of men and women. There also exists a tacit understandinij 
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between the Congress and the media for the latter to restrain 
themselves in areas concerning these committees; a senator or a 
congressman is appointed, but his or her appointment does not 
become a cause celebre. Yet neither is there secrecy; the appointment is 
made and a basic reason given, both the act and reason stated simply, 
without embellishment. In the case of the representative from the 
ninth district of Colorado, one Congressman Evan Kendrick, it was 
put forth tliat he was a construction engineer with extensive experi- 
ence in the Middle East, especially the Persian Gulf. Since few knew 
little or anything about the area, and it was accepted that the 
congressman had been an executive employed somewhere in the- 
Mediterranean years ago, the appointment was considered reasonable 
and nothing unusual was made of it. 

However, editors, commentators and politicians are keenly aware 
of the nuances of growing recognition, for recognition accompanies 
power in the District of Columbia. There are committees and then 
again there are committees. A person appointed to Indian Affairs is not 
in the same league with another sent to Ways and Means - the first 
does the minimum to look after a discarded, basically' disenfranchised 
people; the latter explores the methods and procedures to pay for the 
entire government to stay in business. Nor is Environment on a par 
with Armed Services - the former’s budgets are continuously, 
abusively reduced, while the expenditure on weaponry reach^ 
beyond all horizons. The allocation of moneys is the mother’s milk 
of influence. Yet simply put, few committees on the Hill can match 
the nimbus, the quiet mystique, that hovers over those associated 
with the clandestine world of intelligence. When sudden appoint- 
ments are made to these select councils, eyes watch, colleagues whisper 
in cloakrooms, and the media is poised at the ready in front of word 
processors, microphones and cameras. Usually nothing comes of 
these preparations and the names fade into comfortable or uncomfort- 
able oblivion. But not always, and had Evan Kendrick been aware of 
the subtleties, he might have risked telling the crafty Speaker of the 
House to go to hell. 

However, he was not aware, and it would not have made any 
difference if he had been; the progress of Inver Brass was not to be 
denied. 


It was si.\-thirty in the morning, a Monday morning, the early sun 
about to break over the Virginia hills, as Kendrick, naked, plunged 
into his pool, trusting that ten or twenty laps in the cold October 
water would remove the cobwebs obscuring his vision and painfully 
spreading through his temples. Ten hours ago he had beer^aQking 
farSpo many brandies with Emmanuel Weingrass in Colot. hilc 
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sitting in a ridiculously opulent gazebo, both laughing at the visible 
streams rushing below the glass floor. 

‘Soon you will see whaksV Manny had exclaimed. 

‘Like you promised the kids in that half dried-up river wherever it 
was.’ 

‘We had lousy bait. 1 should have used one of the mothers. That 
black girl. She was 

‘Her husband was a major, a bif> major, in the Army Engineers. He 
might have objected.’ 

‘Their daughter was a beautiful child . . . She was killed with all 
the others.’ 

‘Oh, Christy Manny. 

‘It’s time for you to go.' 

‘I don’t want to go.' 

‘You must! You have a meeting m the morning, already two hours 
ahead of us.’ 

‘I can skip it. I’ve skipped one or two others.’ 

‘One, and at great harm to my well-being. Your jet is waiting at 
the airfield in Mesa Verde. You’ll be in Washington in four hours.’ 

As he swam chrougii the water, each length faster than the last, he 
thought of Oscrsight’s morning conference, .idmitting to himself that 
he was glad Manny had insisted he return to the capital. 'The 
subcommittee's meetings had fascinated him - f.isc!n.ucd him, 
angered him, .istonished him. appalled him. but most of all fascinated 
him There oere so m.in> ihini;> going on in the world that he knew 
nothing about, boili for and against the interests of the United States. 
But It wasn't until his third meeting that he understood a recurring 
error m his i.oIlc.igues' jpproaeh to the witnesses from the various 
intclhgcnec branches Tlie mistake svas that they would look for flaws 
in the witnesses' arguments for carrying out certain operations when 
what thev should have been ijucstioning were the operations 
tlicm.scivc.s 

It was understandable, tor the men who were paraded in front of 
Oversight to plead their eases - exclusively men, which should have 
been a clue - were solt-spokcn professionals from a violent clandestine 
W'orld who played down the melodrama a.ssoaated with that world. 
They delivered their esoteric jargon cjuietly, swelling the heads of 
those iistcning, (t was heady stutV to be a part of that global 
underground, even in a (.onsulting capacity, it fed the adolescent 
fanttsies of mature adults There were no C:otoncl Robert Barrishes 
among these witnesses; instead, they were a stream of attractive, 
well-dressed, consistently modest and moderate men w'ho appeared 
before the subcommittee to explain in coldly professional terms wdiat 
they could accomplish it moneys were provided, and why it ivas 
imperative for the nation's seainty that it be done. More oftcn-'Bian 
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not the question was: Can yoir do it? Not whether it was right, or 
even if it made sense. 

These lapses of judgment occurred often enough to disturb the 
congressman from Colorado who had briefly been part of that savage, 
violent world the witnesses dealt with. He could not romanticize it; 
he loathed it. The terrible, breathless fear that was part of the 
terrifying game of taking and losing human life in shadows belonged 
to some dark age where life itself was measured solely by survival. 
One did not live in that kind of world; one endured it with sweat and 
with hollow pains in the stomach, as Evan had endured his abrupt 
exposure to it. Yet he knew that world went on; inhabitants of it had 
saved him from the sharks of Qatar. Nevertheless, during the coming 
sessions he probed, asking harsher and harsher questions. He under- 
stood that his name was being quietly, electrically, emphatically 
bounced around the halls of Congress, the Central Intelligence 
Agency, even the White House. Who was this agitator, this trouble- 
maker? He did not give a damn; they were legitimate questions and 
he would ask them. Who the hell was sacrosana? Who was beyond 
the laws? 

There was a commotion above him, wild gestures and shouts he 
dimly perceived through the water rushing past his face in the pool. 
He stopped at mid-length and shook his head while treading water. 
The intruder was Sabri, but it was a Sabri Hassan he rarely saw, TTie 
ever calm middle-aged PhD from Dubai was beside himself, fiercely 
trying to control his actions and his words, but only barely 
succeeding. 

‘You must leave]' he shouted as Evan cleared his ears of water. 

‘What . . . what?' 

‘Oman! Masqat! The story is on all the channels, all the stations! 
There arc even photographs of you dressed as one of ns — in Masqat] 
Both the radio and the television keep interrupting programmes to 
report the latest developments! It was just released within the past 
few minutes; newspapers arc holding- up their late morning editions 
for further details - ' 

‘Jesus Christ!’ roared Kendrick, leaping out of the pool as Sabri 
threw a towel around him. 

‘The reporters and the rest of those people will undoubtedly be 
here in a matter of minutes,’ said the Arab. ‘I took the phone off the 
hook and Kashi is loading our car — forgive me, the car you most 
generously provided us - ’ 

‘Forget that stufP.’ yelled Es'an, starting toward the house. ‘What’s 
your wife doing with the car?’ 

- ‘Putting in your clothes, enough for several days if necessary’. Your 
^-rwn car might be recognized; ours is always in the garage. 1 assume'-’' 
qou wanted some time to think.’ 

;i 
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‘Some time to plan a couple of murders!’ agreed Evan, dashing 
through the patio door and up the back staircase. Dr Hassan following 
closely. ‘How the hell did it happen^ Goddamn it!’ 

‘I fear it’s only the beginning, my friend.’ 

‘H'hat?’ asked Kendrick, racing into the huge master bedroom 
overlooking the pool and going to his bureau, where he hurriedly 
opened drawers, whipping out socks, underwear and a shirt. 

‘The stations arc calling all manner of people for their comments. 
They’re most laudator^’, of course.’ 

'What else could they say?’ said Evan, putting on his socks and 
shorts while Sabri unfolded his laundered shirt and handed it to him. 
‘That they were all rooting for their terrorist buddies in Palestine?’ 
Kendrick put on the shirt and ran to his closet, yanking out a pair of 
trousers. Sabri’s wife. Kashi, walked through the door. 

‘Anahdsfa!’ she exclaimed, asking to be pardoned and turning away. 

'No time for citakalcd. Kashi,' cried the congressman, telling her to 
forget her traditions. ‘How arc you doing with the clothes?’ 

‘They might not be your choices, dear Evan, but they will cover 
you,’ replied the swcct-faccd anxious wife. ‘It also occurred to me 
that you could call us from wherever you arc and 1 can bring things 
to you. Many people on the newspapers know my husband but none 
know me. I am never in evidence.’ 

‘Your choice, not mine,’ said Kendrick, putting on a jacket and 
returning to the bureau for his wallet, money clip and lighter. *Wc 
mav be i losing up this place. Kashi, and heading out to Colorado. 
Out there sou can be my official hostess.' 

‘t)h. that's I'oolish, dear Evan,' giggled Mrs Hassan. ‘It’s not 
proper.' 

'You're the professor. Sabri.' added Kcndnck, rapidly running a 
comb through his hair 'When arc you going to teach her?’ 

‘When will she listen? Our women must have advantages we men 
know notliiiig about 

‘Let's 

'The keys arc in the car. dear Evan - ' 

‘Tlianks, Kashi,' said Kendrick, going out the door and down the 
staircase with Sabri. 'Tell me.' continued Evan .as both men crossed 
through the portico into the large garage that housed his Mercedes 
convertible and Hassaii's Cimarron Cadillac. ‘How much of the story 
do they have?' 

‘1 can only compare svhat i'vc heard with what Emmanuel told me, 
for you have said literally nothing.' 

It s not that I wanted to keep anything from you — ‘ 

‘Please, Evan,’ interrupted the professor. 'How long have 1 known 
you? 'You arc uncomfortable praising yourself, even indirectly.’ 

Praise, hell!' exclaimed Kcndnck. opening the garage door, ‘I blew 
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it! I was a dead man with a bleeding pig strapped to my back about 
to be dropped over the shoals of Qatar! Others did it, not me. They 
saved my overachieving ass.’ 

‘Without you they could have done nothing - ’ 

‘Forget it,’ said Evan, standing by the door of the Cadillac. ‘How 
much have they learned?’ 

‘In my opinion, very little. Not an iota of what Emmanuel told 
me, even discounting his natural exaggerations. The journalists are 
scratching for details, and apparently those details are not 
forthcoming.’ 

‘That doesn’t tell me much. Why did you say it was only “the 
beginning” when we left the pool?’ 

‘Because of a man who was interviewed - roused willingly out of 
his house, obviously - a colleague of yours on the House Intelligence 
Subcommittee, a congressman named Mason.’ 

‘Mason . . . ?’ said Kendrick, frowning.^ ‘He’s got a big profile in 
Tulsa or Phoenix - I forget which - but he’s a zero. A few weeks ago 
there was a quiet movement to get him off the committee.’ 

‘That’s hardly the way he was presented, Evan.’ 

‘I’m sure it wasn’t. What did he say?’ 

‘That you were the most astute member of the committee. You 
were the brilliant one whom everyone looked up to and listened to.’ 

‘Bullshit! I talked some and asked a few questions but never that 
much, and in the second place I don’t think Mason and I ever said 
more than “hello” to each other! It’s bullsliitV 
‘It’s also all over the country — ’ 

The sound of one, then two cars screeching to a stop in front of the 
luse broke through the silence of the enclosed garage. 

‘Good Christ!’ whispered Evan. ‘I’m cornered!’ 

‘Not yet,’ said Dr Hassan. ‘Kashi knows what to do. She will 
mit the early arrivals, speaking Hebrew, incidentally, and usher 
em into the solarium. She will pretend not to understand them and 
us will stall them — for only a few minutes, of course. Go, Evan, 
cc the pasture road south until you reach the highway. In an hour 
1 replace the phone. Call us. Kashi will bring you whatever you 
ed.’ 

:ndrick kept dialling repeatedly, punching the button down with 
ch repeated busy signal until finally, to his relief, he heard the sound 
a ring. 

‘Congressman Kendrick’s residence—’ 

‘It’s me, Sabri.’ 

‘Now I am truly astonished you got through. I’m also delighted for 
ran once again take the telephone off the hook.’ 

‘How arc things going?’ 
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'Calamitously, my friend. Also at your office and at your home in 
Colorado. All arc under siege.’ 

‘How do you know?’ 

‘Here no one will leave and, like you, Emmanuel finally reached us 
with a great deal of profanity. He claimed to have been trying for 
nearly half an hour - ’ 

‘I’ve got ten minutes on him. What did he say?’ 

‘The house is surrounded, crowds everywhere. Apparently the 
newspaper and television people .all flew into Mesa Verde, where 
most were stranded, as three taxis could hardly accommodate such 
numbers.’ 

‘All this must blow Manny’s mind.’ 

‘What blows his mind, as you phrase it, is the lack of sanitary 
facilities.' 

‘What?’ 

‘He refused to offer them and then observed acts of necessity 
on all sides of the house that caused him to nish to your shotgun 
rack.’ 

‘Oh. my God, they’re pissing all over the lawn - his htidscapiiiQ'' 

‘I've heard Emmanuel's tirades many times in the past, but never 
anything like this During his outburst, however, he did manage to 
tell me to call Mrs O’Reilly at your office, as she was mv able to get 
through here ’ 

‘What did Annie s.u 

’For sou to Stas out of sight (or a while but - in her words - “for 
God’s sake" sail her 

’1 don't think so,' said Evan thoughtl'ully ’The less she knows, the 
better at this point 

’Where are sou"' asked the professor 

'At a motel outside Woodbridge off Route Ninety-five. It’s c.illcd 
The Three Bears and i'ni in Cabin 23 it's the last one on the left 
nearest the woods ' 

‘By which description 1 assume you need things. Food, no doubt; 
you cannot go outside and be seen, and there can’t be room service at 
.-1 motel with cabins - ' 

‘No, not food I stopped at a diner on the svay down.’ 

‘No one recognized you'" 

‘There were cartoons on the television set. ’ 

‘Then what do you need” 

Wait until the late editions ot the morning papers come out 
and send Jim, the gardener, into Washington to pick up as many 
different ones as he can lay his hands on. Especially the majors; 
they II have their best people on the story and they’ll re.ach other 
people.' 
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‘I’ll make out a list for him. Then Kashi will bring them to 
you.’ 

It was not until one-thirty in the afternoon that Sabri’s w’ife arrived at 
the motel in Woodbridge, Virginia. Evan opened the door of Cabin 
23, grateful to see that she had driven the gardener’s pick-up truck. 
He had not thought of the diversion, but his two friends from Dubai 
had known better than to drive his Mercedes past the crowds around 
his house. While Kendrick held the door, Kashi made rapid second 
and third trips back to the vehicle, for along with the pile of 
newspapers from all over the country she brought food. There were 
sandwiches encased in plastic wrap, two quarts of milk in an ice 
bucket, four hot plates equally disdded between Western and Arab 
dishes and a bottle of Canadian whisky. 

‘Kashi, I’m not going to be here for a week,’ said Kendrick. 

‘This is for today and tonight, dear Evan. You are under a great 
deal of stress and must eat. TTte box on the table has silverware and 
metal stands under which you place the Stemo solid fuel for heat. 
There are also place m.ats and linen, ’out if 1 may, if you must leave 
here abruptly, please call so I may retrieve the silverware and the 
linen.’ 

‘Why? Will the quartermaster throw us in the brig?’ 

‘/ am the quartermaster, dear Evan.’ 

‘Thanks, Kashi.’ 

‘You look tired, ya sahbec. You have not rested?’ 

‘No, I’ve been watching that damned television, and the more 
I watch, the angrier I get. Rest’s hard to come by when you’re 
furious.’ 

‘As my husband says, and I agree with him, you are very effective 
n television. He also says we must leave you.’ 

‘U'lty? He said that to me sev'eral weeks ago and I don’t know whyl' 

‘Of course you do. We are Arabs and you arc in a city that distrusts 
s; you arc in a political arena now that does not tolerate us. And we 
dll not bring harm to you.’ 

‘Kashi, this isn’t my arena! !’m getting out. I’m sick of it! You say 
lis is a city that doesn’t trust you? Why should you be any different? 
'his town doesn’t trust anybodyl It’s a city of liars and shills and 
honies, men and women who’ll climb over any’ back with their 
[cats on to get a little closer to the honey. They’re messing around 
dth a damn good system, sucking the blood out of every vein they 
an tap, proclaiming the patriotic holiness of their causes while the 
ountry sits by and applauds what it doesn’t know it’s paying for! 
'hat’s not for me, Kashi, I’m out!’ 

‘You’re upset - ’ 
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‘Tell me about it!’ Kendrick rushed to the bed and the pile o1 
newspapers. 

‘Dear Evan,’ broke in the Arab wife, as firmly as Kendrick had evei 
heard her speak. He turned, several papers in his hands. 'Thosi 
articles will offend you,’ she continued, her dark eyes levelled at his 
‘and to speak truthfully there were parts that offended Safari anc 
myself.’ 

‘I see,’ said Kendrick quietly, studying her. ‘Alt Arabs are terrorists 
I’m sure it’s here in very bold print,’ 

‘Very pointedly, yes.’ 

‘But that’s not yoiir point.’ 

‘No. 1 said you would be offended, but the word is not stronj 
enough. You will be incensed, but before you do anything yoi 
cannot take back, please listen to me.’ 

‘For God’s sake what is it, Kashi?' 

‘Thanks to you, my husband and 1 have attended numerous session 
of your Senate and your House of Representatives. Also, because o 
you. we’ve been privileged to witness legal arguments before th 
justices of your Supreme Court.’ 

’They’re not all exclusively mine. So?’ 

‘What we saw .and heard was remarkable Issues ofstaie, even laws 
openly debated, not by simple petitioners but by learned men . . 
You sec the bad side, tiie evil side, and no doubt what you say ha 
truth, but isn't there another truth’ We've watched many impassionct 
men and women stand up for what they believe without fear of bcint 
shunned or silenced - ' 

‘Shunned they can be. not silenced Ever.’ 

'Still they do take risks tor their causes, often profound risks?’ 

‘Hell, yes I hcy go public.’ 

‘For their beliefs'' 

'Yes . Kendrick let the word evaporate into the air. Kashi 
Hassan's point was clear, it was also a warning to him in his momcni 
of self-consuming fury 

‘Then there arc ijoed people in what you called “a pretty damn good 
system '. Please remember that, Evan. Please do not diminish them.' 

‘Don’t ii'/mt’’ 

*I express mysclt poorly. Forgive me. 1 must go.' Kashi walked 
rapidly to the door, then turned, 'I beg you. ya sahbee, if in youf 
anger you feci you must do something drastic, in the name of Allah, 
call my husband first, or if you wish. Emmanuel , . . However, 
without prejudice, for i love our Jewish brother as 1 love you, but my 
husband might be somewhat more composed.' 

‘You can count on it.‘ 

Kashi went out the door and Kcndnck literally pounced on tht 
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lewspapers, turning each over on the bed, their front pages in 
ucceeding rows, the headlines visible. 

If a primal scream could have lessened the pain, his voice would 
lave shattered the glass of the suffocating cabin’s windows. 


New York Times 
New York, Tuesday, 12 October 

CONGRESSMAN EVAN KENDRICK OF COLORADO 
SAID TO HAVE BEEN INSTRUMENTAL IN OMAN CRISIS 
Outwitted Arab Terrorists, Secret Memorandum Iiidic.ues 


Washington Post 

Washington, DC, Tuesday, 12 October 

KENDRICK OF COLORADO REVEALED AS 
US SECRET WEAPON IN OMAN 
Tracked Down Arab Terrorists S Connection 


Los Angeles Times 
Los Angeles, Tuesday, 12 October 

DECLASSIFIED RECORDS SHOW KENDRICK, 
COLORADO REP, KEY TO OMAN SOLUTION 

Palestinian Terrorists Had Arab Backing. Sail Classified 


Chicago Tribune 
Chicago, Tuesd2y,_12 October 

CAPITALIST KENDRICK CUTSIMCKLES OFF 
HOSTAGES HELD BY COM.MUNIST TERRORISTS 
Killer Arabs Everywhere in Disarray over Revelations 


New York Post 

' New York, Tuescay. 12 October 

EVAN, THE MENSCH OF O.VA.V. STUCK IT TO THE AKABSl 

Move in JenisaJem to make Him Honorary 
Citizen offsraeJ! New I’ork Demands a Parade!. 

USA Today 

ITedresday. 13 October ^ 

I 

‘CO.'Oa.VDO’ KENDRICK'DID Cr. ’ 

Arab Terrorists Ifant His Head! We 



Kendrick stood over the bed, his downcast eyes shifting rapidly 
from one black-lettered headline to another, his mind drained of all 
thought but a single question. Miy? And as the answer eluded him, 
another question gradually came into focus. IVIw? 


CHAPTER 21 


If there was an answer to either question, neither would be found in 
the newspapers. They were packed with ‘authoritative’ and ‘highly 
placed’ and even ‘confidential’ sources, most countered by ‘no com- 
ment’ and ‘we have nothing to say at this time’ and ‘the events in 
question are being analysed’, all of which were evasive statements of 
confirmation. 

What had started the furore was a maximum-classified inter- 
division memorandum under the letterhead of the Department of 
State. It had surfaced, unsigned, from buried files and was presumably 
leaked by an employee or employees who felt a great injustice had 
been done to a man under the unreasonable strictures of national 
security, paranoid fear of terrorist reprisals undoubtedly heading the 
list. Copies of the memorandum had been sent out in concert to the 
newspapers, wire services and TV networks, ail arriving between 
5:00 and 6:00 am. Eastern Daylight time. Accompanying each mem- 
orandum were three different photographs of the congressman in 
Masqat. Deniability denied. 

It was planned, thought Evan. The timing was chosen to startle the 
nation as it woke up across the country, bulletins mandatory through- 
out the day. 

H'liy? 

What was remarkable were the facts revealed - as remarkable for 
what they omitted as for those they paraded. They were astonishingly 
accurate, down to such points as his having been flown to Oman 
under deep cover and spirited out of the airport in Masqat by 
intelligence agents who had provided him with Arab garments and 
even the skin-darkening gel that made his features compatible with 
the ‘area of operations’. Christ! Area of operations! 

There were sketchy, often hypothesized details of contacts he made 
with men he had known in the past, the names scissored out - black 
spaces in the memorandum for obvious reasons. There was a para- 
graph dealing with his voluntary internment in a terrorist compound 
where he nearly lost his life, but where he learned the names he had 
to know in order to trace the men behind the Palestinian fanatia:-3.f^ 
the embassy, specifically one name — name scissored out, a }■, 
space in the copy. He had tracked down that man — ; 
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black space - and forced him to dismantle the terrorist cadre occupy- 
ing the embassy in Masqat, That pivotal man was shot - details 
scissored out, a black paraj^rflph - and Evan Kendrick, representative 
from the ninth district of Colorado, was returned under protective 
cover to the United States. 

Experts had been summoned to examine the photographs. Each 
print was subjected to spectrographic analysis for authenticity with 
respect to the age of the negative and the possibility of laboratory 
alterations. Evcry'thing was confirmed, even down to the day and the 
date extracted from 20X magnification of a newspaper carried by a 
pedestrian in the streets of Masqat. The more responsible papers 
noted the lack of alternative sources that might or might not lend 
credibility to the facts as they were sketchily presented, but none 
could question the photographs or the identity of the man in them. 
And that man. Congressman Evan Kendrick, was nowhere to be 
found to confirm or deny the incredible story. The New Yerk Timei 
and the ll'ajhin,(;toii Past unearthed what few friends and neighbours 
they could find in the capital as well as in Virginia and Colorado. 
None could recall having seen or heard from the congressman during 
the period in question fourteen months ago - not that they would 
necessarily have expected to. which in itself meant that they probably 
would have remembered if he had been in touch with them. 

The Lps Angeles Times went further and. without revealing its 
sources, ran a telcpiionc check on Mr Kendrick, Apart from calls to 
various local shops and a certain James Olsen, a gardener, only five 
possibly relevant calls were made from the congressman’s residence 
in Virginia over a four-wex-k period. Three were to the Arabian 
Studies departments at Georgetown and Princeton ui'ivcrsities; one; 
to a diplomat Ironi the Arab Emirate of I5ubai, who had returned 
home seven months before, and the fifth to an attorney in Washing- 
ton. who refused to talk to the press. Relevance be damned; the bird 
dogs were pointing even though the quarry had disappeared. 

The less responsible papers, which meant most of those withou; 
the ttsouTccs to linancc extensive investigations, and all of tbt 
tabloids, which did not care a whit about vcnfication, if they could \ 
spell it, had a pseudo-joumalistic field day. They took the exposri 
maximum-classilied memorandum and used it as a springboard fe i 
the wild waters of heroic speculation, knowing their issues would bt j 
grabbed by their unsceptical readership. Words in print are mort | 
often than not words of truth to the uninformed — a patronirinj i 
judgment, to be sure, but all too true. ; 

What was missing in every one of the stories, however, wee j 
truths, deep truths, that went beyond the astonishingly accun-' i 
revelations. There was no mention of a brave young sultan of Onus- 1 
who had risked his life and Uncage to help him. Or of the Onurifi 
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who had guarded him both at the airport and in the back streets of 
Masqat. Or of a strange and strikingly professional woman who had 
rescued him in a congested concourse of another airport in Bahrain 
after he had been nearly killed, who had found him sanctuary and a 
doctor who ministered to his wounds. Above all, there was not a 
word about the Israeli unit, led by a Mossad officer, who had saved 
him from a death that still made him shiver in horror. Or even of 
another American, an elderly architect from the Bronx, without 
whom he would have been dead a year ago, his remains expunged by 
the sharks of Qatar. 

Instead, a common theme ran through all the articles; Everything' 
Arab was tainted with the brush of inhuman brutality and terrorism. 
The very word Arab was synonymous with ruthlessness and barbar- 
ism, not a vestige of decency allowed to a whole people. The longer 
Evan studied the newspapers, the angrier he became. Suddenly, in a 
burst of fury, he swept them all off the bed. 

mty? 

IVho? 

And then he felt a hollow, terrible pain in his chest. Ahmat! Oh, 
my God, what had he done? Would the young sultan understand, 
could he understand? By omission — by silence - the American media 
had condemned the entire country of Oman, leaving to insidious 
speculation its Arab impotence in the face of terrorists, or worse, its 
Arab complicity in the wanton, savage killing of American citizens. 

He had to call his young friend, reach him and tell him that he had 
no control over what had happened. Kendrick sat on the edge of the 
bed; he grabbed the telephone while reaching into his trousers pocket 
for his wallet, balancing the phone under his chin as he extracted his 
credit card. Not remembering the sequence of numbers to reach 
Masqat, he dialled 0 for an operator. Suddenly the dial tone disap- 
peared and for a moment he panicked, his eyes wide, glancing around 
at the windows. 

‘Yeah, twenty-three?’ came the hoarse male voice over the line. 

‘I was trying to call the operator,’ 

‘You dial even an area code you get the board here.’ 

‘I ... 1 have to make an overseas call,’ stammered Evan, 
bewildered. 

‘Not on this phone you don’t,’ 

‘On a credit card. How do I get an operator - I’m charging it to my 
credit card number.’ 

‘I’ll listen in till I hear you give the number and it’s accepted for 
real, understand?’ 

He did not understand! Was it a trap? Had he been tracc'"~~- a ruri- 
down motel in Woodbridge, Virginia? ‘I don’t rcalh- hat s 

acceptable,’ he said haltingly. ‘It’s a private communica 
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‘Fancy that,’ replied the voice derisively. ‘Then go find yourself 
pay phone. There’s one at the diner about five miles down the roa< 

V-ta, asshole. I’ve been stuck enough - ’ 

‘Wait a minute'. Ml-ri^ht, stay on the line. But when the operati 
clears it, I want to hear you click off, okay?’ 

‘WelC actually, 1 was gonna call Louella Parsons.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Forget it, asshole. I’m dialling. People who stay all day arc eith 
sex freaks or shooting up. ’ 

Somewhere in the far reaches of the Persian Gulf an Enghs 
speaking, Arabic-accented operator volunteered that there was i 
exchange in Masqat, Oman, svith the prefix 555. 'Dial it, plcasi 
insisted Evan, adding a more plaintive ‘Please.' 

Eight rings passed until he heard Ahmat’s harried voice. ‘Iwali?’ 

‘It’s Evan, Ahmat,’ said Kendrick in English. ‘I have to talk 
you - ' ^ 

'Tall: to me?’ exploded the young sultan. ‘You’ve got the balls 
mII me. you bastard?' 

‘You know, then? About - what they’re saying about me.’ 

‘Know? One of the nicer things about being a rich kid is that !’■ 
got dishes on the roof that pick up whatever 1 want from whcrcvci 
want! I've even got an edge on you, yd Shaihli. Have you seen tl 
reports from over here and the Middle East? From Bahrain at 
Riyadh, from Jcnisalciii and Tel Ai'it'?’ 

‘Obviously not. I’ve only seen these - ’ 

‘They're all the same garbage, a nice pile for you to sit on! Do w< 
in Washington, just don’t come back here.’ 

‘But I it’nni to come back. I am coming back!’ 

'Don't, not to this part of the world. We can read and we can he 
and we watch television. You did it all by yeiirrcl/l You rfufk it to tl 
Araiu! Get out of my moiiory, you son of a bitch!’ 

‘Ahmat!’ 

‘Out, Evan! I would never have believed it of you. Do you becon 
powerful in Washington by calling us all animals and terrorists? 
that the only way?' 

‘I never did that, I never said it!’ 

‘Your world did! The way it keeps saying it again and again an 
dc.aiii, until it’s pretty fucking obvious you want us' all in chains! An 
the latest goddamned scenario is yonrsV 

‘Ab!’ protested Kendrick, shouting. ‘Not niiiic!’ 

‘Read your press. Watch it!’ 

‘That’s the press, not you and me!’ 

“You are you - one more arrogant bastard within your blini 
holier-than-thou Judeo-Christian hypocrisies - and I am me, ^ 
Islamic Arab. And you won't spit on me any longer!' 
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‘Ahmat, I don’t know about these things. I only knew I had to get 
there.’ 

‘And I’m incidental? Wasn’t I to be trusted? ... Of course not, I’m 
an Arab]' 

‘Now that’s bullshit. You were being protected.’ 

‘From what? An American-Israeli cover-up?’ 

‘Oh, for Christ’s sake, stop it! 1 didn’t know anything about a 
Mossad agent at the embassy until you just told me. If I did I would 
have told yoid And while we’re at it, my sudden young fanatic, I had 
nothing to do with the refugee camps or marching families into them 
under guns - ’ 

‘You all did!’ shouted the sultan of Oman. ‘One genocide for 
another, but ii'c had nothing to do with the other! Out!’ 

The line went dead. A good man and a good friend who had been 
instrumental in saving his life was gone from his life. As were his 
plans to return to a part of the world he dearly loved. 

Before he showed himself in public, he had to find out what had 
happened and who had made it happen and why] He had to start 
somewhere and that somewhere was the State Department and a man 
named Frank Swann. A frontal assault on State was. of course, out of 
the question. The minute he identified himself alarms would go off 
and insofar as his face was seen repeatedly, ad nauseam, on television 
and half Washington was searching for him, his every move had to 
be carefully thought out. First things first; how to reach Swann 
without Swann or his office knowing it. His office? Evan remem- 
bered. A year ago he had walked into Swann’s office and spoken to a 
secretary, giving her several words in Arabic so as to convey the 
urgency of his visit. She had disappeared into another office and ten 
minutes later he and Swann were talking in the underground com- 
puter complex. That secretary was not only efficient but also exceed- 
ingly protcaivc, as apparently were most secretaries in serpentine 
Washington. And since that protective secretary was very much 
aware of one Congressman Kendrick whom she had spoken to a year 
ago, she just might be receptive to another voice also protective of 
her boss. It was worth a try; it was also the only thing he could think 
of. He picked up the phone, dialled the 202 area code for Washington, 
and waited for the hoarse manager of the Three Bears motel to come 
on the line. 

Consular Operations, Director Swann’s office.' said the secretary. 

Hi, this is Ralph over in ID,' began Kendrick. ‘I’ve cot some news 
for Frank.’ 

‘mo's this?’ 
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‘It’s okay. I’m a friend of Frank’s. I just want to tell him that there 
may be an inter-division meeting called for later this afternoon — ’ 

‘Another one? He doesn’t need that.’ 

‘How’s his schedule?’ 

‘Overworked! He’s in conference until four o’clock.’ 

‘Well, if he doesn’t want to be put on the grill again maybe he 
should have a short day and drive home early.’ 

‘Drive? Him? He’ll parachute into the jungles of Nicaragua but he 
won’t take chances in Washington traffic.’ 

‘You know what I mean. Things are a little jumpy around here. He 
could be put on the spit.’ 

‘He’s been on it since six this morning.’ 

‘Just trying to help out a buddy.’ 

‘Actually, he’s got a doctor’s appointment,’ said the secretary 
suddenly. 

‘He does?’ 

‘He does now. Thanks, Ralph.’ 

‘I never called you.’ 

‘Of course not, sweetie. Someone in ID was just checking 
schedules.’ 


Evan stood in the crowd waiting for a bus at the comer of Twenty- 
first Street within clear sight of the entrance to the Department of 
State. After speaking to Swann’s secretary, he had left the cabin and 
driven rapidly up to Washington, stopping briefly at a shopping mall 
in Alexandria, where he bought dark glasses, a wide-brimmed canvas 
fishing hat and a soft cloth jacket. It was 3:48 in the afternoon; if the 
secretary had pursued her protective inclinations. Frank Swann, 
deputy director of Consular Operations, would be coming out of the 
huge glass doors within the next fifteen or twenty minutes. 

He did. At 4:03 and in a hurry, turning left on the pavement away 
from the bus stop. Kendrick rushed out of the crowd and started after 
the man from the State Department, staying thirty feet behind him, 
wondering what means of transportation the nondriving Swann 
would take. If he intended to walk, Kendrick would stop him 
somewhere they could talk undisturbed. 

He was not going to walk; he was about to take a bus heading east 
on Virginia Avenue.^ Swann joined several others waiting for the 
same vehicle now lumbering rapidly down the street towards the 
stop. Evan hurried to the comer; he could not allow the Cons Op 
director to get on that bus. He approached Swann and touched his 
shoulder. ‘Hello Frank,’ said Kendrick pleasantly, taking off the dark 
glasses. 


‘You!’ shouted the astonished Swann, startling the other pass^c^ 
as the doors of the bus cracked open. ^ 
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‘Me,’ admitted Evan quietly, 'I think tve’d better talk.’ 

‘Good Chrisll You’ve got to be out of your mind!' 

‘If I am, you’ve driven me there, even if you don’t drive - ’ 

It was as far as their brief conversation got, for suddenly an ot 
voice filled the street, echoing off the side of the bus. ‘It’s liimV roan 
a sfrangc-looking, dishevelled man with wide, popping eyes at 
long, wild hair that fell over his cars and his forehead. ‘See! Look! Ii 
him! Commando Kendrick! I seen him all day long on the television - 
got seven televisions in my apartment! Nothin’ goes on I don’t kno 
about! It’s himV 

Before Evan could react the man grabbed the fishing hat ofT li 
head. ‘Hey/ 'shouted Kendrick. 

‘See! Look! Him!’ 

‘Let’s get out of here!' cried Swann. 

They started running up the street, the odd-looking man in pursu: 
his baggy trousers flopping in the wind he created, Evan’s hat in I 
hand, his arms flailing. 

‘He’s following usi’ said the Cons Op director, looking back. 

‘He’s got my hat!’ said Kendrick. 

Two blocks later, a doddering, blue-haired lady with a cane w 
climbing out of a cab ‘Tlierc!’ yelled Swann. ‘The ta.xd’ Dodgit 
traffic, they raced across the wide avenue. Evan climbed in the nc 
door as the man from the State Department ran around the back 
the far side; he helped the elderly p.assenger out and inadvertent 
kicked the cane with his foot. It fell to the pavement; so did the blu 
haired lady. 'Sorry, dear,’ said Swann, jumping into the back seat. 

'Let's go!' yelled Kendrick. 'Hurry up! Get out of here!’ 

'You clowns hold up a bank or somethin',’ said the driver, shiftir 
into gear 

‘You'll be nchcr for it if vou’lljust hurry.' added Evan. 

‘I'm hurryin’, I’m hurryin’. I ain’t got no pilot’s licence. I got 
stay earthbound, y'know what 1 nic.an?’ 

As one, Kendnek and Swann whipped around to look out the re: 
window. Back at the corner the odd-looking man with the wild ha 
and baggy trousers was writing something down on a newspape 
Evan’s hat now on his head. 'The name of the company and the cab 
number,’ said the Cons Op director quietly. ‘Wherever we’re goinj 
we’ll have to switch vehicles at least a block behind this one.’ 

'Why? Not the switch but the block away?' 

‘So our driver doesn't see which cab we get into.’ 

‘You even sound like you know what you’re doing,’ 

‘I hope you do,’ replied Swann breathlessly, taking out a handkci 
chief and sviping his sweat-drenched face. 

Twenty-eight minutes and a second ta.xi later, the congressman an 
the man from the Department of State walked rapidly down the strei 
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in a run-down section of Washington. They looked up at a red neon 
sign with three letters missing. It was.a seedy bar that belonged in its 
environs. They nodded tO each other and walked inside, somewhat 
startled by the intensely dark interior, if only in contrast to the bright 
October day out in the street. The single glaring, blaring source of 
light was a television set bolted into the wall above the shabby 
distressed bar. Several hunched-over, dishevelled, bleary-eyed 
patrons confirmed the status of the establishment. Both squinting in 
the receding dim wash of light, Kendrick and Swann mo%'ed toward 
the darker regions to the right of the bar; they found a frayed booth 
and slid in opposite each other. 

‘You really insist we talk?’ asked the grey-haired Swann, breathing 
deeply, his face flushed and still perspiring. 

‘I insist to the point of making you the newest candidate for the 
morgue.’ 

‘IValcIi it. I’m a black belt.’ 

‘In what?’ 

Swann frowned. ‘1 was never quite sure, but it always works in the 
movies when they show us doing our thing. 1 need a drink.’ 

‘You signal a waiter,’ said Kendrick. ‘I’ll stay in the shadows.’ 

‘Shadows?’ questioned Swann, raising his hand cautiously for a 
: heavy black waitress with flaming red hair. ‘Where’s any light in 
: here?’ 

‘When did you last do three push-ups in succession, Mr Karate 
! Kid?’ 

^Sometime in the sixties- Early, I think.’ 

‘That’s when they replaced the light bulbs in this pLuv Now 
ibout me. How the hell rtn'W you, you liar?’ 

‘How the hell could you think I would?’ cried t:u- j:; :rom State, 
juddenly silent as the grotesque waitress stood :'e table, arms 
ikimbo. ‘What’ll you have?’ he asked Evan 

'Nothing.' ^ 

‘That’s not nice here. Or healthy. I su'r'.-t rves, dortbJe. 
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he was talking about, which meant I knew there were at least two 
other people on the line . . . You’re running? I'm running! Damn near 
thirty years in this dumb business — ' 

‘That’s what 1 called it,’ interrupted Evan quickly, quietly. ’Sorry.’ 

’You should be,' said Swann without missing a beat. ’Because who’s 
going to do this shit except us bastards dumber than the system? Yi 
need us, Charlie, and don’t you forget it. The problem is we doi 
have much to show for it. 1 mean I don’t have to rush home to ma 
sure the pool in my backyard has been treated for algae because of t 
heat . . . Mainly because 1 don’t have a pool, and my wife got t 
house in the divorce settlement because she was sick and tired of r 
going out for a loaf of bread and coming back three months lai 
with the dirt of Afghanistan still in my ears! Oh, no, Mr Undercov 
Congressman, 1 didn't blow the whistle on you. Instead, I did n 
•best to stop the blowing. I haven’t got much left, but I want to st 
clean, and get out with what I can.’ 

’You tried to stop the blowing? The whistle?’ 

’Low key, very ofThand, very professional. 1 even showed him 
copy of the memo 1 sent upstairs rejecting you. ’ 

‘Him?’ 

Swann looked forlornly at Kendrick as the waitress brought thi 
drinks and stood there, tapping the tabletop, while the man fro 
State reached into his pocket, glanced at the bill, and paid it. T 
woman shrugged at the tip and walked away. 

‘Him.’ ' repeated Evan. 

‘Go ahead,' said Swann, his voice fiat, drinking a large portion 
his whisky. ‘Dnve another nail in, what difference does it mak 
There’s not that much blood left.’ 

‘I assume that means you don’t know who he is. Who him is.’ 

‘Oh, I’ve got a name and a position and even a first-ra 
recommendation.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘He doesn’t exist.’ 

‘JDiar.’’ 

‘You heard me.’ 

‘He doesn’t exist’’ pressed a frustrated Kendrick. 

‘Well, one of them docs, but not the man who came to sec me 
Swann finished his first dnnk. 

‘1 don’t believe this - ’ 

‘Neither did Ivy, that’s my secrcury. Ivy the terrible.’ 

‘Hhat arc you talking about?’ asked Kendrick plaintively. 

‘Ivy got a call from Senator Allison’s office, from a guy she used i 
date a couple of years ago. He’s one of the Senator’s top aides nov 
He asked her to set up an appointment for a staffer doing son 
Confidential work for Allison, so she did. Well, he turns out to be 
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blond spook with an accent I placed somewhere in middle Europe, 
but he’s for real, he had you down cold. If you’ve got a scar that only 
your mother knows about, believe me, he has a close-up of it.’ 

‘That’s crazy,’ broke in Evan softly. ‘I wonder whyT 

‘So did I. I mean the questions he asked were loaded with PD - ’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘Prior data on you. He was giving almost as much as he could get 
from me. He was so pro I was ready to offer him a Euro-job on the 
spot.’ 

‘But why meT 

‘As I said, I wondered, too. So I asked Ivy to check with Allison’s 
office. To begin with, why would a laid-back senator have that kind 
ofSS-’ 

'mm?’ 

‘Not what you think. “Super-spook”. Come to think of it, I 
suppose there’s a connection.’ 

‘Will you please stick to the point!’ 

‘Sure,’ said Swann, drinking his second whisky. ‘Ivy calls her old 
boyfriend, and he doesn’t know what she’s talking about. He never 
made any call to her and he never heard of any staffer named - 
whatever his name was.’ 

‘But she had to know who she was talking to, for God’s sake! His 
> voice - the small talk, what they said to each other.’ 

‘Her old beau had a strong Southern accent and was suffering from 
laryngitis when he phoned her, that’s what Ivy claimed. But the 
K cracker who really called her knew the places they went — even down 
c to a couple of motels in Maryland that Ivy would rather not have her 
husband know about.’ 

‘Christ, it’s an operation.’ Kendrick reached over and took Swann’s 
drink, ‘mty?’ 

‘Why did you just take my whisky? I don’t have a swimming pool, 
remember? Or even a house. ’ 

Suddenly the blaring television set above the bar burst forth with 
the sharply consonanted name of ‘Kendrick!’ 

Both men snapped their heads over to the source, their eyes wide, 
unbelieving. 

j.. 'Newsbreak! The story of the hour, perhaps the decade!’ yelled a TV 
journalist among a crowd of leering faces peering into the camera. 
‘For the last twelve hours all IVashington has been trying to find Congressman 
Evan Kendrick of Colorado, the hero of Oman, but to no avail. The worst 
fears, of course, centre around the possibility of Arab retaliation. IVc're told 
..'I government has directed the police, the hospitals and the morgues to be on 
^\thc alert. Yet only minutes ago he was seen on this vety street comer, 
^^[.specifically identified by one Kasimir Bola — Bola . . . slawski. mterr 
■K you from, sir?’ 
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‘Jersey City,' replied the wild-eyed man with Kendrick’s hat on hi 
head, ‘but my roots are in fVarsatv! God's holy ti’itrMU'/ 

'Yon were bom in Poland, then.' 

‘Not exactly. In Newark.’ 

‘But ypii saw Conqressman Kendrick?' 

‘Positii’cly. He was talking to a grey-haired man a couple blocks bac 
outside a bus. Then when I shouted “Commando Kendrick, it's him," the 
started nnmingl / faiou>/ I got tclci’ision sets in ei’cry room, including th 
toilet. I nei’er miss anything!' 

‘iHicn you say a couple of blocks back, sir, you're actually referring to 
comer two and a half streets from the Department of State, arc yon not?' 

‘ You hctcha!' 

’H'f're certain,' added the sincerely confidential newscaster lookin 
into the camera, ‘that the auihoniirs arc checking Slate to sec if any sue 
person as our witness has described could be a part of this exiraordinat 
rende:cvous.' 

‘I chased them'' yelled the witness in baggy pants, removing Evan' 
hat. ‘I got Ins hat! Sec, it’s the commando's own hat!' 

'But what did you hear, Mr Bolaslawski? Back by the bus?' 

'I tell you, things are not always what they seem! You can’t be loo iarcfu> 
Before dif)' ran away, the man with grey hair gat'c Commando Kendrick a 
order. I think he had a Russian accent, maybe Jewish! The Commies and th 
Jews - fiin't inisl 'em, you know what I mean? They ncoer seen tl 
inside of a church! They don't know what the Holy .Mass is - ' 

The television ch.iniiel .ibniptly switched to a commeraal extollin 
the virtues of an uiider.um dcodoMiit. 

'1 surrender,’ said Swann, forcibly taking his drink back from Eva: 
and swallowing It whole 'Now fm a mole A Russian Jew from th 
KGIi who doesn’t know what Mass is Anything else you want to di 
for me-’ 

‘No. because 1 believe vou But you can do something for me, am 
it’s in both our interests I've got to find out who’s doing this to me 
W’ho’s done what you’re being blamed tor, and why.’ 

'And if vou do find out,’ interrupted Swann, leaning forward 
‘you’ll tell me’ That's in nu interest, my only interest right now. I’vi 
got to get otl this hook and put someone else on it.’ 

‘You’ll be the first to know.’ 

‘What do you want?' 

‘A list of everyone who knew I went to Masqat.’ 

‘That s not a list, it’s a tight little circle ' Swann shook his head 
not .so much to be negative as to explain. ‘There wouldn't have beer 
that if you hadn’t said you might need us if it came down tc 
something you couldn’t handle 1 made it clear. We couldn’t afford tc 
acknowledge you because ol the hostages.’ 

‘How tiglit is the circle?’ 
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‘Everything was verbal, you understand.’ 

‘Understood. How tight?’ 

‘NonoperationaJ was restricted to that unmitigated prick, Herbert 
Dennison, the ball-breaking White House chief of staff, then to the 
secretaries of State and Defense and the chairman of the Joint Chiefs. 
1 was the liaison to all four, and you can rule them out. They all had 
too much to lose and nothing to gain by your surfacing.’ Swann 
leaned back in the booth, frowning. ‘The operational section was on 
a strict need-to-know basis. There was Lester Crawford at Langley. 
Les is the CIA’s analyst for covert activities in the area, and at the end 
his station chief in Bahrain - something-or-other Grayson - James 
Grayson, that’s it. He was kicking up a fuss about letting you and 
Weingrass out of his area, thinking the Company had gone nuts and 
was ploughing right into one of those caught-in-the-act situations. 
Caught-In-the-Act, CIA, get it?’ 

‘I’d rather not.’ 

‘TTien there were four or five on-scene Arabs, the best we and the 
Company have, each of whom studied your photograph but weren’t 
given your identity. They couldn’t tell what they didn’t know. The 
last two did know who you were, one was on the scene, the other 
here at OHIO-Four-Zero running the computers.’ 

‘The computers?’ asked Kendrick. ‘Printouts?’ 

‘You were programmed only on his; you were zapped from the 
central unit. His name’s Gerald Bryce and if he’s the whistleblower, 
I’ll turn myself in to the FBI as Mr Bolaslawski’s Jewish mole for the 
Soviets. He’s bright and quick and a whiz with the equipment, no 
one better. He’ll run Cons Op some day if the girls leave him alone 
long enough to punch a clock.’ 

‘A playboy?’ 

‘Landsakes, Reverend, shall wc go to vespers? The kid’s twenty-six 
and better looking than he has a right to be. He’s also unmarried, and 
one hell of a cocksman - others talk about it; he never docs. I think 
that’s why I like him. There aren’t too many gentlemen left in this 
' world.’ 

‘1 like him already. Who was the last person, the one on the scene 
who knew me?’ 

Frank Swann leaned forward, fingering his empty glass, staring at 
it before raising his eyes to Kendrick. ‘1 thought you might have 
figured that out for yourself’ 

. ‘What? Why?’ 

‘Adrienne Rashad.’ 

‘Doesn’t mcaii a thing.’ 

‘She used a cover — ’ 

‘Adrienne . . . ? A woman?’ Swann nodded. Evan frov 
suddenly opened his eyes wide, his brows arched. ‘KIi 
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whispered. The man from the State Department nodded again. ‘Sh 
was one of you?’ 

'Well, not one of mine, but one of us.’ 

'Christ, she got me out of the airport in Bahraini That big son of 
bitch MacDonald slammed me into the concourse traffic - I wa 
damn near killed and didn’t know where 1 was. She got me out o 
there - how the hell she did it, I don’t Iwu'!’ 

‘I do,’ said Swann, 'She threatened to blow the heads off a fev 
Bahrainian police unless they passed her code name up the line am 
got clearance to take you out. She not only got clearance but also 
car from the royal garage.' 

'You say she was one of us, but not one of you. What does tha 
mean?' 

'She’s Agency but she's also special, a real untouchable. She ha 
contacts all over the Gulfs and the Mediterranean; the CIA doesn' 
allow anyone to mess with her. ' 

'Without her my cover might have been blown at the airport.’ 

'Without her you would have been a target for every terroris 
walking around Bahrain, including the Mahdi’s soldiers.’ 

Kendridt was briefly silent, his eyes wandering, his lips parted, 
memory. ‘Did she tell you where she hid me?’ 

‘She refused.’ 

‘She could do that?’ 

’1 told you. she's special.' 

’1 sec.' said Evan softly 

'1 think I do. too,’ said Swann. 

’What do you mean by that?’ 

'Nothing She got you out of the airport and roughly six hour 
later made contact 

‘Is that unusuaP’ 

’Under the arcumstanccs, you could say it was extraordinary. He 
job was to keep you under surveillance and to immediately repor 
any drastic moves on your part dircaly to Crawford at Langley, whe 
was to contact me for instructions She didn’t do that, and in hci 
offiaal debriefing, she omitted any reference to those six hours.’ 

‘She had to protect the place where we were hiding. ’ 

‘Of course. It had to be royal, and nobody screws around with tht 
Emir or his family.’ 

‘Of course. ’ Kcndnck again was silent and again he looked into th( 
dark regions of the decrepit bar. ’She was a nice person,’ he said 
slowly, hesitantly. *Wc talked She understood so many things. 1 
admired her.’ 

Hey. come on. Congressman.’ Swann leaned over his empty glass. 
'You think it’s the first time?’ 

■What?’ 
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‘Two people in a hairy situation, a man and a w’oman, ndthcr one 
knowing whether he or she'll see another day or another v/cck. So 
they get together, it’s natural. So what?' 

'That’s ofTcnsivc as hell, Frank. She meant something to me.’ 

'All right, I’ll be blunt. 1 don't think you meant anything to her. 
She’s a professional who’s gone through a few black wars in her 
AOO.’ 

‘Her what; V/ill you please speak English, or Arabic, if'you like, 
but something that makes sense.’ 

‘Area of Operations - ’ 

‘They used that in the newspapers.' 

'Not my fault. If it was up to me. I’d neutralize every’ bastard who 
wrote those articles.’ 

‘Please don’t tell me what “neutralize” means.’ 

‘I won’t. I’m only telling you that in the field we all slip now and 
then when we’re exhausted, or just plain scared. We take a few hours 
of secure pleasure and write it off as a long overdue bonus. Would 
you believe we even have lectures on the subject for people we send 
out?’ 

‘I believe it now. To be honest with you - the circumstances 
crossed my mind at the time.' 

‘Good, Write her off. She’s strialy Mediterranean and hasn’t 
anything to do with the local scene. For starters, you’d probably have 
to fly to North Africa to find her.’ 

‘So all I’ve got is a man named Crawford in Langley and a station 
chief in Bahrain.’ 

‘No. You’ve got a blond man with a Middle-Europcan accent 
operating here in Washington. Operating very deep. He got infor- 
mation somewhere and not from me, not from OHIO-Four-Zcro. 
Find him.’ 

Swann gave Evan the standard private numbers at both his office and 
his apartment and rushed out of the dark, seedy bar as if he needed 
air. Kendrick ordered a rye from the heavy black waitress with the 
flaming red hair and asked her where the pay telephone was. if it 
existed. She told him. 

‘If you slam it twice on the lower left corner, you’ll get your 
quarter back.' offered the woman. 

‘If I do. I’ll give it to you, okay?' said Evan. 

'Give it to your friend,’ replied the woman. ‘Crumbs in suits nevo'"' 
leave no tips, white or black, makes no difference. ' / 

Kendrick got up from the booth and walked cautiously to the dai 
wall and the phone. It svas time to call his office. He could not pu 
any more pressure on Mrs Ann Mulcahy O Reilly. Squinting, hc' 
inserted the coin and dialled. 
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‘Congressman Kendrick’s - ’ 

‘It’s me, Annie,’ broke in Evan. 

‘My God, where are you? It’s after five and this place is still : 
madhouse!’ 

‘That’s why I’m not there.’ 

‘Before 1 forgetV cried Mrs Mulcahy breathlessly, ‘Manny called ; 
while ago and was very emphatic but not loud - which I think mean 
he’s as serious as he can be.’ 

‘What did he say?’ 

‘That you’re not to reach him on the Colorado line.’ 

•IVhat?’ 

‘He told me to say "alkott massghour, whatever the hell that is.’ 

'It’s very clear, Annie.’ Weingrass had said alkhai: n!ash<;liool, Arabii 
for ‘the line is engaged’, a simple euphemism for tampered with, oi 
tapped. If Manny was right, a trace could be lasercd out and the 
origin of any incoming call identified in a matter of moments. ‘1 
won’t make any calls to Colorado,’ added Evan. 

‘He said to tell you that when things calm down, he’ll drive to 
Mesa Verde and call me here and give me a number where you can 
reach him.' 

'I'll check back with you.’ 

‘Now then, Mr Superman, is it true what everyone’s saying? Did 
you really do all those things in Oman or wherever it is?’ 

■Onl> a few of them. They left out a lot of people who should have 
been included Someone’s trying to make me out to be something 
I'm not How are you handling things'’ 

‘The standard "No comment" and “Our boss is out of town",’ 
answered O’Rcillv, 

‘Good. Glad to hear it.’ 

'No, (.'ongrcssm.in, it’s not i!;ood because some things can’t be 
handled standard-wise Wc can control the loonies and the press and 
even your peers, but w'c can't control Sixteen Hundred.' 

‘The IHiiff Hatise?' 

The obnoxious chief of staff himself. We can't say "No comment" 
to the President’s mouthpiece.’ 

‘Wh.it did he say?' 

‘He gave me a telephone number you're to call. It's his private line, 
and he made sure 1 understood that less than ten people in Washington 
had it - ’ 

'1 wonder if the President’s one of them,’ interrupted Kendrick 
only half facetiously. 

1 If claimed he is, and in point of fact he said it’s a direct presidential 
order that you call Ins chief of staff immediately.’ 

‘A direct whatV' 

‘Presidential order.’ 
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‘Will somebody please read those clowns the Constitution. The 
legislative branch of this government docs not take direct orders from 
the executive, presidential or otherwise.’ 

‘His choice of words was stupid, I grant you,' went on Ann 
O’Reilly quickly, ‘but if you’ll let me finish telling you what he said, 
you might be more amenable.’ 

‘Go on.’ 

‘He said they understood why you were keeping out of sight, and 
that they’d arrange an unmarked pickup for you wherever you say 
. . . Now, may I speak as your elder here in Fiinny Town, sir?’ 

‘Please.’ 

‘You can’t keep on running, Evan. Sooner or later you’ll have to 
show up, and it's better that you know what's on their minds over 
there before you do. Like it or not. they’re on your case. Why not 
find out how they're coming down? It could avoid a disaster.’ 

‘What’s the number?’ 


299 



CHAPTER 22 


Herbert Dennison, White House chief of staff, closed the door of his 
private bathroom and reached for the bottle of Maalox which he kept 
in the right-hand comer of the marble counter. In precise sequence, 
he ingested four swallows of the chalklike liquid, knowing from 
experience that it would eliminate the hot flashes in his upper chest. 
Years ago in New York, when the attacks had begun, he had been so 
frightened that he could barely cat or sleep, so convinced was he that 
after surviving the hell of Korea he was going to die m the street of 
cardiac arrest. His then wife - the first of three - had also been beside 
herself, unable to decide whether to get him first to a hospital or to 
their insurance agent for an expanded policy. Without his knowing 
about it she accomplished the latter, and a week later Herbert bit the 
bullet and admitted himself to the Cornell Medical Center for a 
thorough examination. 

Pelicf came when the doctors pronounced his heart as strong as a 
young bull’s, explaining to him that the sporadic fits of discomfort 
were brought about by periodic spasms of excess acid produced, no 
doubt, by anxiety and tension. From that day forward, in bedrooms, 
offices, cars and briefcases, bottles of the white paafymg liquid were 
always available to him. Tension was a part of his life. 

The doctors' diagnosis had been so accurate that over the years he 
could reasonably predict when, give or take an hour or two, the acid 
attacks would grip him During his days on Wall Street they 
invariably came with wild fluctuations in the bond market or when 
he fought with peers who were continually trying to thwart him in 
his drive for both wealth and position. They were all pukey shits, 
thought Dennison. Fancy boys from fancy fraternities who belonged 
to fancy clubs that wouldn’t spit on him, much less consider him for 
membership. Who gave a nun's fart? Those same clubs let in yids and 
niggers and even spies these days' All they had to do was speak like 
fairy aaors and buy their clothes from Paul Stuart or some French 
faggot. Well, he had spat on ihanl He broke them! He had the gut 
instincts of a street fighter in the market and he had cornered so 
much, made so much that the fucking firm had to make him president 
or he would have walked out, taking millions with him. And he had 
shaped up that corporation until it was the sharpest, most aggressive 
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firm on the Street. He had done so by getting rid of the whining 
deadwood and that stupid corps of so-called trainees who ate up 
money and wasted everybody’s time. He had two maxims that 
became corporate holy writ: The first was: Beat last year’s figures or 
beat feet out of here. TTie second was equally succinct: You don’t get 
trained here, you get here trained. 

Herb Dennison never gave a damn whether he was liked or disliked; 
the theory that the end justified the means suited him splendidly, 
thank you. He had learned in Korea that soft-nosed officers were 
often rewarded with GI caskets for their lack of harsh discipline and 
harsher authority in the field. He had been aware that his troops hated 
his proverbial guts to the point where he never dropped his guard 
against being fragmented by a US grenade, and whatever the losses, 
he was convinced they would have been far greater had the loosey- 
goosies been in charge. 

Like the crybabies on Wall Street: ‘We want to build trust. Herb, 
continuity . . .’ Or: ‘The youngster of today is the corporate officer 
of tomorrow - a loyal one.’ Crap! You didn’t make profits on trust 
or continuity or loyalty. You made profits by making other people 
money, that was all the trust and continuity and loyalty they looked 
for! And he had been proved right, swelling the client lists until the 
computers were ready to burst, pirating talent from other firms, 
making damn sure he got what he paid for or the new boys, too, 
were out on their backsides. 

Sure, he was tough, perhaps even ruthless, as many called him 
both to his face and -in print, and, yes, he had lost a few good people 
along the way, but the main thing was that in general he was right. 
He had proved it in both military and civilian life . . . and yet in the 
end, in both, the creeps had dumped him. In Korea the regimental 
CO had damned near promised him the rank of full colonel upon 
discharge; it never happened. In New York - Christ, if possible it was 
worse! — his name had been floated around as the newest member of 
the Board of Directors for Wcllington-Midlantic Industries, the,most 
prestigious board in international finance. It never happened. In both 
cases the old-school-tie fraternities had shot him down at the moment 
of escalation. So he took his millions and said Screw all of you] 

Again, he had been right, for he found a man who needed both his 
money and his considerable talents: a senator from Idaho who had 
begun to raise his startlingly sonorous, impassioned voice, saying 
things Herb Dennison fervently believed in, yet a politician who 
could laugh and amuse his growing audiences while at the same time 
instructing them. 

The man from Idaho was tall and attractive, with a smile that had 
not been seen since Eisenhower and Shirley Temple, full of anecdotes 
and homilies that espoused the old values of strength, courage, scl - 


-301 



reliance and, above all - for Dennison - freedom of choice. Herb had 
flown down to Washington and a pact was made with that senator. 
For three years Dennison threw in all his energies and several million 
- plus additional millions from numerous anonymous men for whom 
he had made fortunes - until they had a war chest that could buy the 
papacy if it were more obviously on the market. 

Herb Dennison belched; the chalky-white liquid pacifier was work- 
ing, but not rapidly enough; he had to be ready for the man wlio 
would walk into his office in a matter of minutes. He took two more 
swallows and looked at himself in the mirror, unhappy at the sight of 
his progressively thinning grey hair that he combed straight back on 
both sides, the sharply defined part on the left, the top of his head 
consistent with his no-nonsense image. Peering into the glass, he 
wished his grey-green eyes were larger; he opened them as svidc as he 
could; they were still too narrow. And the slight wattle under his 
chin reinforced the hint of jowls, reminding him that he must get 
some exercise or eat less, neither of which appealed to him. And 
why, with all the goddamned money he paid for Ins suits, didn’t he 
look more like the men m the ads his British tailors sent him. Still, 
there was about him .m imposing air of strength, emphasized by his 
rigid posture and the thrust of his |.iw, both of which he had perfected 
over the years 

He bciihed .ig.un and swaltossed aiiotiuT imnithlul of his personal 
elixir ( n'lhi.iititi KaiJruL' H’li 0 / ,1 (iifi)i' he swore to himself. That 
rtohodv-suddenls-soincbods was the cause of his anger and discom- 
fort Well, il he was to be honest with himself, and hi: iilways tried 
to be luiuest v.ith himself, if not always with others, it was not the 
nobodv.'sotncbudy by himself, it was tlic bast.ird’s effect on Langford 
Jennings. Presuient of the United States. Shi/, pifs, iwd vineyjr' What 
did Langford base in mind' (In his thoughts Herb had actually pulled 
himself short, substituting ‘the President’ for ‘langford’. and that 
made him angrier still, n was p-iri of the lension, part of the distance 
that White House authoritv demanded and Dennison hated it . . . 
After the inauguration and three vears ol calling him by his first 
name, Jennings had spoken quietly to his chief of staff vlunng one of 
the inaugural balls, spoken to him in that soft, jocular voice that 
dripped with scif-dcprccation and good humour 'You know 1 don't 
give a damn. Herb, but I think the olficc - not me, but the office ~ 
.sort of calls for you to address me as "Mr President", don't you think 
so. too?’ Damn! That had been that') 

What did Jennings have in mind’ 1 he President had casually agreed 
with cs’crything Herb had proposed soncerning the Kendrick freak, 
but the responses had been too casual, bordering on disinterest, and 
that bothered the chief of staff. Jennings’s mcilifliious voice sounded 
unconcerned, but his eyes did not convey any lack of concern at all. 
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Every now and then Langford Jennings surprised the whole god- 
damned bunch of them at the White House. Dennison hoped this was 
not one of those frequently awkward times. 

The bathroom telephone rang, its proximity causing the chief of 
staff to spiJJ MaaJox over his Saviie Row jacket. Awkwardly he 
grabbed the phone off the wall with his right hand while turning on 
the hot water tap with his left and dousing a washcloth under the 
stream. As he answered he frantically rubbed the wet cloth over the 
white spots, grateful that they disappeared into the dark fabric. 

‘Yes?' 

‘Congressman Kendrick has arrived at the East Gate, sir. The strip 
search is in progress.’ 

‘The what?' 

‘They're checking him for weapons and explosives - ' 

‘Jesus, I never said he was a tcrroristl He’s in a government car with 
two Secret Service personnel!' 

‘Sir, you did indicate a strong degree of apprehension and displea- 
sure - ’ . 

‘Send him up here at once!’ 

He may have to get dressed, sir.’ 

•Shitl’ 

Six minutes later a quietly furious Evan Kendrick was ushered 
through the door by an apprehensive secretary. Rather than thanking 
the woman, Evan’s expression conveyed another message, more like 
Get cut of here, lady, 1 want this man to myself. She left quickly as the 
chief of staff approached, his hand extended. Kendrick ignored it. 
Tve heard about your fun and games over here, Dennison,’ said 
Evan, his voice a low, icelike monotone, ‘but when you presume to 
search a member of the House who’s here at your invitation — that’s 
what it had better be, you fucker; you don’t give orders to me - 
you’ve gone too far.’ 

*A complete foul-up of instructions. Congressman! My God, how 
can you think anything else?’ 

‘With you, very easily. Too many of my colleagues have had too 
many nm-ins with you. The horror stories are rampant, including 
the one in which you threw a punch at the member from Kansas 
who. I understand, flattened you on the floor.’ 

‘That’s a liel He disregarded White House procedures for which I’m 
responsible. I may have touched him. merely to keep him in place, 
but that’s all. And that’s when he took me by surprise.’ 

‘1 don’t think so. I heard he called you a “two-bit major" and you 
went up.’ 

‘Distortion. Complete distortion!’ Dennison winced; the acid was 
erupting. ‘Look. I apologize for the strip search - ‘ 

‘Don’t. It didn’t happen. I accepted removing the jacket, fiC”'"' — ^ 
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that was stafidard, but when the guard mentioned my shirt and 
trousers, my far brighter escorts moved in.’ 

‘Then what the hell are you so about?' 

'That you even considered it, and if you didn't, that you’ve created 
a mentality here that would.’ 

‘1 could defend that accusation, but 1 won’t bother. Now we’re 
going into the Oval Office and, for Christ’s sake, don’t confuse the 
man with all that pro-Arab bullshit. Remember, he doesn’t know 
what happened and it won’t do any good trying to explain. I’ll clarify 
everything for him later.’ 

‘How do 1 know you’re capable of that?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘You heard me. How do 1 know you’re either capable or reliable?’ 

‘What arc you talking about?’ 

'I think you’d clarify whatever you want to clarify, telling him 
whatever you want him to hear.’ 

‘Who the hell are you to talk to me this way?' 

'Someone probably as rich as you are. Also someone who's getting 
out of this town, as I'm sure Swann told you, so your political 
benediction is meaningless to me - I wouldn't accept it in any event. 
You know something, Dennison? I think you’re a bona fide rat. Not 
the cute Micky Mouse variety, but the original animal. An ugly, 
scavenging, long-tailed rodent, who spreads a lousy disease. It’s called 
nonaccountability.’ 

'You don't spare words, do you. Congressman?’ 
t 'I don’t have to. I'm leaving.’ 

'But he isn't'. And I want him strong, persuasive. He’s taking us 
into a new era. We're standing fall again and it’s about time. We’re 
telling the crumbs of this world to shit or get ofT the pot!' 

'Your expressions are as banal as you are ' 

‘What arc you? Sonic fucking Ivy Leaguer with a degree in English? 
Get with it. Congressman. Wc’rc playing hardball here; this is if! 
People in this administration move their bowels or they're out. Col 
that?' 

Til try to remember.' 

‘While you’re at it, remember he doesn't like dissent. Everything's 
cool, got that? No waves at all; everybody's happy, got that?' 

‘You repeat yourself, don't you?' 

‘1 get things done, Kendnck, That's the name of the hardball 
game.' 

‘You're a lean, mean machine, you arc.' 

‘So we don’t like each other. So what? It’s no big deal - ’ 

'I’ve got that,' agreed Evan, 

‘Let’s go.’ 

Not so fast,' said Kendrick firmly, turning away from Dennison 
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and walking to a window as if the office were his, not that of the 
President’s man. ‘What’s the scenario? That is the term, isn’t it?’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘What do you want from me?’ asked Kendrick, looking out at the 
White House lawn. ‘Since you’re doing the thinking, why am I here?’ 

‘Because ignoring you would be counterproductive.’ 

‘Really?’ Kendrick turned again to face the White House’s chief of 
staff. ‘Counterproductive?’ 

‘You’ve got to be acknowledged, is that clear enough? He can’t sit 
on his ass and pretend you don’t exist, right:' 

‘Oh, 1 see. Say that, during one of his entertaining although not 
terribly enlightening press conferences, someone brings up my name, 
which is inevitable now. He can’t very well say that he’s not sure 
whether I play for the Jets or the Giants, can he?’ 

‘You got it. Let’s go. I’ll shape the conversation.’ 

‘You mean control it, don’t you?’ 

‘Call it what you like. Congressman. He’s the greatest President of 
the twentieth century, and don’t you forget it. My job is to maintain 
the status quo.’ 

‘It’s not my job.’ 

‘The hell it isn’t! It’s all our jobs. I was in combat, young fella, and 
I watched men die defending our freedoms, our way of life. I tell 
you, it was. a goddamned holy thing to see! And this man, this 
President, has brought t’nose values back, those sacrifices we prize so 
much. He’s moved this country in the right direction by the sheer 
force of his will, his persona/ify, if you like. He’s the best!’ 

‘But not necessarily the brightest,’ interrupted Kendrick. 

‘That doesn’t mean shit. Galileo would have made a lousy Pope 
and a worse Caesar.’ 

‘I suppose you’ve got a point.’ 

‘I certainly do. Now the scenario - the explanation - is simple and 
all too damned familiar. Some son of a bitch leaked the Oman story 
and you want it forgotten as soon as possible. ’ 

‘I do?’ 

Dennison paused, studying Evan’s face as if it were decidedly 
unattractive. ‘That’s based directly on what that jerk Swann told the 
chairman of the Joint Chiefs - ’ 

‘Why is Swann a jerk? He didn’t leak the story. He tried to throw 
off the man who came to see him.’ 

‘He let it happen. He was the CO of that operation and he let it 
happen and I’ll see him hung.’ 

‘Wrong past tense.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Never mind. But just to make sure we’re both using th^. ■■ 
scenario, why do I want everything forgotten as soon as 
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‘Because there could be reprisals against your lousy Arab friends 
over there. That’s what you told Swann and that’s what he told his 
superiors. You want to change it?’ 

‘No, of course not,’ said Kendrick softly. ‘The scenario’s the same.’ 

‘Good. We’ll schedule a short ceremony showing him thanking 
you on behalf of the whole damn country. No questions, just a 
restricted photo session and then you fade.’ Dennison gestured to the 
door; both men started towards it. ‘You know something. Congress- 
man?’ remarked the chief of staff, his hand on the knob. ‘Your 
showing up like this has ruined one of the best whispering campaigns 
any administration could ask for - public relations-wisc, that is.’ 

‘A whispering campaign?' 

‘Yeah. The longer we kept quiet, deflecting questions on the basis 
of national security, the more people thought the President forced the 
Oman settlement all by himself’ 

‘He certainly conveyed that.’ said Evan, smiling not unkindly, as if 
he .admired a talent he did not necessarily approve of 

‘I tell you he may not be an Einstein, but he’s still a fucking genius.’ 
Dennison opened the door. 

Evan did not move. 'May 1 remind you that eleven men and 
women were murdered in Masqat? That two hundred others will 
have nightmares for the rest of their lives?’ 

‘That’s tight!’ replied Dennison. ’And he said it - with goddamned 
lean m his eyes! He said they svcrc true American heroes, as brave as 
' those who fought at Verdun, Omaha Beach, Panmunjom and 
.• Danang! The man said it. Congressman, and he meant it, and we 
stood tall’.' 

‘He said it as he narrowed the options, making his message clear,’ 
agreed Kendrick, 'If any one person w.is responsible for saving those 
two hundred and thiny-si.x hostages, it must have been him.’ 

‘So?’ 

'Never mind Let's get this over with.’ 

‘You’re a fruitcake. Congressman And you’re right, you don’t 
belong in this town 

Evan Kendnck had met the President of the United States only once. 
The meeting Listed for appro.ximately five, perhaps six, seconds, 
during a White House reception for the freshmen congressmen of the 
chief executive s party It had been mandatory for him to attend, 
according to Ann Mulcahy O’Reilly, who practically threatened to 
blow up the oOice if Evan refused to go to the affair. It was not that 
Kendrick disliked the man, he kept telling Annie, it .was just that he 
did not agree with a lot of things Langford Jennings espoused - 
perhaps more than a lot, maybe most. And tn answer to Mrs 
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O’Reilly’s question as to why he had run on the ticket, he could only 
reply that the other party did not stand a chance of being elected. 

The predominant impression Evan had while briefly shaking hands 
with Langford Jennings in that reception line was more in the abstract 
than in the immediate, yet not totally so. The office was both 
intimidating and overwhelming. That a single human being could be 
entrusted with such awesome global power stretched any thinking 
man’s mind to its limits. A miscue during some horrible miscalcula- 
tion could blow up the planet. Yet . . . yet . . . despite Kendrick’s 
personal evaluation of the man himself, which included a less than 
brilliant intellect and a proclivity for over-simplification as well as 
tolerance for such zealous clowns as Herbert Dennison, there was 
about Langford Jennings a striking image that was larger than life, an 
image that the ordinary citizen of the republic desperately longed for 
in the presidency. Evan had tried to understand the gossamer veil that 
shielded the man from closer scrutiny and had finally come to the 
conclusion that scrutiny itself was irrelevant compared to his impact. 
The same might be said of Nero. Caligula, any number of mad, 
authoritarian popes and emperors, and the ultimate villains of the 
twentieth century, Mussolini, Stalin and Hitler. Yet this man dis- 
played none of t’ne evil inherent in those others; instead, he conveyed 
a strong, pervasive trustworthiness that seemed to radiate from his 
inner self Jennings was also blessed with a large, attractive physique, 
and a much larger belief and the purity of his belief was everything 
to him. He was also one of the most charming, ingratiating men 
Kendrick had ever observed. 

‘Damn, it’s good to meet you, Evan! May 1 call you Evan, Mr 
Congressman?’ 

‘Of course, Mr President.’ 

Jennings came around the desk in the Oval Office to shake hands, 
gripping Kendrick’s left arm as their hands clasped. Tve just finished 
reading all that secret stuff about what you did, and I tell you. I’m so 
proud — ’ 

‘There were a lot of others involved, sir. Without them I’d have 
been killed.’ 

‘I understand that. Sit down, Evan, sit, sitV The President returned 
to his chair; Herbert Dennison remained standing. ‘What you did, 
Evan, as a single individual, will be a tc.vtbook lesson for generations 
of young people in America. You took the whip in your hands and 
made the damn thing snap.' 

‘Not by myself sir. There’s a long list of people who risked their 
lives to help me — and several lost their lives. As 1 said. I’d be dead if 
it weren’t for them. There were at least a dozen Omanis, from--thc 
young sultan down, and an Israeli commando unit that fm 
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when I literally had only a few hours to live. My execution was 
already scheduled - ’ 

'Yes, I understand all that, Evan,’ interrupted Langford Jennings, 
nodding and frowning compassionately. ‘I also understand that our 
friends in Israel insist that there must be no hint of their involvement, 
and our intelligence community here in Washington refuses to risk 
exposing our personnel in the Persian Gulf.’ 

'The Gulf of Oman, Mr President.' 

‘I’m on your side,’ said Jennings, grinning his famous self-depre- 
cating grin that had charmed a nation. ‘I’m not sure I know one from 
the other but I’ll learn tonight. As my hatchet cartoonists would 
balloon it, my wife won’t give me my cookies and milk till I gee it all 
straight.’ 

"niat would be unfair, sir. It's a geographically complex part of the 
world for someone not familiar with it.’ 

'Yes, well, somehow I think even I might master it with a couple 
of grammar school maps ' 

‘I never meant to imply - ’ 

‘It’s okay, Evan, it's my fault. I slip now and then. The main issue 
here is what do we do with you. What do we do, given the restrictions 
placed on us for the sake of protecting the lives of agents and 
subagents who are working for us in an explosive part of the globe?’ 

Td say those necessary restrictions c.ill for keeping everything 
quiet, classified - ’ 

‘i 'It’s a little late for that. Evan.' broke in Jennings. ‘National security 
alibis can only go so far. Beyond a certain point you arouse too much 
airiosity; that’s when things can get sticky - and dangerous ’ 

'Also.' added Herbert Dennison, gruffly breaking his silence, ‘as I 
mentioned to you. Congressman, the President can’t simply ignore 
you. It wouldn't he the generous or patriotic thing to do. Now, the 
way I see it - and the President agrees with me - we’ll schedule a 
short photo session here in the Dval Oflicc, svhere you’ll be congrai 
ulated by the President, along with a senes of shots showing yo 
both in what’ll look like confidential conversation. That’ll be consisi 
ent with the intelligence greyout required by our countcr-terrori! 
services. The country will understand that You don’t tip off you 
tactics to those Arab scumballs ’ 

‘Without a lot ol Arabs 1 wouldn’t have got anywhere, and yo 
goddamned well know it,’ said Kendrick, his angry eyes rigid on th 
chief of staff. 

‘Oh, we know it. Evan,’ interrupted Jennings, his own eye 
obviously amused by svhat he observed. ’At least / know it. By th 
way. Herb, I had a call from Sam Winters this afternoon and 1 thin! 
he has a hell of an idea that svouldn’t violate any of our sccuriti 
concerns, and. as a matter of fact, could explain them,’ 


308 



‘Samuel Winters is not necessarily a friend,’ countered Dermison. 
‘He’s withheld a number of policy endorsements we could have used 
with Congress.’ 

‘Then he didn’t agree with us. Does that make him an enemy? 
Hell, if it does, you’d better send half the marine guards up to our 
family quarters. Come on. Herb, Sam Winters has been an adviser to 
presidents of both parties for as long as I can remember. Only a damn 
fool wouldn’t accept calls from him.* 

‘He should have been routed through me.’ 

‘You sec, Evan?’ said the President, his head askew, grinning 
mischievously. ‘I can play in the sandbox but I can’t choose my 
friends.’ 

‘That’s hardly what I - ’ 

‘It certainly is what you meant. Herb, and that’s okay with me. 
You get things done around here — which you constantly remind me 
of, and that’s okay, too.’ 

‘What did Mr Winters - Professor Winters - suggest?’ asked Denni- 
son, the academic title spoken sarcastically. 

‘Well, he’s a “professor". Herb, but he’s not your average run-of- 
the-mill teacher, is he? 1 mean, if he wanted to, 1 suppose he could 
buy a couple of pretty decent universities. Certainly the one I got out 
of could be his for a sum he wouldn’t miss.’ 

‘What was his idea?’ pressed the chief of staff anxiously. 

‘That I award my. friend, Evan, here, the Medal of Freedom.’ The 
President turned to Kendrick. ‘That’s the civilian equivalent to the 
Congressional Medal of Honor, Evan.’ 

‘I know that, sir. I neither deserve it nor want it.’ 

‘Well, Sam made a couple of things clear to me and I think he's 
right. To begin with, you do deserve it, and whether you want it or 
not. I’d look like a mean chintzy bastard not awarding it to you. And 
that, fellas, I will not accept. Is that clear. Herb?’ 

‘Yes, Mr President,’ said Dennison, his voice choked. ‘However, 
you should know that although Representative Kendrick is standing 
unopposed for reelcction to guarantee you a congressional seat, he 
intends to resign his office in the near future. There’s no point, since 
he has his own objections, in focusing more attention on him.’ 

‘The point. Herb, is that I won’t be a chintzy bastard. Anyway, he 
looks as if he could be my younger brother - we could get mileage 
out of that. Sam Winters brought it to my attention. The image of a 
go-getting American family, he called it. Not bad, wouldn’t you 
say?’ 

‘It’s not necessary, Mr President,’ rejoined Dennison, now frus- 
trated, his hoarse Voice convejdng the fact that he could not push 
much farther. ‘The Congressman’s fears are valid. He thinks thr* ‘ 
could be reprisals against friends of his in the Arab world.’ 
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The President leaned back in his chair, his eyes fixed blankly on his 
chief of staff. ‘That doesn’t wash with me. Tliis is a dangcrons world, 
and we’ll only make it more dangerous by knuckling under to such 
speculative crap. But in that vein I’ll explain to the county- - from a 
position of strength, not fear - that 1 won’t permit full disclosure of 
the Oman operation for reasons of counter-terrorist strategy. You 
were right about that part. Herb. Actually, Sam Winters said it to me 
first. Also, 1 will net look like a chintzy bastard. It simply isn’t me. 
Understood, Herb?’ 

’Yes, sir,’ 

’Evan,’ said Jennings, the infectious grin again creasing his face.- 
’You’re my kind of man. What you did was terrific - what I read 
about it - and this President won’t stint! By the way. Sam Winters 
mentioned that 1 should say we worked together. What the hell, my 
people worked with you. and that’s the gospel truth.’ 

‘Mr President - ’ 

'Schedule it. Herb. 1 looked at my calendar, if that doesn’t offend 
you. Next Tuesday, ten o'clock in the morning. That way we’ll hit 
all the TV stations’ nightly news, and Tucsd.ay’s a good night.’ 

‘But Mr President - ’ began a flustered Denni.son. 

‘Also, Herb, I want the Manne B.and. In the Blue Room. I’ll be 
damned if I’ll be a chintzy bastard' It’s not we'’ 

A funous Herbert Dennison walked Kick to his office with Kendrick 
in tow for the purpose of carrying out the presidential order: Work 
out the details for the award ceremony in the Blue Room on the 
following Tuesday, With the Marine Band. So intense was the chief 
of staff’s .anger that liis large, firm jaw was locked m silence 

‘I’m really on vour case, aren’t I, Herbie?’ said Evan, noting the 
bull-Iikc quality of Dennison’s stnde. 

‘You're on mv case and niv name isn’t Herbie 

‘Oh, I don’t know You looked like a Herbie back there The man 
cut you dosvn, didn’t he-’ 

‘There arc times when the President is inclined to listen to the 
wrong people ’ 

Kendrick looked over at the chief of staff as thev marched down 
the wide hallway, Dennison ignored the tentative greetings of numer- 
ous White House personnel heading in the opposite direction, several 
of whom stared wide-eyed at Evan, obviously recognizing him. ‘I 
don t get It, said Kendrick. ’Our mutual dislike aside, what’s your 
problem? I’m the one being stuck where 1 don’t want to be, not you. 
Why are you howling’’ 

‘Because you falk too goddamned much. I watched you on the 
Foxley show and that little display in your office the next morning. 
You’re counterproductive.’ 
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‘You like that word, don’t you?’ 

‘I’ve got a lot of others I can use.’ 

‘I’m sure you do. Then again I may have a surprise for you.’ 

‘Atwlltcr one? What the hell is it?’ 

‘Wait till we get to your office.’ 

Dennison ordered his secretary to hold all calls except those on 
Priority Red. She nodded her head rapidly in obedient acknowledg- 
ment, but in a cowed voice explained. ‘You have more than a dozen 
messages now, sir. Nearly every one is an urgent callback.’ 

‘Are they Priority RedV The woman shook her head. ‘What did I 
just tell you?’ With these courteous words the chief of staff propelled 
the congressman into his office and slammed the door shut. ‘Now, 
what’s this surprise of yours?’ 

‘You know, Herbie, I really must give you some advice,' replied 
Evan, walking casually over to the window where he had stood 
previously; he turned and looked at Dennison. ‘You can be rude to 
the help as much as you like or as long as they’ll take it, but don’t 
you ever again put your hand on a member of the House of 
Representatives and shove him into your office as if you were about 
to administer a strap.’ 

‘1 didn’t sliovc you'.’ 

‘I interpreted it that way and that’s all that matters. You have a 
heavy hand, Herbie. I’m sure my distinguished colleague from Kansas 
felt the same way when he decked you on your ass.’ 

Unexpectedly, Herbert Dennison paused, then laughed softly. The 
prolonged deep chuckle was reflective, neither angry nor antagonistic, 
more the sound of relief than anything else. He loosened his tie and 
casually sat down in a leather armchair in front of his desk. ‘Christ, I 
wish 1 were ten or twelve years younger, Kendrick, and I’d whip 
your tail - I could have done it even at that age. At sixty-three, 
however, you learn that caution is the better part of valour, or 
whatever it is. I don’t care to be decked again; it’s a little harder to get 
up these days.’ 

‘Then don’t ask for it, don’t provoke it. You’re a very provocative 
man.’ 

‘Sit down. Congressman - in »ny chair, at niy desk. Go on, go 
ahead.' Evan did so. ’How docs it feel? You get a tingling in your 
spine, a rush of blood to your head?’ 

‘Neither. It’s a place to work.’ 

‘Yeah, well, I guess we’re different. You see. down the hall is the 
most powerful man on earth, and he relies on me, and to tell you the 
truth. I’m no genius, cither. I just keep the booby hatch running. I ci’ 
the machinery so the wheels turn, and the oil I use has a lot ofacic, 
in it, just like me. But it's the only lubricant I've got and it wo,:^- 

‘I suppose there’s a point to this,’ said Kendrick. 
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‘I suppose there is and I don’t think you’ll be offended. Since I’ve 
been here - since u-c’i'c been here - everybody bows like gooks in 
front of me, saying all kinds of flattering things with big smiles - 
only with eyes that tell me they’d rather put a bullet in my head. I’ve 
been through it before; it doesn’t bother me. But here you show up 
and you tell me to go fuck off. Now, that’s really refreshing. I can deal 
with that, I mean I Ukc your not liking me and my not liking you - 
docs that make sense?’ 

‘In a perverse sort of way, I suppose. But then you’re a perverse 
man.’ 

‘Why? Because I’d rather talk straight than in circles? Pointless lip 
service and ass-kissing drivel only waste time. If I could get rid of 
both, we’d all accomplish ten times what we do now.’ 

‘Did you ever let anyone know that?’ 

‘I’ve tried. Congressman, so help me God I’ve tried. And you 
know something? Nobody believes me.’ 

‘Would you if you were they?’ 

‘Probably not, and maybe if they did the booby hatch would turn 
into a registered loony bin. Think about it, Kendrick. There’s more 
than one side to my perversity.’ 

‘I’m not qualified to comment on that, but this conversation makes 
things easier for me.' 

‘Easier? Oh. that surprise you’re going to Jay on me?’ 

‘Yes,’ agreed Evan. 'You see, up to a point I’ll do what you want 
' me to do - for a price. It's my pact with the Devil.’ 

1 , ■> 'You flatter me.’ 

'I don't mean to. I’m not given to ass-kissing drivel, cither, because 
it wastes my time. As i read you. I’m “counter-productive” because 
I’ve made some noise about several things 1 feel pretty strongly about 
and what you've he.ird goes against your gram. Am I right, so far.?’ 

■Right on tile tiny tin dime, kiddo You may look different, but to 
me there’s a lot of that stnngy, long-haired protest crap in you.’ 

‘And you think that if I'm given any kind of platform there might 
be more to come, and that really frosts your apricots. Right again?’ 

‘Right in the fly’s asshole. I don't want anything or anyone to 
interrupt Ins voice, lus comments. He's taken us out of the pansy 
patch; we’re riding a strong Chinook wind and it feels good.’ 

‘I won’t try to follow that. ’ 

‘You probably couldn't - ’ 

‘But basically you want two things from me,' continued Evan 
rapidly. ‘The first is for me to say as little as possible and nothing at 
all that calls into question the wisdom emanating from this booby 
hatch of yours. Am 1 close?' 

'You couldn’t get closer without being arrested.’ 
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‘And the second is in what you said before. You want me to fade - 
and fade fast. How am I doing?’ 

‘You’ve got the brass ring.’ 

‘All right. I’ll do both — up to a point. After this little ceremony 
next Tuesday, which neither of us wants but we lose to the man, my 
office will be flooded with demands from the media. Newspapers, 
radio, television, the weekly magazines — the whole ball of wax. I’m 
news and they want to sell their merchandise — ’ 

‘You’re not telling me anything I don’t know or don’t like,’ 
interrupted Dennison. 

‘I’ll turn everything down,’ said Kendrick flatly. ‘I won’t grant any 
interviews. I won’t speak publicly on any issue, and I’ll fade just as 
fast as I can.’ 

‘I’d kiss you right now except that you mentioned something kind 
of counterproductive, like “up to a point”. What the hell does that 
mean?’ 

‘It means that in the House I’ll vote to my conscience, and if I’m 
challenged on the floor I’ll give my reasons as dispassionately as I can. 
But that’s in the House; off the Hill I’m not available for comment.’ 

‘We get most of our PR flak off the Hill, not on it,’ said the White 
House chief of staff reflectively. ‘The Congressional Record and 
Cable’s C-Span cameras don’t put a dent in the Daily Neu’s and 
Dallas. Under the drcumstanccs, thanks to that smooth son of a bitch 
Sam Winters, your offer is so irresistible 1 wonder what the price is. 
You have a price, I assume.’ 

'I want to know who blew the whistle on me. Who leaked the 
Oman story so very, very professionally.’ 

‘You think / don’t?’ erupted Dennison, bouncing forward. Td 
have the bastards deep-sixed fifty miles off Newport News in torpedo 
cans!’ 

‘Then help me find out. That’s my price, take it or take me 
replaying the Fo.xley show all over the country, calling you and your 
crowd exactly what I honestly think you are. A bunch of bumbling 
Neanderthals faced with a complicated w'orld you can’t understand.’ 

‘You're the fucking expert?’ 

‘Hell, no. I just know that you’re not. I watch and I listen and see 
you cutting off so many people w'ho could help you because there’s a 
zig or a zag in their stripes that doesn’t conform to your preconceived 
pattern. And 1 learned something this afternoon; 1 saw it, heard it. 
The President of the United states talked to Samuel Winters, a man 
you disapprove of, but when you e.xplained why you didn’t like him, 
that he withheld endorsements that could help you with Congress, 
Langford Jennings said something that impressed the hell out of me. 
He said to you that if this Sam Winters disagreed with some policy or 
other, it did iwt make him an enemy.’ 

‘The President frequently doesn’t understand who 


He spots ideological allies quickly and sticks by them - sometimes 
too long, frankly - but often he’s too generous to detect those who 
would erode what he stands for.’ 

'That’s about the weakest and most pesumptuous argument I’ve 
ever heard, Herbie. What arc you shielding your man from? Diverse 
opinions?’ 

‘Let’s go back to your big surprise. Congressman. I like the topic 
better.’ 

‘I’m sure you do.’ 

’What do you know that we don’t that can help us find out who 
leaked the Oman story.’ 

‘Essentially what 1 learned from Frank Swann. As head of the 
OHIO-Four-Zcro unit, he was the liaison to the secretaries of Defense 
and State as well as the chairman of the Joint Chiefs, all of whom 
knew about me. He told me to rule them out as possible le.iks, 
however - ’ 

‘Far out,’ interrupted Dennison. ‘They’ve got soft-boiled eggs all 
over their faces. They can’t answer the simplest questions, which 
makes them look like prime idiots. Incidentally, they’re not idiots 
and they’ve been around long enough to know what maximum- 
classified is and why it’s there. What else?’ 

‘Then apart from you, and frankly I rule you out only because m> 
surfacing is about as “counterproductive" as your fractured grey celli 
could conjure, that leaves three other people.’ 

‘Who arc they?' 

‘Tlie first IS a man named Lester Crawford at the Central Intelli- 
gence Agency; the second the station chief in Bahrain. James Grayson 
The last IS a woman, Adrienne Rashad, who’s apparently speda! 
property and operates out of Cairo.’ 

‘What about them’' 

‘According to Swann they’re the only ones who knew my identity 
when I was flown over to Masqat. ' 

‘That’s cur personnel, ' said Dennison pointedly ’What about yout 
people over there?’ 

'I can’t say it’s impossible, but I think it’s remote. The few I 
reached, c.vcept for the young sultan, are so removed from any 
contact with Washington that I’d have to consider them last, if at all. 
Ahmat, whom I’ve known for years, certainly wouldn’t for a lot of 
reasons, starting with his throne and, equally important, his ties with 
this government. Of the four men 1 spoke to on the telephone, only 
one responded and he was killed for it - undoubtedly with the consent 
of the others. They were frightened out of their skins. They didn’t 
want anything to do with me, no acknowledgment of my presence in 
Oman whatsoever, and that included anyone they knew who did 
meet me and who might make them suspect. You’d have to have 
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been there to understand. They all live with the terrorist syndrome, 
with daggers at their throats - and at the throat of every member of 
their families. Thcrc’d been reprisals, a son killed, a daughter raped 
and disfigured because cousins or uncles called for action against the 
Palestinians. I don’t believe any of those men would have spoken my 
name to a deaf dog.’ 

'Christ, what kind of a world do those goddamned Arabs live in?’ 

‘One in which the vast majority try to survive and make lives for 
themselves and their children. And we haven’t helped, you bigoted 
bastard.’ 

Dennison cocked his head and frowned. ‘I may have deserved that 
shot, Congressman, I'll have to think about it. Not so long ago it 
was. fashionable not to like Jews, not to trust them, and now that’s 
changed and the Arabs have taken their place in the scheme of our 
dislikes. Maybe it’s all bullshit, who knows? . . . But what 1 want to 
know now is who sprung you out of the top secret woodwork. You 
figure it’s someone from our ranks.’ 

‘It has to be. Swann was approached - fraudulently approached, as 
it turns out — by a blond-haired man with a European accent who had 
in-depth data on me. That information could only have come from 
government files - my congressional background check probably. He 
tried to tie me in with the Oman situation but Swann firmly denied 
it, saying he had specifically turned me down. However, Frank had 
the impression that the man wasn’t convinced.’ 

‘We know about the blond spook,’ broke in Dennison. ‘We can’t 
find him.’ 

‘But he dug and found someone else, someone who confirmed 
either intentionally or unintentionally what he was tracking down. If 
we rule you out, and if we also rule out State, Defense and the Joint 
Chiefs, it has to be Crawford, Grayson or the Rashad woman.’ 

‘Cross out the first two,’ said the White House chief of staff. ‘Early 
this morning I grilled Crawford right here in this office, and he was 
ready to challenge me to a game of Saigon roulette for even suggesting 
the possibility. As far as Grayson is concerned, I spoke to him in 
Bahrain five hours ago and he damned near had apoplc.vy thinking 
we even considered him the leak. He read the black-operations book to 
me as if I were the dumbest kid on the block who should be thrown 
into solitary for calling him on an unsecured line in foreign territory’. 
Like Crawford, Grayson’s an old line professional. Neither would 
risk throwing away his life’s work over you, and neither could be 
tricked into doing it.’ 

Kendrick leaned forward in Dennison’s chair, his elbows on the 
desk. He stared at the far wall of the office, a rush of confliaing 
thoughts racing through his mind. Khalehla, born Adrienne Rash''*^ 
had saved his life, but had she saved it only to sell him? She wa’^^^ 
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He spots ideological allies quickly and sticks by thent soinetimc: 
too long, frankly - but often he’s too generous to detect those \vh< 
would erode what he stands for.’ 

‘That’s about the weakest and most presumptuous argument I’w 
ever heard, Herbie. What arc you shielding your man from? Divcrs( 
opinions?’ 

‘Let’s go back to your big surprise. Congressman. I like the topii 
better.’ 

‘I’m sure you do.’ 

‘What do you know that we don’t that can help us find out wht 
leaked the Oman story.’ 

‘Essentially what 1 learned from Frank Swann. As head of thi 
OHIO-Four-Zero unit, he was the liaison to the secretaries of Dcfensi 
and State as well as the chairman of the Joint Chiefs, all of w’hon 
knew about me. He told me to rule them out as possible leaks 
however - ’ 

'Far out,’ interrupted Dennison. ‘They’ve got soft-boiled eggs al 
over their faces. They can’t answer the simplest questions, whicl 
makes them look like prime idiots. Incidentally, they’re not idiot 
and they’ve been around long enough to know what maximum 
classified is and why it’s there. What else?’ 

‘Then apart from you, and frankly 1 rule you out otily because m; 
surfacing is about as “counterproductive” as your fractured grey cell 
could conjure, that leaves three other people.’ 

'Who arc they?’ 

‘The first is a man named Lester Crawford at the Central Intclli 
gcnce Agency; the second the station chief in Bahrain, James Grayson 
The last is a woman, Adrienne Rashad, who’s apparently speda 
property and operates out of Cairo.’ 

‘What about them?’ 

‘According to Swann they’re the only ones who knew my identity 
when 1 was flown over to Masqat.' 

‘That’s cur personnel,' said Dennison pointedly. ‘What about you! 
people over there?’ 

‘1 can’t say it’s impossible, but 1 think it's remote. The few i 
reached, except for the young sultan, are so removed from an) 
contact with Washington that I’d have to consider them last, if at all 
Ahmat, whom I’ve known for years, certainly wouldn’t for a lot ol 
reasons, starting with his throne and, equally important, his tics with 
this government. Of the four men 1 spoke to on the telephone, only 
one responded and he was killed for it - undoubtedly with the conseni 
of the others. They were frightened out of their skins. They didn’t 
want anything to do with me, no acknowledgment of my presence in 
Oman whatsoever, and that included anyone they knew who did 
meet me and who might make them suspect. You’d have to have 
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necessary. I just want a few days to figure things out before I go back 
to the office.’ 

‘It’s been taken care of,’ said the chief of staff abruptly. ‘Actually, 
it was Jennings’ idea - to put you on ice over the weekend in one of 
those sterile houses in Maryland.’ 

‘What the hell is a sterile house? Please use language I can 
understand.’ 

‘Let’s put it this way. You’re the guest of the President of the 
United States in a place no one can find that is reserved for people we 
don’t want found. It dovetailed with my considered opinion that 
Langford Jennings should make the first public statements about you. 
You’ve been seen here, and as sure as rabbits have little rabbits the 
word’ll get out.’ 

‘You’re the scenario writer. What do we say — what do you say, 
since I’m in isolation?’ 

‘That’s easy. Your safety. It’s the President’s primary concern after 
conferring with our counter-terrorist experts. Don’t worry, our 
writers will come up with something that’ll make the women cry 
into their handkerchiefs and the men want to go out and march in a 
parade. And since Jennings has the last word in these things, it’ll 
probably include some whacked-up image of a powerful knight of 
the Round Table looking after a brave younger brother who carried 
out a joint, dangerous mission. Shit!’ 

‘And if there’s any truth to the reprisal theory,’ added Kendrick, 

I ‘it’ll make me a target.’ 

, ‘That’d be nice,’ agreed Dennison, nodding again. 

. ‘Call me when you’ve made arrangements for the Rashad woman.’ 

; Evan sat in a longjeather chair in the study of the impressive sterile 
house on Maryland’s Eastern Shore in the township of Cynwid 
Hollow. Outside, within the walls of the floodlit grounds, guards 
moved in and out of the lights as they patrolled every foot of the 
^ acreage, their rifles at the ready, their eyes alert. 

Kendrick snapped off the third replay he had watched on television 
^ of President Langford Jennings’ suddenly called press conference 
■ regarding one Congressman Evan Kendrick of Colorado. It was more 
outrageous than Dennison had projeaed, filled with gut-wrenching 
pauses accompanied by a constant series of well-rehearsed grins that 
so obviously conveyed the pride and the agony beneath the surface of 
the smile. The President once again said everything in general terms 
, and nothing specific - except in one area: Until all proper security 
measures are in place I have asked Congressman Kendrick, a man we are all 
so proud of, to remain in protective seclusion. And with this request, I hereby 
'tgive dire warning. Should cowardly terrorists anywhere make any attempt on 
f • the life of my good friend, my close colleague, someone I look uponpoJ^s 
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necessary. I just want a few days to figure things out before I go back 
to the office,’ 

‘It’s been taken care of,’ said the chief of staff abruptly. ‘Actually, 
it was Jennings’ idea - to put you on ice over the weekend in one of 
those sterile houses in Maryland.’ 

‘What the hell is a sterile house? Please use language I can 
understand.’ 

‘Let’s put it this way. You’re the guest of the President of the 
United States in a place no one can find that is reserv-ed for people we 
don’t want found. It dovetailed with my considered opinion that 
Langford Jennings should make the first public statements about you. 
You’ve been seen here, and as sure as rabbits have little rabbits the 
word’ll get out.’ 

‘You’re the scenario writer. What do we say — what do you say, 
since I’m in isolation?’ 

‘That’s easy. Your safety’. It’s the President’s primary concern after 
conferring with our counter-terrorist experts. Don’t worry, our 
writers will come up wnth something that’ll make the women cry 
into their handkerchiefs and the men want to go out and march in a 
parade. And since Jennings has the last word in these things, it’ll 
probably include some whacked-up image of a powerful knight of 
the Round Table looking after a brave younger brother who carried 
out a joint, dangerous mission. Shit!’ 

‘And if there’s any truth to the reprisal theory, ’ added Kendrick, 
‘it’U make me a target.’ 

‘That’d be nice,’ agreed Dennison, nodding again. 

‘Call me when you’v'e made arrangements for the Rashad woman.’ 

Evan sat in a long Jeather chair in the study of the impressis'e sterile 
house on Maryland’s Eastern Shore in the township of Cynwid 
Hollow. Outside, within the walls of the floodlit grounds, guards 
moved in and out of the lights as they patrolled every foot of the 
acreage, their rifles at the ready, their eyes alert. 

Kendrick snapped off the third replay he had watched on television 
of President Langford Jennings’ suddenly called press conference 
regarding one Congressman Evan Kendrick of Colorado. It was more 
outrageous than Dennison had projeaed, filled with gut-wrenching 
pauses accompanied by a consunt series of well-rehearsed grins that 
so obviously conveyed the pride and the agony beneath the surface of 
the smile. The President once again said everything in general terms 
and nothing specific - except in one area: Until all proper security 
measures are in place I have asked Congressman Kendrick, a man we are all 
so proud of, to remain in protective seclusion. And with this request, I hereby 
give dire warning. Should cowardly terrorists anywhere make any attempt on 
the life of my good friend, my close colleague, someone I look upon no las 
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than I tvould a yoiifi^cr brother, the full mig}tt of the United States will be 
nnployed by ground, sea and air against determined enclaves of those 
responsible. Determined?. Oh, my Godl 

. A telephone rang. Evan looked around trying to find out where it 
• \v,ns. It was across the room on a desk; he swung his legs down and 
• Walked to the startlingly intrasivc instrument. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘She’s flying over on military transport with a senior attache from 
the embassy in Cairo. She’s listed as a secretarial aide, the name’s 
unimportant. The ETA is seven o’clock in the morning our time. 
She’ll be in Maryland by ten at the latest.’ 

‘What docs she know?’ 

‘Nothing.’ 

‘You had to say something,’ insisted Kendrick. 

‘She was told it was new and urgent instructions from her 
government, instructions that could be transmitted only in person 
over here.’ 

‘She bought that nonsense?’ 

‘She didn't have a choice. She was picked up at her flat in Cairo 
and has been in protective custody ever since. Have a lousy night, 
you bastard.’ 

‘Thanks, Herbie.’ Evan hung up the phone, both relieved and 
frightened by the prospect of tomorrow morning’s confrontation 
with the woman he had known as Khalchla, a woman he had made 
love to in a frenzy of fear and exhaustion. That impulsive act and the 
I desperation that led to it must be forgotten. He had to determine 
whether he was rc-mceting an enemy or a friend. But at least there 
was now a schedule for the next twelve or fifteen hours. It was time 
to call Ann O’Reilly and. through her, contact Manny. It did not 
matter who knew where he was; he was the ofFiaal guest of the 
President of the United States. 
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CHAPTER 2! 




Hmmanucl Wcingrass sat in the red plastic booth with the stocky, 
moustached owner of the Mesa Verde cafe. The past rwo hours had 
been stressful for Manny, somewhat reminiscent of those crazy days 
in Paris when he had worked with the Mossad. The current situation 
was nowhere near as melodramatic and his adversaries were hardly 
lethal, but still he was an elderly man who had to get from one place 
to another without being seen or stopped. In Paris he had to run a 
gauntlet of terrorist scouts without being noticed from Sacrc-Coeur 
to the Boulevard de la Madeleine. Here in Colorado he had to get 
from Evan’s house to the town of Mesa Verde without being stopped 
and locked up by his team of nurses, all of whom were charging 
about because of the activity outside. 

‘How did you do it?’ asked Gonzalez-Gonzalez, the cafe’s owner, 
as he poured Weingrass a glass of whisky. 

‘Civilized man’s second oldest need for privacy, Gee-Gee. The 
toilet. I went to the toilet and climbed out a window. Then I mingled 
with the crowd taking pictures with one of Evan’s cameras, like a real 
photographer, you know, until I got a taxi here.’ 

‘Hey, man,’ interrupted Gonzalez-Gonzalez. ‘Those cats are making 
dinero today!’ 

‘Thieves, they arc! I climbed in and the first thing the £oniJf said to 
me was “One hundred dollars to the airport, mister.” So I said to 
him, taking 'off my hat, “The State Taxi Commission will be 
interested 'to hear about the new Verde rates,” and he says to me 
“Oh, it’s you, Mr Weingrass, just a joke, Mr Weingrass," and 1 then 
tell him, “Charge ’em two hundred and take me to Gee-Gee’s!” ’ 

Both men broke into loud laughter as the pay telephone on the wall 
beyond the booth erupted in a staccato ring. Gonzalez placed his hand 
on Manny’s arm. ‘Let Garda get it,’ he said. 

‘Why? You said my boy called twice before!’ 

‘Garci'a knows what to say. I just told him.’ 

‘Tell mcl’ 

‘He’ll give the Congressman the number of my office phone and 
tell him to call back in two minutes.’ ^ 

‘Gee-Gee, what the hell arc you doingT 
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‘A couple of minutes after you came in, a gringo I don’t know 
irrivcd.’ 

‘So what? You get plenty of people in here you don’t know.’ 

‘He doesn’t belong here, Manny. He ain’t got no raincoat or no hat 
5 r,no camera, but he Still don’t belong here. He's got on a suit - with 
i-yest.’ Weingrass started to turn his head. ‘Don’/,’ ordered Gonzalez, 
now gripping Weingrass’s arm. ‘Every now and then he looks over 
here from his table. He’s got you on his mind.' 

‘So what do we do?’ 

‘Just wait and get up when 1 tell you to.’ 

The waiter named Garda hung up the pay phone, coughed once 
and went over to the dark-suited, red-haired stranger. He leaned 
down and said something dose to the well-dressed customer’s face. 
The man stared coldly at his unexpected messenger; the waiter 
shrugged and crossed back to the bar. The man slowly, unobtru- 
sively, put several bills on the table, got up, and walked out by the 
nearby entrance. 

‘Now,’ whispered Gonzalcz-Gonzalcz, rising and gesturing for 
Manny to follow him. Ten seconds later they were in the owner’s 
dishevelled office. ‘The Congressman will call back in about a 
minute,’ said Gee-Gee, indicating the chair behind a desk that had 
seen better days decades before. 

‘You're sure it was Kendrick?’ asked Weingrass. 

‘Garcia's cough told me yes.' 

'What did he say to the guy at the table?’ 

‘That he believed the message on the telephone must be for him 
since no other customer fitted his description.’ 

'What was the message?' 

‘Quite simple, amigo. It was important for him to contact his people 
outside. ’ 

'Just r/ifl/?' 

'He left, didn't he? That tells us something, doesn’t it?’ 

‘Like what?' 

‘Uiio, he has people to reach, no’ Dos, they arc cither outside this 
grand establishment or he can talk to them by other means of 
communication, namely, a fancy telephone in an automobile, yes? 
Trfs, he did not come in here in his also-fancy suit to have a 'Tex- 
Mex beer that practically chokes him - as my fine sparkling wine 
chokes you, no? Ctiatro, he is no doubt /edero/. ’ 

'Government?' asked Manny astonished. 

‘Personally, of course, I have never been involved with illegal 
immigrants crossing the borders from my beloved country to the 
south, but the stories reach even such innocents as myself . . . We 
know what to look for, my friend. Comprende, hermano?' 

‘1 always said,' said Weingrass, sitting behind the desk, 'find the 
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classiest non-class joints in town and you can Icam more about life 
than in all the sewers of Paris.’ 

‘Paris, France, means a great deal to you, doesn't it, Manny?' 

‘It’s fading, amigo. I’m not sure why, but it’s fading. Something’s 
happening here with my boy and 1 can’t understand it. But it’s 
itnportant.’ 

‘He means much to you also, yes?’ 

‘He is my son.' The telephone rang, and Weingrass yanked it up to 
his ear as Gonzalcz-Gonzalcz went out of the door, 'Airhead, is that 
yoH?’ 

‘What have you got out there, Manny?' asked Kendrick over the 
line from the sterile house on Maryland’s Eastern Shore. ‘A Mossad 
unit covering you?’ 

‘Far more effective,’ answered the old architect from the Bronx. 
‘There are no accountants, no CPAs counting the shekels over an egg 
cream. Now, you. What the hell happened?' 

‘I don’t know, I swear I don’t know]’ Evan recounted his day in 
detail, from Sabri Hassan’s startling news about the Oman revelations 
while he was in his pool to his hiding out in a cheap motel in Virginia; 
from his confrontation with Frank Swann of the State Department to 
his arrival at the White House under escort; from his hostile meeting 
with the White House chief of staff to his eventual presentation to the 
President of the United States, who proceeded to louse up everything 
by scheduling an award ceremony in the Blue Room next Tuesday - 
with the Marine Band. Finally, to the fact that the woman named 
Khalehla, who had first saved his life in Bahrain, was in reality a case 
officer in the Central Intelligence Agency and was being flown over 
for him to question. 

‘From what you’ve told me, she had nothing to do with exposing 
you.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Because you believed her when she said she was an Arab filled 
with shame, you told me that. In some ways. Airhead, I know you 
better than you know yourself. You arc not easily fooled about such 
matters. It’s what made you so good w'ith the Kendrick Group . . . 
For this woman to expose you would only add to’ her shame and 
further inflame the crazy world she lives in.’ 

‘She's the only one left, Manny. The others wouldn’t; they 
couldn’t.’ 

‘Then there arc others beyond others.’ 

‘For God’s sake, tvho? These were the only people who knew I was 
there.’ 

‘You just said this Swann told you a blond creep with a foreign 
accent figured you were in Masqat. Where did he get his infor™’*'''^"’’ 

‘No one can find him, not even the White House.’ 


‘Maybe I know people who can find him,’ interrupted Weingrass. 

'No, Manny,’ insisted Kendrick firmly. ‘This isn’t Paris and those 
Israelis arc way ofT limits. 1 owe them too much, although some day 
I'd like you to explain to me the interest they had in a certain hostage 
at the embassy.’ 

‘I was never told,’ said Weingrass. *l knew there was an initial plan 
the unit had trained for and I assumed it was designed to reach 
someone inside, but they never discussed it in front of me. Those 
people know how to keep their mouths shut . . . What’s your next 
move?' 

‘Tomorrow morning with the Rashad woman. 1 told you.’ 

‘After that.’ 

‘You haven’t been watching television.’ 

Tm at Gee-Gee’s. He only allows videotapes, remember? He’s got 
a replay on one of the eighty-two Scries, and most everyone at the 
bar thinks it's today. What’s on television?’ 

‘The President. He announced that I’m in protective seclusion.’ 

‘Sounds like jail to me.’ 

‘In a way it is, but the prison's tolerable and the warden’s given me 
privileges.' 

‘Do I get a number?' 

‘1 wouldn’t know it. There’s nothing printed on the phone, only a 
blank strip, but I'll keep you informed. I’ll call you if 1 move. Nobody 
could trace this line and it doesn’t matter if they did. ’ 

‘Okay, now let me ask you something. Did you mention me I 
anyone?’ 

‘Good God. no You may be in the classified Oman file and 1 di 
say that a lot of other people deserved credit beside myself, but 
never used your name. Why?’ 

Tm being followed.’ 

‘mtai?’ 

‘It’s a wnnklc 1 don't like. Gee-Gee says the clown on my tail i 
federal and that there arc others with him,’ 

‘Maybe Dennison picked you out from the file and assigned yo 
proteaion. ’ 

‘From what? Even in Pans I’m vault-tight - if 1 wasn’t. I'd hav 
been dead three years ago. And what makes you think I’m in any filt 
Outside the unit no one knew my name and none of our names wer 
used in that conference the morning we all left. Finally, Airhead, i 
I’m being protected it’d be a good idea to let me know about it 
Because if I’m dangerous enough to warrant that kind of protection 
1 might just blow the head off someone 1 don't know protecting me. 

‘As usual,’ said Kendrick, ‘you may have an ounce of logic in you 
normal pound of impiausibihty. I'll check on it.’ 

‘Do that. 1 may not have too many years left but I wouldn’t wan 
them cut short by a bullet in my head - from either side. Call ntt 
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tomorrow, because now I’ve got to get back to the coven before the 
inhabitants report my departure to the head police warlock.’ 

‘Give my regards to Gee-Gee,’ added Evan. ‘And tell him that 
when I’m home he’s to stay the hell out of the importing business. 
Also, thank him, Manny.’ Kendrick hung up the phone, his hand still 
on it. He picked it up and dialled 0. 

‘Operator,’ said a somewhat hesitant female voice after more 
unanswered rings than seemed normal. 

‘I’m not sure why,’ began Evan, ‘but I have an idea that you’re not 
an ordinary run-of-the-mill operator for the Bell Telephone 
Company.’ 

‘Sir ....?’ 

‘It doesn’t matter, miss. My name is Kendrick and I have to reach 
dr Herbert. Dennison, the White House chief of staff, as soon as 
lossible — it’s urgent. I’m asking you to do your best to find him and 
lave him' call me within the next five minutes. If that’s impossible, 
‘11 be forced to call my secretary’s husband, who’s a lieutenant on the 
S^ashington police, and tell him I’m being held prisoner at a location 
'm fairly certain I can identify accurately.’ 

‘Sir, pleaseV 

‘I think I’m being reasonable and very dear,’ interrupted Evan. ‘Mr 
5ennison is to contact me within the next five minutes, and the 
ountdown’s begun. Thank you, operator, have a good day.’ 

Again Kendrick hung up the phone but now he removed his hand 
nd walked over to a wall bar which held an ice bucket and assorted 
)Ottlcs of expensive whisky. He poured himself a drink, looked at his 
vatch and proceeded towards a large casement window that looked 
lut on the rear floodlit grounds. He was amused at the sight of a 
roquet lawn bordered by white wrought-iron furniture; he was less 
mused by the sight of a marine guard dressed in the casual, 
inmilitary uniform of the estate’s staff. He was pacing a garden path 
tear the stone wall, his uncasual, very military repeating rifle angled 
n front. Manny was right; He was in jail. Moments later the 
clephonc rang and the congressman from Colorado walked back to 
t. ‘Hello, Herbie, how are you?’ 

‘How am I, you son of a bitch? I’m in the goddamned shower, 
hat’s how I am. IVet! What do you want?' 

‘I want to know why Weingrass is being followed. I want to know 
vhy his name ever surfaced anywhere, and you’d better have a damn 
»ood explanation, like his personal well-being.’ 

‘Back up, ingrate,’ said the chief of staff curtly. ‘What the hell is a 
S^cingrass. Something put out by Manischewitz?’ 

‘Emmanuel Weingrass is an architect of international renown. He’s 
ilso a close friend of mind and he’s staying at my house in Colorado, 
ind for reasons that I don’t have to give you, his being there is 


extremely confidennal. Where and to whom have you circulated his 
name?’ 

‘I can’t circulate what I’ve never heard of, you fruitcake.’ 

‘You’re not lying to me, are you, Herbie? Because if you are 1 can 
make the next few weeks very embarrassing for you.’ 

‘If ! thought that lying would get you off my back, I'd go to the 
well, but I haven’t got any lies where a Weingrass is concerned. 1 
don’t knotv who he is, so help me.* 

‘You read the debriefing reports on Oman, didn’t you?’ 

‘It’s one file and buried. Of course 1 read it.’ 

‘Weingrass’s name never appeared?' 

‘No, and I’d remember if it did. It's a funny name.’ 

‘Not to Weingrass.’ Kendrick paused, but not long enough for 
Dennison to interrupt. ‘Could anyone in the CIA or NSA or any of 
those outfits put a guest of mine under surveillance without informing 
you?’ 

‘No ii’uy!’ shouted the White House suzerain. ‘Where- you and the 
troubles you’ve laid on us are concerned, no one moves sideways for 
an inch without my knowing about it!’ 

'One last question. In the Oman file, was there any mention of the 
person flying back with me from Bahrain?’ 

It was Dennison’s turn to pause. ‘You’re a little obvious, 
Congressman. ’ 

‘You’re a little closer to those soft-boiled eggs over your face. If 
you think I’m bad news for you and your man now. don’t even 
speculate on the architect's connection. Leave it alone.’ 

’I’ll leave it alone,’ agreed the chief of stafT. ‘With a name li^'- 
Weingrass I can make another connection and it scares me. Like t 
Mossad.’ 

‘Good. Now just answer my question. What was in the file abc 
the flight from Bahrain to Andrews?’ 

‘The cargo consisted of you and an old Arab in Western clothes 
longtime subagent for Cons Op who was being flown over I 
medical treatment. His name was Ah somcthing-or-othcr; Sts 
cleared him and he vanished. That's straight, Kendrick. No one 
this government is aware of a Mr Weingrass.' 

‘Thanks, Herb.’ 

‘Thanks for the “Herb". Is there anything 1 can do?’ 

, Evan stared at the casement window, then at the floodlit grouni 
and the marine guard outside and everything the scene rcprcscntci 
‘I’m going to do you a favour and say no,’ he said softly. ‘At least f< 
now. But you can clarify something for me. This phone has a tap c 
it. doesn’t it?’ 

‘Not the' usual variety. There’s a little black box like those c 
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aircraft. It has to be removed by authorized personnel and the tapes 
processed under the strictest security measures.’ 

‘Can you stop the operation for, say, thirty minutes or so, until I 
contact someone? You’d want it that way, believe me.’ 

‘I’ll accept that . . . Sure, there’s an override on the line; our people 
use it a lot when they” re in those houses. Give me five minutes and 
call Moscow, if you like.’ 

‘Five minutes.’ 

‘May I go back to my shower now?’ 

‘Try bleach this time.’ Kendrick replaced the phone and took out 
his wallet, slipping his index finger undei the flap behind his Colorado 
driver’s licence. He removed the scrap of paper with Frank Swann’s 
two private telephone numbers written on it and again looked at his 
watch. He would wait ten minutes and hope that the deputy director 
of Consular Operations was at one place or the other. He was. At his 
apartment, of course. After curt greetings, Evan explained where he 
was - where he thought he was. 

‘How’s “protective seclusion’’?’ asked Swann, sounding weary. 
Tve been to several of those places when we’ve interrogated defec- 
tors. I hope yoir’ve got one with stables or at least two pools, one 
inside, naturally. They’re all alike; I think the government buys them 
as political payoffs for the rich who get tired of their big houses and 
want to buy new ones gratis. I hope somebody’s listening. I don’t 
have a pool any more.’ 

‘There’s a croquet lawn. I’ve seen that.’ 

‘Small time. What have you got to tell me? Am I any closer to 
getting off the hook?’ 

‘Maybe. At least I’ve tried to take some heat off you . . . Frank, 
I’ve got to ask you a question and wc can both say anything we like, 
use any names we like. There's no tap on the phone here now.’ 

‘Who told you that?’ 

‘Dennison.’ 

‘And you believed him? Incidentally, 1 couldn’t care less if this 
transcript’s given to him.’ 

‘I believe him because he has a clue as to what I’m going to say and 
wants to put a couple of thousand miles between the administration 
and what we’re going to talk about. He said we’re on an “override”.’ 

‘He’s right. He’s afraid of some loose cannon hearing your words. 
.What is it?' 

, ‘Manny Weingrass, and through him linkage to the Mossad - ’ 

< ‘1 told you, that’s a no-no,’ broke in the deputy director, ‘Okay, 

]. we’re really on override. Go ahead.’ 

‘Dennison told me that the Oman file lists the cargo on the plant 
from Bahrain to Andrews Air Force Base on that last morning a' 
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consisting of me and an old Arab in Western clothing who was a 
subagent for Consular Operations - ’ 

'And who was being brought over here for medical treatment,’ 
interrupted Swann. ‘After years of invaluable cooperation our clan- 
destine services owed Ali Saada and his family that much.’ 

‘You’re sure that was the wording?’ 

‘Who would know it better? I wrote it.’ 

'You} Then you knew it was Weingrass?' 

‘It wasn’t difficult. Your instructions relayed by Grayson were 
pretty damned clear. You demanded - demanded, mind you - that an 
unnamed person accompany you on that plane back to the States - ’ 

‘I was covering for the Mossad.' 

‘Obviously, and so was 1. You sec, bringing someone in like that 
is against the rules - forget the law - unless he’s on our books. So I 
put him on the books as someone else.’ 

‘But how did you know it was Manny?’ 

‘That was the easiest part. I spoke to the chief of the Bahrainian 
Royal Guards, who was assigned as your covert escort. The physical 
description was probably enough, but when he told me that the old 
bastard kicked one of his men in the knee because he let you stumble 
getting into the car to the airport, I knew it was Weingrass. His 
reputation, as they say, has always preceded him.’ 

‘I appreciate your doing that.’ said Evan softly. ‘Both for him an< 
for me.' 

‘It was the only way of thanking you that 1 could think of.’ 

‘Then 1 can assume that no one in Washington intelligence circle: 
knows that Weingrass was involved in Oman. ' 

•' 'Absolutely, Forget Masqat, he’s a nonperson. He’s just not amonf 
the living over here.’ 

‘Dennison didn't even know who he was - ' 

‘Of course not.' 

‘He’s being followed, Frank. Out in Colorado, he's under some- 
one’s surveillance.’ 

‘Not ours.’ 

Eight hundred and ninety-five feet due north of the sterile house on 
the waters of Chesapeake Bay was the estate of Dr Samuel Winters, 
honoured historian and for over forty years friend and ads'iscr to 
presidents of the United States. In his younger days the immensely 
wealthy academic was considered an outstanding sportsman; trophies 
for polo, tennis, skiing and sailing lined the shelves of his private 
study attesting to his former skills. Now there remained for the 
ageing educator a more passive game that had been a minor passion 
with the Winters family for generations, initially making its appear- 
ance on the lawn of their mansion in Oyster Bay during the early 


326 



twenties. The game was croquet, and whenever any member of the 
family built a new property, among the first considerations was a 
proper lawn for the very official course that never deviated from the 
40- by 75-foot dimensions prescribed by the National Croquet 
Association in 1882. So one of the sights that caught the eye of a 
visitor to Dr Winters’ estate was the croquet lawn to the right of the 
enormous house above the waters of the Chesapeake. Its charm was 
enhanced by the many pieces of white wrought-iron furniture that 
bordered the course, areas of respite for those studying their next 
moves or having a drink. 

The scene was identical with the croquet course at the sterile house 
895 feet to the south of Winters’ property, and it was only fitting that 
it should be, for all the land upon which both mansions stood 
originally belonged to Samuel Winters. Five years ago — with the 
silent resurrertion of Inver Brass — Dr Winters had quietly donated 
the south estate to the United States government for use as a ‘safe’ or 
‘sterile’ house. In order to deter the amiably curious and divert hostile 
probes by potential enemies of the United States, the transaction was 
never revealed. According to the property records filed in the Town 
Hall of Cynwid Hollow, the house and grounds still belonged to 
Samuel and Martha Jennifer Winters (the latter deceased), and for it 
the family’s accountants annually paid the inordinately high shoreline 
taxes, refunded secretly by a grateful government. If any of the 
curious, friendly or unfriendly alike, inquired into the aaivity at this 
aristocratic compound, they were invariably told that it never 
stopped, that cars and caterers carried and cared for the great and the 
near great of the academic world and industry, all representing the 
varied interests of Samuel Winters. A squad of strong young garden- 
ers kept the place immaculate and also served as staff, seeing to the 
needs of the constant stream of visitors. The image conveyed was 
that of a multi-millionaire’s multi-purpose think tank in the country- 
side — far too open to be anything but what it purported to be. 

To maintain the integrity of that image, all bills were sent to 
Samuel Winters’ accountants, who promptly paid them with dupli- 
cates of these payments forwarded to the historian’s personal lawyer, 
who, in turn, had them hand-delivered to the Department of State 
for covert reimbursement. It was a simple arrangement and beneficial 
to all concerned, as simple and as beneficial as it was for Dr Winters 
to suggest to President Langford Jennings that Congressman Evan 
Kendrick might simply benefit from a few days out of the media 
limelight at the ‘safe house’ south of his property, since there was no 
activity there at the time. The President gratefully concurred; he 
would have Herb Dennison take care of the arrangements. 

Milos Varak removed the large, anti-impedance earphones from his 
head and shut down the clcaronic console on the table in front of 


327 


I 


him. He swung his chair to the left, snapped a switch on the nearb) 
wall and instantly heard the quiet gears that lowered the direcdona 
dish on the roof. He then got out of the chair and wandered aimlessly 
around the sophisticated communications equipment in the sound- 
proof studio in the cellars of Samuel Winters' house. He was alarmed. 
What he had overheard on the telephone intercept from the sterih 
house was beyond his understanding. 

As the State Department’s Swann so unequivocally confirmed, nc 
one in the Washington intelligence community was aware of Emman- 
ua! Weingrass. They had no idea that ‘the old Arab' who Had flown 
back from Bahrain with Evan Kendrick uw Weingrass. In Swann’: 
words, his ‘thank you’ to Evan Kendrick for the congressman’: 
efforts in Oman was to get Weingrass secretly out of Bahrain and 
with equal secrecy into the United States by using a disguise and a 
cover. The man and the cover had bureaucratically disappeared; 
Weingrass was virtually a ‘nonperson’. Also, Swann's deception wa< 
mandatory because of Weingrass's Mossad connection, a dcccptior 
thoroughly understood by Kendrick. In point of fact, the congress- 
man himsclfhad taken c.xtrcme measures to conceal the presence and 
the identity of his elderly friend. Milos had learned that the old mar 
had been entered into the hospital under the name of Manfrcc 
Weinstein, and put in a room in a pnvate wing with its own secluded 
entrance, and that upon release he had been flown to Colorado in a 
private jet to Mesa Verde 

Everytliing was pni'iifr, Weingrass's name was never recorded 
anywhere And during the months of his convalescence the irascible 
architect only inlrcqucntly left the house and never for places where 
the congressman was known. Damn! thought Varak. Except for 
Kendrick's close personal circle that c.xciudcd ct'frjwic but a tnistcd 
sccrctarv, her husband, an Arab couple in Virginia and three overpaid 
nurses whose generous salaries included total confidentiality, 
Emmanuel Weingrass did not exist! 

Varak walked back to the console tabic, disengaged the Record 
button, rewound the tape and found the words he wanted to hear 
again. 

T/tai I can assinnf that no one in li'ashii{<;ion inlelli(;aue circles knoti'l 
that If'etn^rass was iiivoli'ed in Oman^ 

Absplutcly. I'cr^el Masqat, he's a nonperson He’s just not amoni 
lii'ini; oner here. 

Dennison diiin ’t even hnoiv who he was — 

Of course not. 

He s /icing followed, l-rank f)t(f in Oolorado, he's under soiiici 
surveillance. 

S'ot ours. 

‘Not ours . . .' Il'7ifi.tf’ 





That question was what alarmed Varak.-Thc only people who 
new that there was an Emmanuel Weingrass, who had been told 
ow much that old man meant to Evan Kendrick, v.’crc the five 
tembers of Inver Brass, Could one of them - ? 

Milos did not want to think any more. At the moment it was too 
ainful for him. 

kdrienne Rashad was snapped awake by the sudden turbulence 
neountered by the military aircraft. She looked across the aisle in the 
imly lit cabin with its Icss-than-first-class accommodation. The 
ttache from the embassy in Cairo was obviously upset - afraid, to bc 
recise. Yet the man was experienced enough with such transport to 
ring along a comforting friend, specifically an outsized leathcr- 
ound flask which he literally ripped out of his briefcase and drank 
rom until he was aware that his ‘cargo’ was looking at him. 
heepishly he held up the flask toward her. She shook her head and 
poke over the sound of the jet engines, ‘Just potholes,’ she said. 

‘Hey, pals!' cried the voice of the pilot over the intercom. ‘Sorry 
bout the potholes but I’m afraid this weather’s unavoidable for about 
nothcr thirty minutes or so. We have to stick to our channel and 
way from commercial routes. You should have flown the friendly 
kies, buddies. Hang on!’ 

The attache drank once again from the flask, this time longer and 
note fully than before. Adrienne turned away, the Arab in her telling 
ler not to observe a man’s fear, the Western woman in her makeup 
aying that as an experienced military flier she should allay her 
ompanion’s fear. The synthesis in her won the argument; she smiled 
eassuringly at the attache and returned to her thoughts chat had been 
iroken ofTby sleep. 

Why had she been so peremptorily ordered back to Washington? If 
here were new instructions so delicate that they could not be put on 
cramblers, why hadn't Mitchell Payton called her with at least a 
luc? It w’asn’t like ‘Uncle Mitch’ to permit any interference with her 
vork unless he told her something about it. Even with the Oman 
ness last year, and if ever there was a priority situation that was it, 
riitch had sent scaled instructions to her by diplomatic courier telling 
icr without explanation to cooperate with the State Department’s 
Zonsular Operations no matter how offended she might be. She had, 
nd it had offended her, indeed. Now out of the blue she had been 
irdcrcd back to the States, virtually incommunicado, without a single 
vord from Mitchell Payton. 

Congressman Evan Kendrick. For the past eighteen hours his name 
lad rolled across the world like the sound of approaching thunder. 
3nc could almost see the frightened faces of those who had been 
nvoived with the American, looking up at the sky wondering if they 



CHAPTER 24 


Kendrick stood by the -windows overlooking- the wide, cfrcular cfti-ve 
in front of the sterile house. Dennison had called him well over an 
hour ago with word chat the plane from Cairo had landed and the 
Rashad woman taken to a waiting government oar; she was or. her 
way to Cynwid HoHov/ under escort. The chief of staff wanted Et^'an 
to know that the CIA case officer bid strenuousfy objected v/hen she 
was not permitted to make a telephone call from Andrews Air Force 
Base. 

‘She kicked up a stmk and refused to get in the car,^ Dennison had 
complained. ‘She said she hadn't heard directl-y from her superiors 
and the Air Force could go pound sand. Goddamned kirckl I was on 
my way to work and they reached me on the fimo phone. You know 
what she said to /rre? “ UTio the hell are yau?" Thit’s what she sard to 
me? Then to twist the knife, she holds the phone awa-y and asks out 
loud, “What’s a Dennison?”,’ 

‘It's that modest low profile you keep. Kerb. Did an-yhodv r-F 
her:' 

‘The bastards huffketf. That's when / told her she was cnd« 
President's orders and she either got in that car or she could : 
five years in Leavenworth. ’ 

‘It's a men's prison.’ 

‘I knew that. Heh'. Shell be there in an hour or so. Remcmt 
she’s the sieve [ get her. ' 

‘Maybe.’ 

TII get a presidential order?’ 

‘And I’ll read it on the niohtiy news. With footnotesd 

Kendrick had started to leave the -window for another cup of c 
when a nondesenpt grey car appeared at the Ease of the circular c 
It swept around the curve and stopped in front of tr.e sn-ine : 
where an Air Force major s-wifily got cut of the fiir fcacksiui' 
-walked npidlir round and opened the kerbside door t-or his o 
passenger. 

The woman £-van had known as Khsiebli emergen mu 
morning sunlight, squintihg at the brightness, disrurued and cr 
She was hadcss, her dark hair hancins^ to her shoulders over a 
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CHAPTER 24 


Kendrick stood by the windows overlooking the wide, circular drive 
in front of the sterile house. Dennison had called him well over an 
hour ago with word that the plane from Cairo had landed and the 
Rashad woman taken to a waiting government car; she was on her 
way to Cynwid Hollow under escort. The chief of staff wanted Evan 
to know that the CIA case officer had strenuously objected when she 
was not permitted to make a telephone call from Andrews Air Force 
Base. 

‘She kicked up a stink and refused to get in the car,' Dennison had 
complained. ‘She said she hadn’t heard directly from her superiors 
and the Air Force could go pound sand. Goddamned biuhl I was on 
my way to work and they reached me on the limo phone. You know 
what she said to me? “Who the hell are yon?” That’s what she said to 
me! Then to twist the knife, she holds the phone away and asks out 
loud, “What’s a Dennison?’’.’ 

‘It’s that modest low profile you keep, Herb. Did anybody tell 
her?’ 

‘The bastards latighedl That’s when / told her she was under the 
President’s orders and she cither got in that car or she could spend 
five years in Leavenworth.’ 

‘It’s a men’s prison.’ 

‘I know that. Heli! She’ll be there in an hour or so. Remember, if 
she’s the sieve I get her.’ 

‘Maybe.’ 

‘I’ll get a presidential order!’ 

‘And I'll read it on the nightly news. With footnotes.’ 

‘Shit!’ 

Kendrick had started to leave the window for another cup of coffee 
when a nondescript grey car appeared at the base of the circular drive. 
It swept around the curve and stopped in front of the stone steps, 
where an Air Force major swiftly got out of the far backseat. He 
walked rapidly round and opened the kerbside door for his official 
passenger. 

The woman Evan had known as Khalchla emerged into the 
morning sunlight, squinting at the brightness, disturbed and unsure. 
She was hatlcss, her dark hair hanging to her shoulders over a white 
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jacket above green slacks and low-heeled shoes. Under her right arm 
she clutched a large white handbag. As Kendrick watched her the 
memory of that late afternoon in Bahrain came back to him. He 
recalled the shock he had felt when she walked through the door of 
the bizarre royal bedroom amused that he had raced back for the 
cover of the bed sheet. And how, despite his panic, bewilderment 
and pain - or perhaps adding to all three - he had been struck by the 
cool loveliness of her sharply defined Euro-Arabian face and the glare 
of intelligence in her eyes. 

He had been right; she was a striking woman who carried herself 
erect, almost defiantly, even now as she walked towards the massive 
door of the sterile house where inside she would face the unknown. 
Kendrick observed her dispassionately; there was no rush of remem- 
bered warmth in his reaction to her, only cold, intense curiosity. She 
had lied to him that late afternoon in Bahrain, lied both by what she 
said and what she did not say. He wondered if she would lie to him 
again. 

The Air Force major opened the door of the enormous living room 
for Adrienne Rashad. She walked in and stopped, standing motion- 
less, staring at Evan by the window. There was no astonishment in 
her eyes, just that fngid glare of intellcrt. 

’I'll be going,’ said the Air Force officer. 

’Thank you, Major ' The door dosed and Kendrick stepped 
forward. 'Hello, Khalchla It was Khalchla, wasn't it?’ 

‘Whatever you say.’ she replied calmly. 

"But then it isn't Khalchla, is it? It’s Adrienne - Adrienne Rashad,' 

'Whatever you say,' she repeated. 

‘That’s a little redundant, isn’t it?’ 

’And all this is very stupid. Congressman. Did you have me flown 
back here to give you another tesnmonial? Because if you did, 1 won’t 
do it.’ 

'TcstimoniaP That’s the last thing 1 want.’ 

‘Good, I'm glad for you. I’m sure the representative from Colorado 
has all the endorsements he needs. So there’s no need for someone 
whose life and the lives of a great many colleagues depend on 
anonymity to step forward and add to your sw>elling cheers.’ 

‘That’s what you think? I want endorsements, cheers?’ 

‘What ain I to think? That you took me away from my w'ork, 
e.xposcd me to the embassy and the Air Force, probably crippled a 
cover I ve developed over the past several years just because 1 went to 
bed with you? It happened once, but I assure you it will never happen 
again.’ 

‘Hey, wait a minute, bright lady,’ protested Evan. ‘I wasn’t looking 
for any fast action. For Christ’s sake, 1 didn’t know where 1 was or 
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what had happened, or what would happen next. I was scared stiff, 
and knew I had things to do that I didn’t think I could do.’ 

‘You were also e.xhausted,’ added Adrienne Rashad. ‘I was, too. It 
happens.’ 

‘That’s what Swann said - ’ 

‘That bastard.' 

‘No, hold it. Frank Swann’s not a bastard — ’ 

‘Shall I use another word? Like pimp? An unconscionable pimp.’ 

‘You’re wrong. I don’t know what your business was with him 
but he had a job to do.’ 

‘Like sacrificing yoii?’ 

‘Maybe ... I admit the thought’s not too attractive but he was 
pretty well boxed in then.’ 

‘Forget it, Congressman. Why am I here?’ 

‘Because I have to learn something, and you’re the only one left 
who can tell me.’ 


‘What is it?’ 


‘Who broke the story on me? Who violated the agreement I made? 
1 was told that those who knew I went to Oman - and they were 
damn few, a tight little circle they called it - none of them would have 
any reason to do it and every reason in the world not to. Apart from 
Swann and his computer chief, whom he swears by, there were only 
seven people in the entire government who knew. Six have been 
checked out, all absolutely negative. You’re the seventh, the only one 
left.’ 

' Adrienne Rashad stood motionless, her face passive, her eyes 
furious. ‘You ignorant, arrogant ainalair,' she said slowly, her voice 
add. 

‘You can call me any goddamned names you like,' began Evan 
angrily, ‘but I’m going to - ’ 

‘May we' go for a walk. Congressman?’ broke in the woman from 
Cairo, crossing to a large bay window on the other side of the lOom 
that looked over a dock to the rocky shoreline of the Chesapeake. 

‘What?’ 

‘The air in here is as oppressive as the company. I’d like to take a 
walk, please.’ Rashad raised her hand and pointed outside; she then 
nodded her head twice as if reinfordng a command. 

‘All right," mumbled Kendrick, bewildered. ‘There’s a side entrance 
L back there.’ 

I ‘I sec it,’ said Adriennc-Khalchla, moving towards the door at the 
t.' rear of the room. They walked outside on to a flagstone patio that 
; joined a manicured lawn and a path leading down to the dock. If 
there had been boats lashed to the pilings or secured to the empty 
•; moorings bouncing on the water beyond, they had been removed for 
j the autumii winds. ‘Keep up your harangue. Congressman,’ cpiitin- 


333 


ued the undercover case ofEcer for the CIA. ‘You shouidn t b 
deprived of that.’ 

‘Just bold it, Miss Rashad or whatever the hell your name is!' Eva: 
stopped on the white concrete path halfway to the shoreline. ‘If yo 
think what I’m talking about amounts to a “harangue", you’re sad! 
mistaken - ' 

‘For God’s sake, keep walking! You’ll get all the conversation yo: 
want, more than you want, you damn fool.’ The bay shore to th 
right of the dock was a mixture of dark sand and stones so commoi 
to the Chesapeake; to the left was the boathouse, also common. Wha 
was not common, however, e.xccpt to the larger estates, was 
profusion of tall trees some fifty yards both north and south of th 
dock and the boathouse. They provided a measure of privacy, mor 
in appearance than in reality, but the sight of them had appealed 0 
the field agent from Cairo. She headed to the right, over the sand ani 
the stones close to the gently lapping waves. They passed the borde 
of trees and kept going until they reached a large rock that rose ou 
of the ground by the water's edge. Above, the immense house couli 
not be seen. ‘This’ll do,’ said Adrienne Rashad. 

'Do?' e.xclaimed Kendrick. ‘What was that little e.xcrcise all about 
And while we’re at it let’s get a couple of things straight. 1 appreciat 
the fact that you probably saved my life - probably, not by an' 
manner of means provable - but 1 don’t take orders from you, and ii 
my considered opinion I’m not a damn fool, and regardless of m^ 
amateur status you’re answering to me. I’m not answering to you 
Check and double check, lady?’ 

'Are you finished?’ 

'1 haven't even begun.’ 

'Then before you do. let me address the specifics you’vejust raised 
That little exercise was to get us out of there. 1 presume you know 
it’s a safe house.’ 

‘Certainly. ’ 

‘And that anything you say in every room, including the toilet am 
the shower, is recorded.' 

‘Well, I knew the telephone was - ' 

‘Thank you, Mr Amateur.' 

‘I don’t have a damn thing to hide-' 

'Keep your voice down. Talk into the water as I am.’ 

‘What? llliy?’ 

‘Electronic voice surveillance. The trees will distort sound becausi 
there’s no direct visual beam - ’ 

‘What?’ . 

‘Lasers have improved the technology - ’ 

‘miat?' 

‘Shut up! Whisper.’ 
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‘I repeat, I haven’t got a damn thing to hide. Maybe you do, but I 
don'lV 

‘Really?’ asked Rashad. leaning against the huge roc'i: and talking 
down into the small, slowly encroaching waves. ‘You want to involve 
Ahmat?’ 

‘I’ve mentioned him. To the President. He should know how much 
help that kid was - ’ 

‘Oh, Ahmat will appreciate that. And his personal doaor? And his 
two cousins who helped you and proteaed you? And El-Baz, and the 
pilot who flew you to Bahrain? . . . They could all be killed.' 

‘Apart from Ahmat, I never mentioned anyone speciJicallY - ’ 

‘Names are irrelevant. Functions aren’t.’ 

‘For Christ’s sake, it was the President of the United Sutes!’ 

‘And contrary to rumours, he does communicate beyond a 
microphone?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

‘Do you know who he talks to? Do you know them personally? Do 
you know how reliable they are in terms of maximum security; does 
hel Do you know the men who are on the listening devices up in that 
house?’ 

‘Of course not.’ 

‘What about me? I’m a field officer with an acceptable cover in 
Cairo. Would you have talked about me?’ 

‘I did, but only to Swann.’ 

‘I’m not referring to what you did with someone in authority who 
knew cver^'thing because he was the control, I’m talking about up 
there. If you started questioning me up in that house, mightn’t you 
have brought up any or all the people I’ve just mentioned? And to 
break the bank, Mr Amateur, isn’t it conceivable that you might have 
mentioned the Mossad?’ 

Evan closed his eyes. ‘I might have,’ he said softly, nodding. ‘If 
we’d got into an argument.’ 

‘An argument was unavoidable, which is why I got us out and 
came down here.’ 

‘Everyone up there is on our side!’ protested Kendrick. 

‘I’m sure they are,’ agreed Adrienne, ‘but we don’t know the 
strengths or the weaknesses of people we’ve never met and can’t sec, 
do we?’ 

‘You’re paranoid.’ 

'It goes with the territory. Congressman. Furthermore, you are a 
damn fool, as I think I’ve amply demonstrated by your lack of 
knowledge about safe houses. I’ll skip the question as to who gives 
orders to whom because it’s irrelevant, and go back to your first 
point. In all likelihood I did not save your life in Bahrain, but inste? ' 
because of that bastard Swann, put you in an untenable oositior . 
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and certain pilots call the pbint of no return. You were not expected 
to survive, Mr Kendrick, and I did object to that.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because I cared.’ 

‘Because we-' 

‘That, too, is irrelevant. You were a decent man trying to do a 
decent thing for which you weren’t equipped. As it turned out, there 
were others who helped you far more than 1 ever could. I sat in 
jimmy Grayson’s office and wc were both relieved when we got 
word you were airborne out of Bahrain. 

‘Grayson? He was one of the seven who knew I was there.’ 

‘Not until the Last hours, he didn’t,’ said Rashad. 'Even 1 wouldn’t 
tell him. It had to come from Washington.’ 

‘In White House language, he was put on the spit yesterday 
morning.’ 

‘For what?’ 

‘To see if he was the one who leaked my name.' 

'Jimmy? That’s even more stupid than thinking it was me. Grayson 
wants a directorship so badly he can taste it. Also, he doesn't care to 
have his throat slit and his body mutilated any more than I do.’ 

‘You say those words very easily. They come quickly to you, 
maybe too quickly.' 

‘About Jimmy’’ 

‘No. About yourself' ' 

'! sec.’ The woman who had called herself Khalchla moved away 
from the rock. ’You think I’ve rehearsed all this - with myself, of 
course, because I damn well couldn’t reach anyone else. And, of 
course. I’m half Arab - ' 

’You walked into the room up there as if you expected to see me. I 
wasn't any surprise to you 

‘I did. and YOU wercii t 

'Why and why not’ t)n both counts’’ 

‘Process of elimination. 1 suppose - and an arrangement, a man I 
know who protects me from rc<i/ surprises For the last day and a 
half, you’ve been hot news throughout the Mediterranean, Congress- 
man. and a lot of people .ire shaking, including myself Not only for 
myself but for many others 1 used and misused to keep you in sight. 
Someone like me builds a network based on trust, .and right now that 
trust, my most vital commodity, has been called into question. So 
you sec, Mr Kendrick, you've wasted not only my time and my 
concentration but a grc.it deal of the ta.xpayers’ money to bnng me 
back here for a question any experienced intelligence officer could 
answer. ’ 

‘You could have sold me, sold my name for a price,’ 

‘For what? My life? For the lives of those 1 used to track you, men 
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who are important to me and the work I do - work I think has real 
value which I tried to explain to you in Bahrain? You really believe 
that?’ 

‘Oh, Jesus. I don’t know what to believe!’ admitted Bvan, expelling 
his breath and shaking his head. ‘Everything I wanted to do, 
everything I’d planned, has been thrown out in the garbage. Ahmat 
doesn’t want to see me again, I can’t go back - there or anywhere else 
in the Emirates or the Gulfs. He’ll see to it.’ 

'You wanted to go back?’ 

‘More than anything. I wanted to take up my life again where I did 
my best %vork. But first I had to find and get rid of a son of a bitch 
who’d crippled everything, killed for the sake of killing - so many.’ 

‘The Mahdi,’ interrupted Rasbad, nodding. ‘Ahmat told me. You 
did it. Ahmat’s young and he’ll change. In time he’ll understand what 
you did for everyone over there and be grateful . . . But you just 
answered a question. You see, 1 thought that you might have blown 
the story yourself, but you didn’t, did you?’ 

'Me? You’re out of your mindl I’m getting out of here in six 
months!’ 

‘There’s no political ambition, then?’ 

‘Christ, mo! I’m packing it in. I’m leaving! Only now I have 
nowhere to go. Someone’s trying to stop me, making me into 
something I’m not. “What the hell is happening to me?’ 

‘Offliand I’d say you were being exhumed.’ 

‘Being what'? By whom?' 

‘By someone who thinks you were slighted. Someone who believes 
you deserve public acclaim, prominence.’ 

‘Which I don’t want! And the President isn’t helping. He’s awarding 
me the Medal of Freedom ne.xt Tuesday in the goddamned Blue 
Room with the whole Marine Band! I told him I didn’t vs’ant it, and 
the son of a bitch said 1 had to show up because he refused to look 
like a “chintzy bastard”. What kind of reasoning is that?' 

‘Very presidential . . .’ Rashad suddenly stopped. ‘Let’s walk,’ she 
said quickly as two white-suited members of the stafT appeared at the 
base of the dock. ‘Don’t look around. Be casual. We’ll just stroll 
down this poor excuse for a beach.’ 

‘May I talk?’ asked Kendrick as he fell in step. 

‘Not anything germane. Wait till we get around the bend.’ 

‘Why? Can they hear us?’ 

‘Possibly. I’m not really sure.’ They followed the curve of the 
shoreline until the trees obscured the two men on the dock. ‘The 
Japanese have developed directional relays, although I’ve never seen 
one,’ continued Rashad aimlessly. Then she stopped again and 
up at Evan, her intelligent eyes questioning. ‘You spoke to 
she asked. 



'Yesterday. He told me to go to hell but not to go back to Oman. 
Ever.’ 

‘You understand that I’ll check with him, don’t you?’ 

Evan was suddenly astonished, then angry. Sfie was questioning 
him, accusing him, checking up on him. ‘I don’t give a damn what 
you do, my only concern is what you may have done. You’re 
convincing, Kahlchla - excuse me. Miss Rashad - and you may 
believe what you say, but the six men who knew about me had 
everything to lose and not a goddamned thing to gain by saying that 
! was in Masqat last year.’ 

‘And I had nothing to lose but my life and the lives of those I’ve 
cultivated throughout the scaor, some of whom, incidentally, are 
very dear to me? Stop that tired old argument. Congressman, you 
sound ridiculous. You're not only an amateur, you’re insufferable.’ 

‘You know, it’s possible you could have made a mistake]' cried 
Kendrick, exasperated, ‘I'd almost be willing to give you the benefit 
of the doubt, I implied as much to Dennison and told him I wouldn't 
let him hang you for it.’ 

“Oh, you’re too kind, sir.’ 

'No, 1 meant it. You did save my life, and if you made a slip and 
dropped my name - ’ 

‘Don’t compound your asinimty.’ Rashad broke m. ‘It’s hr, far 
more likely that any five of the others might have made a slip like 
that than either Grayson or myself We live in the field; we don’t 
ih^kc that kind of mistake.' 

/ 'Let’s walk,' said Evan, no guards in sight, only his doubts and his' 
.'..’confusion forong him to move. His problem was that he believed 
her, believed what Manny Wcingrass said about her: . . . she had 
nolhini; to do with exposing yon . . . u would only add to her shame and 
further infame the crazy world she lives in. And when Kendrick protested 
that the others couldn’t have, Manny had added; Then there are others 
heyond others . . . They came to a rough track that led up through the 
trees apparently to the stone wall bordering the estate. ‘Shall we 
explore?’ asked Evan. 

‘Why not?’ said Adrienne coldly. 

‘Look,’ he continued as they climbed the wooded slope side by 
side, ‘say 1 believe you - ’ 

‘Thank you so much.' 

'All right, I do believe you! And because I do I’m going to tell you 
something that only Swann and Dennison know, the others don’t, at 
least 1 don’t think they do.’ 

'Are you sure you should?’ 

‘1 need help and they can’t help me. Maybe you can; you were there 
~ with me - and you know so many things 1 don’t know. How events 
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arc kept quiet, how secret information is passed to those who should 
have it, procedures like that.* 

‘I know some, not all by any means. I’m based in Cairo, not here. 
But go ahead.’ 

‘Some time ago a man came to sec Swann, a blond man %vith a 
European accent who had a great deal of information about me - 
Frank called it PD.' 

‘Prior data,’ said Rashad, interrupting. ‘It’s also called “privileged 
detail”, and usually comes from the vaults.’ 

‘Vaults? What vaults?’ 

‘It's the vernacular for classified intelligence files. Go on.’ 

‘After impressing Frank, really impressing him, he came right out 
and made his point. He told Swann that he had concluded that I’d 
been sent to Masqat by the State Department during the hostage 
crisis.’ 

'Wlwt?' She exploded, her hand on Kendrick’s arm. ‘Who was he?’ 

‘Nobody knows. No one can find him. The identity he used to get 
to Frank was false. ’ 

‘Good Christ,' whispered Rashad as she looked up at the ascending 
path; bright sunlight broke through the wall of trees above. ‘We'll 
stay here for a moment,’ she said quietly, urgently. ‘Sit down.’ They 
both lowered themselves on to the track surrounded by thick trunks 
and foliage. 'And?' pressed the woman from Cairo. 

‘Well, Swann tried to throw him off; he even showed him a note 
to the Secretary of State that we both mocked up rejecting me. 
Obviously the man didn’t believe Frank and kept digging, deeper and 
deeper until he got it all. What came out yesterday morning was so 
accurate it could only have come from the Oman file - from the 
vaults, as you call them.’ 

‘I know that,’ whispered Rashad, her anger indelibly mixed with 
fear. ‘My God, someone ivas reached!’ 

‘One of the seven — six?' he amended quickly. 

‘Who were they? I don’t mean Swann and his OHIO-Four-Zcro 
computer man, but apart from Dennison, Grayson and me?’ 

‘The secretaries of State and Defense, and the Chairman of the Joint 
Chiefs.’ 

‘None of them could even be approached.’ 

‘What about the computer man? His name is Bryce, Gerald Bryce, 
and he’s young. Frank swore by him but that’s only his judgment.’ 

‘I doubt it. Frank Swann’s a bastard, but I don’t think he could be 
fooled that way. Someone like Bryxe is the first person you’d think 
of, and if he’s smart enough to run that kind of operation, he knows 
it. He also knows he could face thirty years in Leavenworth.’ 

Evan smiled. ‘I understand Dennison threatened you with five 
years there.’ ~ 
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‘f told him it was a men’s prison,’ said Adrienne, responding with 
a grin. 

‘So did I,’ said Kendrick, laughing. 

‘So then I said if he had any more goodies in store for me, I 
wouldn’t get in Cleopatra’s barge, never mind the government car,’ 

‘Why did you get in?' 

‘Sheer curiosity. It’s the only answer 1 can give you.' 

‘I accept it ... So where are we? The seven arc out and a blond 
European is in.’ 

‘1 don’t know.’ Suddenly Rashad touched his arm again. ‘I've got 
to ask you some questions, Evan - ’ 

'Et'att? Thank you.’ 

‘I’m sorry. Congressman. That was a slip.’ 

‘Don’t be, please. 1 think we’re entitled to first names.' 

‘Now you stop - ’ 

'But do you mind if I call you Khalehla? I’m more comfortable 
with it.’ 

‘So am I. The Arab part of me has always resented the dcniability 
of Adrienne.’ 

’Ask your questions - Khalehla,’ 

‘At least you’re not pronouncing it "Caii'lcyla” . . . All right. When 
did you decide to come to Masqat? Considenng the circumstances 
and what you were able to do, you were late getting there.’ 

Kendrick took a deep bro.tth 'I’d been riding the rapids in Arizona 
when 1 reached a base camp called Lava halls and heard a radio for the 
first time in several weeks ! knew I had to get to Wa.shington . . 
j Evan recounted the details of those frantic eight hours going from a 
' comparatively primitive campsite in the mountains to the halls of the 
State Department .ind finally down to the sophisticated computer 
complex that was CHIO-Four-Zcro. ‘That's where Swann and 1 
made our agreement and 1 was off and running.' 

‘Let's go back a minute.’ said Khalehla, only at that moment taking 
her eyes off Kendrick’s face. 'You hired a river plane to take you to 
FlagstafT, where you tried to charter a jet to DC. is th.it right?' 

'Yes, but the charter desk said it was too late.' 

'You were anxious,' suggested the field agent. ‘Probably angry. 
You must have thrown your weight around a bit. A Congressman 
from the great state of Colorado, et cetera.' 

‘More than a bit - and lots mote of the et cetera ’ 

‘You reached Phoenix and got the first commcrci.al flight out. How 
did you pay for your ticket?’ 

'Credit card,’ 

‘Bad form,’ said Khalehla, ‘but you h.id no rc.ison to think so. 
How did you know' whom to reach at the State Department?' 

‘I didn’t, but remember I’d worked in Oman and the Emirates for 
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years, so I knew the sort of person 1 wanted to find. And since I had 
inherited an experienced DC secretary who had the instinas of an 
alley cat, I told her what to look for. 1 made it clear that it would 
undoubtedly be someone in the State’s Consular Operations, Middle 
East or Southwest Asia sections. Most Americans who’ve worked 
over there arc familiar with those people — frequently up to their 
teeth.’ 

‘So this secretary with the instincts of an alley cat began calling 
around asking questions. That must have raised a few eyebrows. Did 
she keep a list of whom she called?’ 

‘I don’t know. I never asked her. Everything was kind of frantic 
and I kept in touch with her on one of those air-to-ground phones 
during the flight from Phoenix. By the time I landed she had 
narrowed the possibilities down to four or five men, but only one 
was considered an expert on the Emirates and he was also a deputy 
director of Cons Op. Frank Swann.’ 

‘It would be interesting to know if your secretary did keep a list,’ 
said Khalchia, arching her neck, thinking. 

‘I’ll phone her.’ 

‘Not from here you won’t. Besides, I’m not finished ... So you 
went to State to find Swann, which means you checked in with 
security.’ 

‘Naturally.’ 

‘Did you check out?’ 

‘Well no, not actually, not at the lobby desk. Instead, I was taken 
down to the parking area and driven home in a State Department 
car.’ 

‘To your house?’ 

‘Yes, I was on my way to Oman and had to get some things 
together — ’ 

‘What about the driver?’ interrupted Khalchia. ‘Did he address you 
by name?’ 

‘No, never. But he did say something that shook me. I asked him 
if he wanted to come in for a snack or coffee while 1 packed, and he 
said “I might get shot if I got out of this car,” or words to that cffca. 
Then he added “You’re from OHIO-Four-Zero.”’ 

‘Which means he wasn’t,’ said Rashad quickly. ‘And you were in 
front of your house?’ 

‘Yes. Then I stepped out and saw another car about a hundred feet 
behind us at the kerb. It must have been following us; there arc no 
other houses on that stretch of road.’ 

‘An armed escort.’ Khalchia nodded. ‘Swann covered you from 
minute-one and he was right. He didn’t have the time or the resources 
to trace everything that had happened to you minus-one.’ 

Evan was bewildered. ‘Would you mind explaining that?’ 
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‘Minus-one is before you reached Swann. A rich, angry congress- 
man using a chartered plane to Flagstaff makes a lot of noise about 
getting to Washington. He's turned down, so he flies to Phoenix, 
where he no doubt insists on the first flight out and pays with a credit 
card, and starts calling his secretary, who has the instincts of an alley 
cat, telling her to find a man he doesn’t know but is sure exists at the 
Department of State. She makes her calls - frantically, 1 think you 
said - reaching a number of people who have to wonder why. She 
gets you a narrowed-down quorum - which means she’s reached a lot 
of her contacts who could give her the information and who also had 
to wonder why, and you turn up at State demanding to see Frank 
Swann. Am I right? In your state of mind, did you demand to see 
him?’ 

‘Yes. I was given a run-around, told he wasn’t there, but 1 knew he 
was, my secretary had confirmed it. I guess 1 was pretty adamant. 
Finally, they let me go up to his office.’ 

‘Then after you talked wth him he made his decision to send you 
to Masqat.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘That tight little circle you spoke of wasn’t very little or very tight, 
Evan. You did what anyone else would do under the circumstances - 
under the stress you felt. You left a number of impressions during 
that agitated journey from Lava Falls to Washington. You could 
easily be traced back through Phoeni.x to Flagstaff, your name and 
your loud insistence on fast transportation remembered by a lot of 
people, especially because of the time of night. Then you show up at 
the State Department, where you made more noises - incidentally, 
checking in with security but not checking out - until you were 
permuted to go up to Swann's office.’ 

‘Yes, but - ’ 

‘Let me finish, please,' interrupted Khaichia again. 'You'll under- 
stand, and I want us both to have the full picture . , . You and Swann 
talk, make your agreement of anonymity, and as you said, you’re off 
and running to Masqat. The first leg was made to your house with a 
driver who was not part of OHIO-Four-Zero any more than the 
guards in the lobby. The dnver was simply assigned by a dispatcher 
and the guards on duty were merely doing their jobs. They’re not in 
the rarefied circles; nobody up there bnngs them in on top secret 
agendas. But they’re human; they go home and talk to their wives 
and their friends because something different happened in their nor- 
mally dull jobs. They might also answer questions casually put to 
them by people they thought were government bureaucrats.' 

‘And one way or another they all knew who I was - ’ 

‘As did a lot of other people in Phoenix and Flagstaff, and one 
thing was clear to all of them. This important man’s upset; this 
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congressman's in a hell of a hurry; this big shot’s got a problem. Do 
you see the trail you left?’ 

‘Yes, I do, but who would look for it?’ 

‘I don’t know, and that troubles me more than I can tell you.’ 

‘Troubles yon? Whoever it was has blown my life apart! Who would 
do it?’ 

‘Someone who found an opening, a gap that led to the rest of the 
trail from a reniote campsite called Lava Falls to the terrorists in 
Masqat. Someone who picked up on something that made him want 
to look farther. Perhaps it was the calls your secretary made, or the 
commotion you caused at the State Department’s security desk, or 
even something as crazy as hearing the rumour that an unknown 
American had interceded in Oman — it wasn’t crazy at all; it was 
printed and squashed - but it could have started somebody thinking. 
Then the other things fell in place and you were there.' 

Evan put his hand over hers on the dirt path. ‘1 have to know who 
it was, Khalehla, I have to know.' 

‘But we do know,' she said softly, correcting herself, her voice flat 
as if seeing something she should have seen before. ‘A blond man 
with a European accent. ’ 

'Why?' Kendrick removed his hand as the word exploded from his 
throat. 

Khalehla looked at him, her gaze compassionate, yet beneath her 
concern was that cold analytical intelligence in her eyes. ‘The answer 
to that has to be your overriding concern, Evan, but 1 have another 
problem and it’s why I'm frightened.’ 

‘I don’t understand.’ 

‘Whoever the blond man was, whoever he represents, he reached 
way down deep in our cellars and took out what he should never 
have been given. I’m stunned, Evan, petrified, and those words aren’t 
strong enough for the way 1 feel. Not only by what’s been done to 
you, but by what’s been done to us. We’ve been compromised, 
penetrated where such penetration should have been impossible. If 
they - whoever they arc - can dig you up out of the deepest, most 
secure archives we have, they can learn a lot of other things no one 
should have access to. Where people like me work that can cost a 
great many lives - very unpleasantly.’ 

Kendrick studied her taut, striking face, seeing the fear in her eyes. 
‘You mean that, don’t you. You arc frightened.’ 

‘So would you be if you knew the men and women who help us, 
who trust us, who risk their lives to bring us information. Every day 
they wonder if something they did or didn’t do will trip them up. A 
lot of them have committed suicide because they couldn’t sta 
strain, others have gone mad and disappeared into the d 
preferring to die at peace with their Allah rather than go on. B 
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do (>0 on because they believe in ns, believe that we're fair and really 
want peace. They deal with p,un-wieldtng lunatics at every turn, and 
bad as things arc, it's only throu(th them that they're not worse, with 
a preat deal more blood in the streets . . . Yes, I'm frightened because 
m.any of those people are friends -of mine and my father and mother. 
The thought of their being betrayed, as yon were betrayed - and 
that's what yon were, Evan, hctriiycd - makes me want to crawl out 
on the sands and die like those we've driven mad. Because someone 
way down deep is opening our most .secret files to others outside. All 
he or she needed in your case was a name, your name, and people art- 
afraid for their lives in Masqat and Bahrain. Mow many other names 
can be fed? Mow many other secrets learned?' 

Hvan reached over, not covering her hand but now holding it, 
gripping it. 'If you believe that, why don't you help me?' 

'Help you?' 

'I have to know who's doing this to me, and yon have to know 
who’s over there, or down there, making it possible. I'd say our 
objectives dovetail, wouldn't you? I've got Dennison in a vice he 
can't squirm out of. and 1 can get you a quiet White Mouse directive 
to stay over here. Actually, he’d Jump at the chance to find a leak; it’s 
an obsession with him.' 

Khalchla frowned, ‘It doesn’t work that way. Besides, I'd he out of 
my class. I'm very good where I am, but out of my clement, my 
Arab element. I'm not first rate.’ 

'Number one,' countered Kendrick firmly. ’/ consider you first rate 
because you saved my life and I consider my life relatively important. 
And two. as I mentioned, you have expertise in areas 1 know nothing 
about. Piotedmes, “Covert avenues of referral" - 1 learned that one as 
a metnber of the Select Committee on Intelligence, but I haven't the 
vaguest idea what it means. Mell, lady, you even know what the 
“cellars" are when I always thought they were the basements in a 
suburban development which, thank Cod, I never had to build. 
Please, you said in Bahrain that you wanted to help me. Help me 
iicii'! Help yourself 

Adrienne Uash.ul replied, her dark eyes searching his coldly. 'I could 
help, but there might be times when you’d have to do as I tell you, 
Could you do that?’ 

'I’m not wild about jumping ofl'bridgcs or tall buildings-' 

'It would he in the area of what you’d say, and to whom I’d want 
you to say it. There might also be times when I wouldn’t be able to 
explain things to you. Could you accept that?' 

^Yes. Because I’ve watched you. listened to you. and I trust you.' 

‘Thank you.' She squecyed his hand and released it. 'I’d have to 
bring someone with me.’ 

'Why?' 



‘First of all, it’s necessary’. I’d need a temporary transfer and he can 
get it for me without giving an explanation - forget the White House, 
it’s too dangerous, too unstable. Second, he could be helpful in areas 
way beyond my reach.’ 

‘Who is he?’ 

‘Mitchell Payton. He’s director of Special Projects - that’s a 
euphemism for “Don’t ask’’.’ 

‘Can you trust him? 1 mean totally, no doubts at all.’ 

‘No doubts at all. He processed me into the Agency.’ 

‘That’s not exactly a reason.’ 

‘The fact that I’ve called him “Uncle Mitch’’ since I was si.x years 
old in Cairo is, however. He was a young operations officer posing 
as an instructor at the university. He became a friend of my parents - 
my father was a professor there and my mother’s an American from 
California; so was Mitch.’ 

‘Will he give you a transfer?’ 

‘Yes, of course.’ 

‘You’re sure of that?’ 

‘He has no choice. I just told you, someone’s giving away a part of 
our soul that’s not for sale. It’s you this time. Who's it going to be 
next?’ 
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CHAPTER 25 


Mitchell Jarvis Payton was a trim sixty-three-ycar-old academic who 
had been sucked into the Central Intelligence Agency thirty-four 
years before because he fitted a description someone had given to the 
personnel procurement division at the time. That someone had 
disappeared into other endeavours and no job had been listed for 
Payton, only the requirements - marked urgent. However, by the 
time his prospective employers realized that they had no specific 
employment for the prospect it was too late. He had been signed up 
by the Agency's aggressive recruiters in Los Angeles and sent to CIA 
headquarters in Langley, Virginia, for indoctrination. It was an 
embarrassing situation as Dr Payton, in a rush of personal and 
patriotic fervour, had submitted his resignation, effective immedi- 
ately, to the State education authorities. It was an inauspicious 
beginning for a man whose career would develop so auspiciously. 

Mj, as he had been called for as long as he could remember, had 
been a twenty-ninc-ycar-o!d associate professor with a doctorate in 
Arabian Studies from the University of California where he subse- 
quently taught. One bnght morning he was visited by two gentlemen 
from the government who convinced him that his country urgently 
needed his talents. What the specifics entailed they were not at liberty, 
cf course, to disclose, but insofar as they represented the most e.xciting 
sphere of government service, they assumed that the position svas 
overseas, in the area of his expertise, Tlic young bachelor had leaped 
at the opportunity, and when faced with perplexed superiors in 
Langley, who wondered what to do with him, he adamantly sug- 
gested that he had cut his tics in LA because he had at least assumed 
that he would be sent to Egypt. So he had been sent to Cairo - iw 
can't gel enough obseirers in Egypt who understand the goddamned language. 
As an undergraduate he had studied American Literature, chosen 
bec3U.se Payton did not think there was a hell of a lot of it. It was for 
this reason that an employment agency in Rome, in reality a CIA 
subsidiary, had placed him at the Cairo University as an Arabic- 
speaking instructor of American Literature. 

There he had met the Rashads, a lovely couple who became an 
important part of his life. At Payton’s first faculty meeting, he sat 
beside the renowned Professor Rashad, and in their prc-confcrcncc 
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small-talk he learned that Rashad had not only gone to university in 
California, but had married a classmate of MJ’s. A deep friendship 
blossomed, as did MJ’s reputation within the Central Intelligence 
Agency. Through talents he had no idea he possessed, and which at 
times actually frightened him, he discovered that he was an exception- 
ally convincing liar. They were days of turmoil, of rapidly shifting 
alliances that had to be monitored, the spreading American penetra- 
tion kept out of sight. He was able, through his fluent Arabic and his 
understanding that people could be motivated with sympathetic 
words backed up with money, to organize various groups of opposing 
factions who reported on each other’s movements to him. In return, 
he prowded funds for their causes — minor expenditures for the then 
sacrosanrt CIA but major contributions to the zealots’ meagre coffers. 
And through his efforts in Cairo, Washington averted a number of 
potentially explosive embarrassments. So. typically of the old-school- 
tic network in DC’s intelligence community, if a good fellow did 
such a fine job where he was, forget the convergence of specific 
factors that made him good where he was and bring him back to 
! Washington to see what he could do there. MJ Payton was the 
i exception in a long line of failures. He succeeded James Jesus 
i Anglcton, the Grey Fox of clandestine operations, as the director of 
: Special Projects. And he never forgot what his friend, Rashad, told 
him when he reached his ascendancy, 
i: ‘You never could have made it, Mj, if you had married. You have 

V the self-confidence of never having been manipulated.’ 

; Perhaps. 

Yet a test of manipulation had come full force to him when the 
headstrong daughter of his dear friends had arrived in Washington, as 
adamant as he had ever seen her. A terrible thing had happened in 
i Cambridge, Massachusetts, and she was determined to devote her life 
. — at least a part of her life — to lessening the fires of hatred and 
■i violence that were ripping her Mediterranean world apart. She never 
:i told ‘Uncle Mitch’ what had happened to her - she did not have to, 
i really — but she would not take no for an answer. She was qualified; 
;; she was as fluent in English and French as she was in Arabic, and she 
,( was currently learning both Yiddish and Hebrew. He had suggested 
< the Peace Corps and she had slammed her bag down on the floor in 
.< front of his desk. 

isi 'No! I’m not a child. Uncle Mitch, and I don’t have those kinds of 
fi benevolent impulses. I’m concerned only with where 1 come from, 
where I was bom. If you won’t use me. I'll find others who will!’ 

‘They could be the wrong others, Adrienne.’ 

‘Then stop me. Hire me!’ 

Vi ‘I’ll have to talk to your parents - ’ 

‘You can’ll He's retired - they’re retired, and they live up no \ 
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-Baltim-on-thc-Sca. They’d only wo^ about me, and in their worry- 
ing cause problems. Find me translating jobs, or a floating consultant’s 
position with exporters — certainly you can do that! Good God, Uncle 
Mitch, you were a small-time instructor at the university and lec 
never said anything!’ 

‘You didn’t know, my dear - ’ 

‘The hell 1 didn’t! The whispers around the house when a friend of 
Uncle Mitch’s was coming and how 1 had to stay in my room, and 
then one night when suddenly three men came, all wearing guns on 
their belts, which I’d never seen - ’ 

'Those were emergencies. Your father understood.’ 

'Then you understand me now. Uncle Mitch. 1 have to do this!’ 

‘All right,’ consented MJ Payton. ‘But you understand me, young 
lady. You’ll be put through a concentrated course in Fairfax, Virginia, 
in a compound that’s not on any map. If you fail, 1 can’t help you.’ 

‘Agreed,’ had said Adrienne Khalchla Rashad, smiling. ‘Do you 
want to bet?’ 

‘Not with you, you young tigress. Come. on, let’s go to lunch. 
You don’t drink, do you?' 

‘Not really.’ 

‘I do and I will, but 1 won’t bet you.’ 

And it was good for Payton’s wallet that he did not bet. Candidate 
No 1344 finished the excruciating ten-week course in Fairfax, Vir- 
ginia, at the head of her class. Women’s liberation be damned, she 
was better th.m twenty-six men. But then, her ‘Uncle Milch’ thought, 
she had a motive the others did not have; One half of her was Arab. 

All that was more than nine years ago. But now on this Friday 
afternoon nearly ten years later, Mitchell Jarvis Payton was appalled! 
Field agent Adrienne Rashad, currcmly on duty in the West Mediter- 
ranean Sector, Cairo Post, had just called him from a pay telephone 
at the Hilton Hotel here in Washington! What in the name of God 
was she doing here? On whose avnhority was she removed from her 
post? Ail officers attached to Special Projects, cspcci.ally this officer, 
had to have their orders cleared through him. It was incredible! And 
the fact that she would not come out to Langley but, instead, insisted 
on meeting him at an out-of-the-way restaurant in Arlington did not 
c.-ilm MJ’s nerves. Especially after she said to him, ‘It’s absolutely 
vital that 1 don't run into anyone 1 know, or who might know me. 
Uncle Mitch.’ Apart from the ominous tone of her statement, she 
had not called him Uncle Mitch in years, not since she was in college. 
His unrelated ‘niece’ was a troubled woman. 

Milos Varak got off the plane at Durango. Colorado, and walked 
across the terminal to the counter of the car rental agency. He 
produced a false driver’s licence and a correspondingly false credit 
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card, signed the lease agreement, accepted the keys and was directed 
to the lot where the car awaited him. In his briefcase was a detailed 
map of lower southwest Colorado listing such things as the wonders 
of the Mesa Verde National Park as well as descriptions of hotels, 
motels and restaurants, the majority of w'hich were found in and 
around such cities as Cortez, Hesperas, Marvel and, farther east, 
Durango. The least detailed area was a dot called Mesa Verde itself; 
the designation of ‘town’ did not apply. It was a geographical location 
more in people’s minds than on the books; a general store, a barber 
shop, a small outlying private airport and a cafe called Gee-Gee's 
constituted its industry. One passed through Mesa Verde, one did 
not live there. It existed for the convenience of farmers, field hands 
and those inveterate travellers who invariably got lost by taking the 
scenic routes to New Mexico and Arizona. The anomaly of the 
airport was for the benefit of those dozen or so privileged landowmers 
who had built estates for themselves in the back country and simply 
wanted it. They rarely, if ever, saw the stretch of road with the 
general store, the barber shop and Gee-Gee’s. Their necessities were 
flown in from Denv'er, Las Vegas and Beverly Hills - thus the airport. 
The exception here was Congressman Evan Kendrick, who had 
surprisingly run for political office. He had made the mistake of 
thinking that Mesa Verde could produce votes, which it would have 
done if the election had been held south of the Rio Grande. 

Varak, however, very much wanted to see that stretch of road the 
locals referred to as Mesa Verde, or just plain Verde, as Emmanuel 
Weingrass called it. He wanted to see how the men dressed, how they 
walked, what the stresses of field work had done to their bodies, their 
muscles, their posture. For the next twenty-four, or at most forty- 
eight, hours he would have to blend in. Milos had a job to do that in 
one sense saddened him beyond measuring the pain, but it was 
something he had to do. If there was a traitor to Inver Brass, within 
Inver Brass, Varak had to find him ... or her. 

After an hour and thirty-five minutes of driving, he found the cafe 
named Gee-Gee’s. He could not go inside dressed as he was, so he 
parked the car, removed his jacket, and strolled into the general store 
across the street. 

‘Ain’t seen you before,’ said the elderly owner, turning his head as 
he stacked bags of rice on a shelf ‘Always nice to sec a new face. You 
' headin’ for New Mex? I’ll put you on the right road, no need to buy 
■ anythin’. I keep tellin’ people that, but they always feel they got to 
part with cash when all they want is direaions.’ 

‘You’re most kind, sir,’ said Milos, ‘but I’m afraid I must part with 
cash - not mine of course, my employer’s. I’m to purclr ’ 

‘ bags of rice. It was omitted from the delivery from Denvc 


349 



- - - -'"O — — W- — --.r w» V/*4V- V* «VII4l 

did he look like?’ 

‘Oh, he was city, all right. Fancy duds and slick-down hair.’ 

‘Dark hair, then?’ 

‘No, sorta’ reddish.’ 

‘Oh, /n'm?’ said Varak convincingly. 'Appro.ximatcly my size.’ 

‘Nope, I’d say a mite taller, maybe more than a mite.’ 

‘Yes, of course,’ agreed the Czech. ‘1 imagine we often think of 
ourselves as t.iller than we are. He’s somewhat slender, or perhaps it’s 
his height - ’ 

'That's him,’ broke in the owner. ‘Not much meat on his bones, 
not like you, no sirree.’ 

‘Then he was driving the brown Lincoln.’ 

‘Looked blue to me. and big, but 1 don’t know one car from 
another these days. All look the same, like unhappy bugs.’ 

‘Well, thank you, sir. I’ll certainly tell the team to be more discreet. 
We wouldn’t want Manny upset.’ 

‘Oh, don’t worry about me tellin’ him. Manny had a big operation, 
and if young Evan thinks he needs closer watchin’. I’m for it. 1 mean, 
ol’ Manny, he’s a pistol — Gee-Gee even waters his whisky when he 
can get away with it. ’ 

‘Thank you again. I’ll inform the congressman of your splendid 
cooperation.’ 

‘Thought you didn’t know him.’ 

‘When I meet him, sir. Goodbye.’ 

Milos Varak started the hired car and drove down the stretch of 
road, leaving behind the general store, the barber shop and Gee-Gee’s 
cafe. A tall, slender man with neatly combed reddish hair and driving; a lary;e 
blue car. The hunt had begun. 

‘I don’t believe it!’ whispered Mitchell Jarvis Payton. 

‘Believe, MJ,’ said Adrienne Rashad over the red-checked tablecloth 
at the rear of the Italian restaurant in Arlington. ‘What did you really 
know about Oman?’ 

‘It was a Four-Zero operation run by State and liaisoned by Lester 
Crawford, who wanted a list of our best people with the widest range 
of contacts in the southwest basin. That’s all I knew. There may be 
others more qualified than you, but not where contacts arc 
concerned.’ 

‘You must have assumed the operation involved the hostages.’ 

‘Of course, we all did. and to tell you the tnith I was tom. Your 
friendship with Ahmat and his wife was no secret to me, and I had to 
assume that others also knew. You see, I didn’t want to submit your 
name to Les, but your past work with Projects called for it and your 
ties to the royal family demanded it. Also, 1 realized that if ! left you 
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out for personal reasons and you ever learned about it, you’d hav< 
my head.’ 

‘I certainly would have.’ 

‘I’ll confess to a minor sin, however.’ said Payton, smiling a sat 
smile. ‘When it was all over I walked into Crawford's office ant 
made it clear that 1 understood the rules, but 1 must know that yoi 
were all right. He looked up at me with those fish eyes of his and sait 
you were back in Cairo. 1 think it bothered him even to tell me tha' 
. . . And now you tell me that the whole damned operation wa; 
blown open by one of iis! A Four-Zero strategy can’t be unsealed foi 
years, often decades! Tlicrc are records going back to World Wai 
Two that won’t see the light of day until the middle of the nexi 
century, if then.’ 

‘Who controls those records. MJ. those files?’ 

‘They’re carted off to oblivion - stored in warehouses around the 
country controlled by government custodians with armed guards and 
alarm systems so high-tccli they reach instantly back to Washington, 
alerting us here, as well as the Dcp.irtmcnts of State and Defense and 
the White House strategy rooms. Of course for the past twenty yean 
or so, with the proliferation of sophisticated computers, most art 
stored in data banks with access codes that have to be coordinated 
between a minimum of three intelligence services and the Ova! 
Office. Where ongmal documents arc considered vital, they’re scaled 
and p.icked off ' Payton shrugged, his palms upturned, ‘Oblivion, 
my dear It's all foolproof, theftproof ’ 

‘It obviously isn't.' disagreed the field agent from Cairo. 

‘It IS when those records reach the level of security controls,' 
countered MJ 'So I think you’d better tell me everything you know 
and everything the congressman told you. Because if what you say is 
true, we’ve got a bastard somewhere between the decision to go 
maximum ami the data banks,' 

Adrienne Khalchla R.ishad leaned back in the chair and began. She 
withheld nothing from her once and always ‘Uncle Mitch’, not even 
the sexual accident that had occurred m Bahrain. ‘1 can’t say I’m 
sorry, professionally or otherwise. MJ We were both stretched and 
scared and, frankly, he's a hell of a decent man - out of his depth, but 
kind of fine, I guess. I reconfirmed it this morning in Maryland.’ 

‘In bed?’ 

‘Good Lord, no. In what he said, what he’s reaching for. Why he 
did what he did, why he even became a congressman and now wants 
out as I’ve told you. I’m sure he’s got warts all over him, but he’s 
also got a good anger.' 

‘1 think 1 detect certain feelings in nty “niece” that I’ve wanted to 
see for a long, long time.’ 

‘Oh, they’re there, I’d be a hypocrite to deny them, but 1 doubt 
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that there’s anything permanent. In a way, we’re alike. I'm projecting, 
but I think we’re both too consumed with what wc have to do, as 
two separate people, and only then interested in what the other wants. 
Yet I like him, MJ, 1 really do like him. He makes me laugh, and not 
just at him but with him.’ 

‘That’s terribly important,’ said Payton wistfully, his smile and his 
gentle frown even sadder than before. ‘I’ve never found anyone who 
could genuinely make me laugh . . . not willt her. Of course, it’s a 
flaw in my own make-up. I’m too damned demanding, and worse 
off for it.’ 

‘You have no flaws, or warts,’ insisted Rashad. ‘You’re my Uncle 
Mitch and I won’t hear of it.’ 

‘Your father always made your mother laugh. I envied them at 
times, despite the problems they faced. He did make her laugh.’ 

‘It was a defence mechanism. Mother thought he could say 
“divorce" three times and she’d have to split.’ 

‘Rubbish. He adored her.' Then as deftly as if they had not strayed 
from the Masqat crisis, Payton returned to it. ‘Why did Kendrick 
insist on anonymity in the first place. 1 know you’ve told me, but run 
it by me again, will you?’ 

‘You sound suspicious and you shouldn’t be. It’s a perfectly logical 
explanation. He intended to go back and take up where he left off 
five - six years ago. He couldn’t do that with the baggage of Oman 
around his neck. He can’t do it now because everyone wants his head, 
from the Palestinian fanatics to Ahmat and all those who helped him 
and are frightened to death that they’ll be exposed. What’s happened 
to him during the past two days proves that he was right. He wants 
to go back and now he can’t. No one will let him.’ 

Again Payton frowned, the sadness gone, replaced by a cold 
curiosity that bordered on doubt. 'Yes, I understand that, my dear, 
but then you have only his word that he wanted to go back — wants 
to go back.’ 

‘I believe him,’ said Rashad. 

‘He may believe it himself,’ offered the director of Special Projects. 
‘Now, as it were, having' had second thoughts provoked by thinking 
things through.’ 

‘That’s cryptic as hell, MJ. What do you mean?’ 

‘It may be a minor point, but I think it’s worth considering. A man 
who wants to fide from Washington, really fade, and not open a law 
office or a public relations/firm or some other such gratuity for the 
government service he sought, doesn’t usually do battle with Penta- 
gon heavyweights in televised committee hearings, or go on a Sunday 
network programme that reaches the broadest audience in the coun- 
try, erliold a provocative personal press confcrcntc guaranteed to get 
wide e.xposure. Nor docs he continue to be a hete noire on a select 
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subcommittee for intelligence, asking hard questions that may r 
promote his name in the public’s eyes but certainly circulates 
around the capital. Taken collectively, those activities aren’t the ni; 
of a man anxious to leave the political arena or the rewards it c 
offer. There’s a certain inconsistency, wouidtt’t you say?' 

Adrienne Rashad nodded. 'I asked him about .all that, .it fi 
accusing him of even wanting another on-the-scene testimonial fre 
me, and suffering from a bad case of political ambition. He blew t 
denying any such motives, insisting vehemently that he wanted o; 
to get out of Washington.’ 

‘Could these be his second thoughts?’ suggested Payton. ‘I asl 
kindly because .my sane person would have them. Say this vi 
successful individual - and he's nothing if not an individualist; 1 
seen that for myself - gets a touch of our Potomac virus and t( 
himself to go for it, use all the marbles he’s got, including what 
did in Oman. Then he wakes up and thinks “My God, what hav 
done? What am 1 doing here? 1 don’t belong among these peop! 
... It wouldn’t be the first time, you know. We’ve lost a grc.it nu 
good men and women in this city who came to that same condus 
- they didn’t belong here. Most arc fiercely independent people w 
believe in their judgments, generally borne out by success in one fi 
or another. Unless they want power for the sheer sake of a driv 
ego - which your instincts about Kendrick would seem to disrr 
and 1 inisl your instincts - these people have no patience with i 
mazes of endless debate and compromise that arc the by-products 
our system. Could our Congressman be someone like that?’ 

’Oflliand. I'd say it’s his profile to a capital P, but again it’s O! 
instinct.’ 

‘So isn't It possible that your attractive young man - ’ 

’Oh, come on, Mj,’ interrupted Rashad. ’That’s so aiticdiliit'ian.' 

‘1 substitute It for a term I refuse to use with my niece.’ 

‘I accept your version of courtesy.’ 

'Propriety, my dear. But isn’t it possible that your friend woke 
and said to himself, “I’ve made a terrible mistake making a hero i 
of myself and now I’ve got to undo it’’?’ 

'It would be if he was a liar, which 1 don’t think he is.’ 

‘But you do see the inconsistency of his behaviour, don’t you? b 
acted one way and then chums to be the opposite.’ 

‘You're saying that he’s protesting too much, and I’m saying i 
he isn't because he’s not lying, either to himself or to me.’ 

Tm exploring every avenue before we look for a bastard, who ■ 
you’re right - was contacted by another bastard, a blond-haired ( 
. . . Did Kendrick tell you why he publicly took on the Pentagor 
well as the entire defence industry, to say nothing of his less pul 
but well-circulated criticisms of our owti intelligence services?’ 
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Because he was in a position to say those things and he thought 
y should be said.’ 

fust like that? That’s his explanation?’ 

Yes.’ 

But he had to seek the positions that gave him the opportunity to 
ak in the first place. Good Lord, the Partridge Committee, then 
Select Subcommittee for Intelligence; they’re politically coveted 
lirs, to say the very least. For every one of those seats there are 
ir hundred congressmen who’d sell their wives for the assignment, 
cy don’t just fall into a member’s lap, they have to be worked for, 
j/it for. How does he explain that?’ 

He can’t. They just fell into his lap. And rather than fighting for 

m, he fought to stay off them.’ 

I beg your pardon?’ exclaimed MJ Payton, astonished. 

He said that if I didn’t believe him I should talk to his chief aide, 

0 had to strong-arm him into taking the Partridge assignment, 

1 then sec the Speaker of the House himself, and ask that conniving 
Irish bastard what Evan told him to do with his subcommittee, 
didn’t want either job but it was explained to him that if he didn’t 
e them, he wouldn’t have a damn thing to say about his successor 
Colorado’s ninth. That’s important to him; it’s why he ran for 
ice. He got rid of one party sleaze-ball and didn’t want another 
ing his place.’ 

’ayton slowly leaned back in his chair, bringing his hand to his 

n, his eyes narrowed. Over the years Adrienne Rashad had learned 
len to be silent and not interrupt her mentor’s thinking. She did 
th now, prepared for any of several responses but not the one she 
ird. 'This is a different ball game, my dear. If I remember correaly, 
u told Kendrick that you thought he was being exhumed by 
neone who believed he deserved acclaim for what he did. It goes 

deeper than that. I’m afraid. Our Congressman is being 
jgrammed.’ 

Good Lord, for whatT 

I don’t know, but I think we’d better try to find out. Very quietly, 
■y cautiously. We’re dealing with something rather extraordinary.’ 

rak saw the large dark blue car. It was parked off the winding, 
e-lincd road cut out of a forest several hundred yards west of 
ndrick’s house and it was empty. He had passed the congressman’s 
pressive hedge-bound grounds, still under minor, siege by a few 
stinate, hopeful reporters with a camera crew, and intended to head 
rth to a motel on the outskirts of Cortez. The sight of the blue 
aide, however, changed his mind. The Czech continued ■’ 
r next bend and drove his car into a cluster of wild br 
intcd the trees. On the scat beside him was his attache 
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cncd it and took out the items he thought he might need, set 
iperative. several hopeful. He put them in his pockets, got on, 

: car, closed the door quietly and walked around the curve and back 
the blue sedan. He approached the far door nearest the woods and 
jdied the vehicle for traps - trips that would set off an, alarm if 
mcone tampered with the lock, or with pressure on the doors, even 
;ht beams that extended from the front to the rear spoked wheels 
tivated by solid objects breaking the beams. 

He found two out of three with one so serious that it told him 
mething: there were secrets in that automobile far more valuable 
an clothes or jewellery or even confidential business papers. A row 
'tiny holes had been drilled and painted over along the lower frames 
' the windows; they were jets that released a nonlcthal vapour that 
ould immobilize an intruder for a considerable length of time. They 
id been conceived and perfected initially for diplomats in troubled 
(untries where it was nearly as important to question assailants as to 
VC lives. They could be set offby chauffeurs during an assault or by 
arms when the car was unoccupied. They were now being marketed 
nong the rich throughout the world, and it was said that the 
ipplicrs of the mechanisms could not keep up with the demand. 
"Varak looked around and quickly walked to the rear of the blue 
ir, reached into his pocket and dropped to the ground in the vicinity 
fthc exhaust. He crawled under the car and instantly went to work; 
ss th.an ninety seconds later he emerged, stood up, and ran into the 
'oods. The hunt had begun .and the watting began. 

Forty-one minutes later he saw the tall slender figure walking down 
1C road. The man was in a dark suit, bis coat open, a waistcoat 
lowing; his hair was neatly combed and more red than brown, 
omeonc m charge, thought Milos, should be given a lesson in basic 
asmctic tactics. One never permitted an employee to go out in the 
eld with red hair, it was simply foolish. 'The man proceeded to 
nlock first the right from door, then rounded the bonnet and 
nlocked the driver's side. However, before opening it, he crouched 
ut of sight where there was apparently a third release, stood up and 
imbed inside. He started the car. 

The powerful engine coughed repeatedly, then suddenly there was 
loud rattling from beneath the chassis and an expulsion of fumes 
illowcd by the sound of crashing metal. The silencer and exhaust 
ipe had blown apart, accompanied by an explosion of vapour on all 
dcs of the car. Varak lowered himself, a handkerchief over his face, 
id w.aitcd for the clouds to disappear, clinging to the trees as they 
)sc to the sky. Slowly, he stood up. 

Tlie driver, a surgical mask on his face and a gun in his hand, also 
■atched the rising clouds as he spun repeatedly around in the scat 
iccking every direction for an assault. None came, and his confusion 


was obvious. He picked up the car telephone, then hesitated and 
Milos understood. If the problem was a simple mechanical failure and 
he contacted his controls, say 30 or 300 or 3,000 miles away, he 
would' be severely criticized. He replaced the phone and put the car 
into gear, the sound was so thunderous he stopped instantly. One did 
not call attention to such a vehicle anywhere, any time; one chose 
another alternative, like calling a garage and being towed in for a 
simple exterior repair. And yet . . . ? So another period of waiting 
began. It lasted nearly twenty minutes; despite his red hair, the man 
was a professional. Apparently convinced that no attack was forth- 
coming, he cautiously got out of the car and walked to the rear. Gun 
in one hand, a torch in the other, he continued to look around in all 
directions as Varak crept silently forward in the undergrowth. The 
red-headed surveillance suddenly crouched, throwing the beam of 
light into the undercarriage. Milos knew he had only seconds to reach 
the edge of the road before the man discovered the heat-expanding 
plastic inserted in the exhaust or noticed the markings on the silencer 
made by the small, diamond-edged knife-saw. The moment came as 
Varak briefly parted the foliage eight feet from the crouching, peering 
man. 

‘Christ!’ exploded the slender, well-dressed redhead, leaping back, 
spinning first to his right then to his left, his automatic levelled, his 
back now to Milos. The Czech raised a third item he had taken from 
his attache case; it was a COi-propelled dart gun. Once again he 
parted the leaves in front of him and quickly fired. The narcotic dan 
hit its mark, imbedding itself in the back of the man’s neck. The red- 
haired surveillance whipped violently around, dropping the torch as 
he' desperately tried to reach behind him and rip out the offending 
needle. The more frenzied his movements the more rapidly the blood 
rushed to his head, rushing also the circulation of the serum. It took 
eight seconds; the man fell to the ground, struggling against the 
inevitable effects, finally lying immobile on the country road. Varak 
walked out of the woods and swiftly pulled the redhead back into 
them, returning for the man’s gun and his light. He proceeded to 
search the man for undoubtedly false identification cards. 

They were not false. The unconscious figure beneath him was a 
special agent for the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Among his ID 
papers was the unit to which he had been assigned two months and 
ten days ago — one day after the meeting of Inver Brass at Cynwid 
Hollow, Maryland. 

Milos removed the dan, carried the man out to the road and placed 
him behind the wheel of the blue car. He concealed the torch and 
gun beneath the seat, closed the door and walked back to his rrr'v 
car around the bend. He had to find a telephone and reach .* 
the Federal Bureau in Washington. 

★ 
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‘There’s no information on that unit,’ said Varak’s contaa at the FBI. 
‘It came down through administration circles, its origin in California, 
in San Diego, I think.’ 

‘There’s no California White House now,’ objected Milos. 

‘But there’s another “House”, in case you’ve forgotten.’ 

‘Before 1 go on, Checkman, we’re going to need some data from 
you. It concerns an operation out of Prague that’s gathering fruit over 
here. It’s minor but irritating. Will you help us?’ 

‘Certainly, i’ll find out whatever i can. Now what is the house in 
San Diego, California, that can cause the Bureau to form a spcdal 
unit?’ 

‘Simple, Checkman, It belongs to the Vice President of the United 
States,’ 

'It is agreed then. Congressman Evan Kendrick will he the lu ( Vice 
President of the United States. He will become President eleven months after 
the election of the inaimbcnt. 

In silence, Varak hung up the phone. 
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CHAPTER 26 


It had been five weeks since the calamitous ceremony in the White 
House’s Blue Room, a calamity compounded by Ringmaster Denni- 
son’s incessant attempts to focus everyone’s attention on the presenter 
of the Medal of Freedom award and not on the recipient. The 
conductor of the Marine Band had misread his instructions. Instead 
of playing a haunting pianissimo of ‘America the Beautiful’ under the 
President’s peroration, he plunged into a fortissimo version of the 
‘Stars and Stripes’, all but drowning out the chief of state. It was only 
when Congressman Kendrick stepped up to receive the award and 
e.xpress his thanks that the band struck the chords of the song in a 
low, swelling pianissimo, adding emotional impact to the recipient’s 
self-effacing words. To the ringmaster’s furj’, Kendrick had refused 
to read the brief speech given to him by Dennison ten minutes before 
the ceremony, thus instead of extolling the President’s ‘secret but 
extraordinary assistance’, he thanked ail those he could nor mention 
by name for saving his life and bringing about the solution of the 
Masqat crisis. This particular moment was embarrassingly punctuated 
by a loud whispered ‘Shill' from the ranks of Langford Jennings’ aides 
on the platform. 

The final insult to the ringmaster was brought about solely by 
himself. During the shon photo session where no questions were 
permitted because of antiterrorist strategies, Herbert Dennison 
absently withdrew a small bottle of Maalox from his pocket and 
drank from it. Suddenly cameras were aimed at him, strobes explod- 
ing, as the President of the United States turned and glared. It was 
too much for the acid-prone chief of staff. He spilled the chalk-white 
liquid over his dark jacket. 

At the end, Langford Jennings, his arm around Evan’s shoulders, 
had walked out of the room and into the carpeted hallway. ‘That 
went beautifully. Congressman!’ c.xclaimcd the President. ‘Except for 
a certain asshole who’s supposed to run these things.’ 

‘He has a lot of pressure on him, sir. I wouldn’t be too harsh.’ 

‘On HerbV said Jennings quietly, confidentially. ‘And have to do 
what he docs? No way ... I gather he gave you somethinp to read 
and you wouldn’t do it.’ 

‘I’m afraid he did and 1 wouldn’t.’ 


359 



with gentle yet firm sincerity. ‘I mean that, Evan. This isn’t Bahrain; 
we’re in business together, not bed. Okay?’ 

‘That’s why you wouldn’t move in before?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

‘You don’t know me very well,’ Kendrick had said after a few 
moments of silence in the traffic. 

‘That’s part of it.’ 

‘Which leads me to a question I’ve wanted to ask you but I thought 
you might take it the wrong way.’ 

‘Go ahead.’ 

‘When you walked into that house in Maryland last month, among 
the first things you mentioned was Bahrain. Yet later you told me the 
house was wired, that anything we said would be heard. Why did 
you say it then?’ 

‘Because I wanted the subject dispensed with as rapidly and as 
thoroughly as possible. ’ 

‘Meaning that others - people cleared to read the transcripts - 
would assume or suspect what happened.' 

‘Yes, and I wanted my position clear, which was not supine. My 
following statements were consistent.’ 

‘Case closed,’ said. Evan, heading into the Beltway towards 
Virginia. 

‘Thanks.’ 

■., ‘By the way. I've told the Hass.ins all about you - sorry, not all. of 

'urse. They can't wait to meet you." 

■■ ‘They're your couple from Dubai, aren’t they?’ 

‘Far more than a “couple". Old fnends from long ago.’ 

‘1 didn't mean it in a belittling sense. He’s a professor, isn’t he?’ 

‘With luck he'll have a post at either Georgetown or Princeton next 
spring; there was a little matter of papers which we’ve managed to 
clear up. Incidentally, “small world” department, he reveres your 
father. He met him once in Cairo, so be prepared for a lot of 
reverence,’ 

‘That’ll pass quickly.' laughed Khalchla. ‘He’ll learn soon enough 
that I'm neither in his or Dad's league.’ 

‘You can use a computer, though, can’t you?’ 

‘Well, yes, I can. I frequently have to.’ 

’/ can’t. Sabn’s wife, Kashi, can't, and certainly he can’t, so maybe 
you’re way out of our league ’ 

‘Flattery doesn’t suit you, Evan. Remember the dead bolt on the 
door.’ 

Tliey had arrived at the house, where Khalchla was warmly greeted 
by Kashi Hassan; an instant friendship was formed, as was a tradition 
among Arab women. 
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‘Where’s Sabri?’ Kendrick had asked, ‘I want him to meet 
Khalehla.’ 

‘He’s in your study, dear Evan. He’s instructing a gendeman from 
the Central Intelligence Agency how to operate the computer in case 
of an emergency.’ 

It had been over three weeks since the Khalehla-Langley axis had 
been in full operation and they were no closer to learning anything 
new than they had been since the sterile house in Maryland. Scores of 
people who even might have had the slightest possible access to the 
Oman file were put under Payton’s intelligence microscopes. Every 
step in the maximum-classified procedure was studied for flaws in 
personnel; none were found. The file itself was written by the State 
Department’s Frank Swann in tandem with the Agency’s Lester 
Crawford, the mechanics involving a single word processor, the 
typing done in shifts of 1,000 words per typist with all proper names 
omitted, inserted later solely by Swann and Crawford. 

The decision to go to maximum classification had been reached by 
overview, on the basis of a summary without details, but tvith the 
highest recommendations of the Secretaries of State and Defense and 
the Joint Chiefs, as well as the Central Intelligence Agency. It was all 
accomplished without Kendrick’s name or the identities or national- 
ities of other individuals or military units; the basic information had 
been submitted to the Select Committees of the Senate and the House 
for approval at the conclusion of the crisis sixteen months before. 
Both congressional approvals were instantly forthcoming; it was also 
assumed that the Washington Post press leak concenung an unknown 
American in Masqat had come from an indiscreet member of these 
committees. 

Who? How? IVhy? They were back where they had started: By all 
the rules of logic and elimination, the Oman file was beyond reach, 
yet it had been stolen. 

‘There’s something not logical,’ Payton had pronounced. ‘A hole in 
the system and we’re missing it.’ 

‘No kidding,’ agreed Kendrick. 

Payton’s decision regarding Evan’s sudden appointments to both 
the Partridge Committee and the Select Subcommittee for Intelligence 
had floored Kendrick. Neither the manipulative Partridge nor the 
equally manipulating Speaker of the House should be approached 
directly. Why not? Evan had objeaed. If he was the one being 
programmed, he had every right to confront those who were willing 
accessories. 

‘No, Congressman,’ Payton had said. ‘If they were blackmailed 
into appointing you, you can be sure they’ll stonewall and send out 
alarms. Our blond European and w'homever he work^sjiir svill go 
farther underground. We don’t stop them; we simply c-^ ^ them. 
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I remind you, it’s the "why” that concerns us. Why are you 
relatively apolitical freshman repTcseniative from an obscure dist 
in Colorado, being pushed into the political centre?’ 

‘It’s died down a lot - ' 

‘You don’t watch television very much,’ said Khalehla. ‘Two ca 
networks did retrospectives on you last week.’ 

‘IWwf?’ 

'I didn’t tell you. There was no point. It would only have m; 
you angry.’ j 

Kendrick lowered the Mercedes’ window and stuck out his at 
The government mobile unit behind him was new and the turn in : 
country road ahead was halfway around a long wooded curve, i 
turn itself close to a blind one. He was warning his guards, and 
supposed there was a minor irony in that . . . His thoughts returr 
to the ‘lousy enigma’, as he and Khalehla had come to call the whi 
elusive mess that had screwed up his life. Mitch Payton - it was m 
‘Mitch’ and ‘Evan’ - had dnven over from Langley the other evenir 
‘We’re working on something new,' the dircttor of Special Projc 
had said in the study, "On the .assumption that Swann's European h 
to reach a great many people in order to compile the information 
had on you, we’re assembling some data ourselves. It may ofFe 
you but SVC. too, arc going back over your life.’ 

|How many years?’ 

, .;^e picked you up when you were eighteen - the .chances 
mything before then having rclcv.ince is remote.' , . 

‘Eiglifcrn.’ Cluist, isn't onyi/iiM,? sacred?’ . , . ■ ; . , , ,, 

: 'Do you want It to be' If so. I’ll call, It off'’ i.ii.uiA 

‘No. oftourw not It’s just kind of a shock. You can get fhat^sc 
af information?’ ■ ,..!! .1 ■'.at! 

.,;‘It’s, nowhere neat;, as. difficult, as people, think, .Crcdisiibuteau 
personnel files and routine background checks do it all rlie.ttrriet jv 
I .‘jWhat’s the pome?' , , , 

‘Several possibilities - re.alistically two, I suppose. As 4 tpcntionei 
;hc first is our doggedly curious Evropcaai-. If wc could- pot ,?pgcthi 
I h’st of people he had to contact m order to learn about yo,u,.,tyc'd 1 
:Ios«x ;to, finding ./imi, and I think we all agree, , he's, thp linchpin,') . 
rht seepnd possibility is something wc haven't attempted., ilnj.tryin 
:o unearth the, vanishing blond man and whoever, ’s behind hitpotye’v 
roncentrated on the ■ events .in Oman, and ihc file,t.-itsclf,,-jWc’v 
•cstricted our-microscopcs-to govemmentortented areas,, ’i.i,,;,,,),,!;! 

‘Where else would wc look?’ Kendrick had asked. 
nr.ypMf persona! ; life. I’lp afraid. There .could hci.sqmc.^ng o 
totpconc; ip. , your ,ov, 7 i, past, an c.vojt or people that, you .knew; a 
incident pcthaps,that,galyanij;ed fncnds;pr corjcciyablyfcncmiesiwhi 
wanted to advance, your Rpsipqnor.-.convcrsely;;T;m^ki 5 ,ypu a target 
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And make no mistake. Congressman, you are a potential target, 
“ nobody’s kidding about that.’ 

‘But MJ,’ broke in Khalehla, ‘Even if we found people who either 
^ liked or hated him, they’d have to be Washington conneaed, Mr 
^ Jones from Ann Arbor, Michigan — friend or enemy — couldn’t just 
go to the max-classified data banks or the archives and say, “By the 
way, there’s a certain file I’d like to have a copy of so I can mock up 
a fake memorandum for the newspapers.” I don’t understand.’ 
‘Neither do I, Adrienne — or should I call you “Khalehla”, which 
^ will take some getting used to.’ 

‘There’s no reason for you to call me Kahlehla - ’ 

‘Don!t interrupt,’ said Evan, smiling. ‘Khalehla’s just fine,’ he 
added. 

‘Yes, well, I really don’t understand,’ continued Payton. ‘But as I 
told you, there’s a hole in the system, a gap we’ve missed, and we 
• have to try everything.’ 

i ‘Then why not go after Partridge and the Speaker of the House?’ 
j pressed Kendrick. ‘If I could do what I did in Masqat, they can’t be 
so tough to break down.’ 

’i ‘Not yet, young man. The timing isn’t right, and the Speaker’s 
i retiring.’ 

‘Now / don’t understand.’ 

,.!MJ'meanshcls .working on bothu’. Khalehla had .explained. . ■ ji.. 
f Evan braked the Mercedes around the long curve in the .Virginia 
woods and waited until he saw the mobilc-unit-in his rcarviqw. niirror, 
’ .h'eithcnjtumcd'.rightiintOdthc pastufe.roidithatcwasnhc back Way to 
his house. The guSrdsiwould admit hiiriiiHQ'wantedjttxhun^’^aiow; it 
’Iji Was.why, hchad.takcrijthc.short cut.-iXh3]chla had called hiiifat the 
offitcnan^vtoldj^im,. MitchclliEaytonlsi, listohad lafrivcd f.dycr-jthc 
U) icompute^iptintout. TIis past was ijboitt.tb be prescriteditohim'.T 

v;l;‘ 'Jib fii Lori.'iiiiiii.'b iioiu.id iiA Ir./r.y, 'iri inoit Ty-/<: ^nirr.ia 
,) . (MUbs ,V3rflk'jWjaJkcd;,dowh i the :boardcd'.,pa£h towards/thc-.ehoftft'ous 
i;[.;bcachjfronting.thc;Hotel..del .Gbronadoithrccirnilcs> over Ith'ei bridge 
-from. tSaniDicgo.jHcJiadiWorkedidiligchtly'vfdr .weeks. toifind)at crack 
j -/r lhrough which he cobid. :pcncCratd!thc rariks of the-. Vice Trcgdcnt of 
, the..Unittd;Stalcs.r!Mo5t. of. ibb time was spent in Washin^onpthe 
; administration’s Scerdt: Service .wasmbt cirily invaded. Untilhc.found 
i‘,o:a ■nlan.Yd dedicated tnaH,iAvithva istrbng:physiqiifc and S' disciplined 
- mind, but with an>Mfiacccptablc.iavocanon tHat-if exposed' would 
!:* destroy,, his lassctSjSis a\'c 1J .as hife .'career iand .‘undbubfcdly hishfe. He 
/i.was a Svcll-compcdsatcd procufcr) for .various high-ranking mcnlbcrs 
jij; ofthc gbvcmthcnpiHc had been primed foriHiiiwork bychcHdcrs of 
who had jotted. hiS potential iaiid sent him'ro>*^hncst 
i; parochial schools and through a majof university'* 'rich 

OJrforjtha't image wqilldhc.incbrrcct.'iirhc'eldcts wantcf 
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upstanding, well-groomed young man placed in a position to dis 
favours in return for certain accommodations. And what I 
favours were there than below a weak man’s belt, and how bet 
reach accommodations than the knowledge thereof. The elders 
pleased, had been pleased for a number of years. This man carnc 
the Mafia; he was Mafia; he served the Mafia. 

Varak approached the lone figure in a raincoat by the rock 
jetty several hundred yards from the high, imposing wire fence 
Naval Air Station. 

‘Thank you so much for seeing me,’ said Milos pleasantly. 

‘1 thought you had an accent on the phone,’ said the well-sp 
well-trained, dark-featured man. ‘Arc you a redbird courier? Be 
if you arc, you’ve reached the wrong swallow.’ 

‘A communist? I’m the farthest thing from it. I'm so Am' 
your consigUcri could present me to the Vatican.’ 

‘That’s insulting, to say nothing of being totally inaccurati 
You made several very stupid statements, so stupid that you pro’ 
my curiosity, which is why I’m here.’ 

‘For whatever reason. I'm grateful that you are.’ 

‘The bottom line was pretty clear,’ interrupted the Secret S 
agent. ‘You threatened me, sir.’ 

‘I'm sorry you were offended, 1 never meant to threaten ) 
merely said that I was aware of certain additional service; 
provided - ’ 

‘Stop being so polite - ’ 

‘There’s no reason to be discourteous,’ said Varak courtcou 
simply wanted you to understand my position.* 

‘You don’t htive a position,' corrected the government man 
emphasis. ‘Our records arc unblemished, if you get my point.' 

The Czech shifted his feet in the sand and waited while the n 
a jet passing over from the Naval Air Station diminished in th< 
‘You're saying that there arc no records and your point islha 
won’t discuss anything concrete because you think 1 may be wi 
a recording device.’ Varak unbuttoned bis jacket, separating i 
my guest, search me. Personally, 1 wouldn’t care to have my 
on the same tape with yours . . . Please, go ahead. I will, of c< 
remove my sveapon and hold it in my hand but I won’t stop yo' 

The white House guardian was sullen, hesitant. ‘You’n 
accommodating,’ he said, standing motionless. 

‘On the other hand.’ added Milos quickly. ‘We can dispense 
this awkwardness if you’d just read something I’ve prepared for 
The Czech released his jacket, reached into his pocket and pulk 
several sheets of. folded paper. He snapped them open and h; 
them to the Secret Service agent. 

As the man read, his eyes narrowed and his lips parted, frozci 
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the start of a snarl; in seconds a reasonably strong and attractive face 
became ugly. ‘You’re a dead man,’ he said quietly. 

‘That could be short-sighted, don’t you think? Because if I am, 
surely sd arc you. The capos would descend like a pack of wild dogs 
while the dons, drinking their fine red wine as if it were your blood, 
waited to hear of your very unpleasant death. Records? What arc 
'/lore? Names, dates, times, locations — and correspondingly, opposite 
:ach entry, the results of your sexual merchandise, or rather, black- 
nailed into being results. Bills amended, contracts awarded, govem- 
nent projects voted up or down according to their allocations. I'd say 
t’s gi<itc a record. And where does it all lead back to? Let me guess. 
The most unlikely source one can imagine ... An unpublished 
:clephone number listed under a false name and address but located in 
:he apartment of a member of the government’s Secret Service.’ 

‘Those girls arc dead . . . The boys are dead - ’ 

‘Don’t blame them. They had no more of a choice than you do 
now. Believe me, it’s better to assist me than to oppose me. I have no 
interest in your extracurricular activities; you provide a service and if 
you didn’t somebody else would for roughly the same results. All I 
want from you is information, and in exchange I’ll bum every copy 
af those pages. Of course, you have only my word for it, but as I’m 
likely to call upon your expertise again, I’d be stupid to release them, 
and I assure you I’m not stupid.’ 

‘Obviously not,’ agreed the Mafia soldier, his voice barely audible. 
'Why throw a gun away when you can still use it.’ 

Tm glad you understand my position.’ 

‘What sort of information are you looking for?’ 

‘It’s innocuous, nothing that will upset you. Let’s start with the 
FBI unit that’s been assigned to the Vice President. Aren’t you people 
doing your job? Do you need a special task force from the Bureau?’ 

‘It hasn’t anything to do with us. We’re in place for protection. 
They’re investigative.’ 

‘You can’t protect unless you investigate.’ 

‘It’s different levels. We come up with something, we turn it over 
to the Bureau.’ 

‘What did you come up with that called for this unit?’ 

‘We didn’t,’ answered the man. ‘A couple of months ago a series of 
threats were made against Viper and — ’ 

•Viper?’ 

‘The Vice President.’ 

‘It’s not a very flattering code name.’ 

‘It’s not in general use, either. Just among the detail.’ 

‘I see. Go on - these threats. Who made them?’ 

‘That’s what the unit’s all about. They’re trying to find out because 
they’re still being made.’ 
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‘How?’ 

■phone calls, telegrams, pastc-up letters - they come from different 
places, which keep the Feds in the air a lot tracing them down.’ 

‘Without success?” 

‘Not yet.’ 

‘Then they're a roviit^ task force, here one day, somewhere else the 
next. Arc their movements coordinated from Washington?’ 

‘When Viper’s there, sure. When he’s out here, it’s here, and when 
he’s on the road it’s wherever he’s at. The unit’s controlled by "his 
personal staff; otherwise too much time is wasted checking back and 
forth with DC.’ 

‘You were out here five weeks ago, weren’t you?’ 

‘Around then, yes. We just got back ten days ago; he spends a lot 
of time out here. As he likes to say, the President covers the East and 
he covers the West, and he’s got the better deal because he gets away 
from Funny Town.’ 

‘That’s a foolish statement for a Vice President to make.’ 

‘That’s Viper, but that’s not to say he’s a fool. He’s not.’ 

‘Why do you call him Viper?’ 

‘As long as you want it straight I guess we don’t like him, or the 
crowd he pals around with - especially out here. Those bastards treat 
us like Puerto Rican houseboys. The other afternoon one of them 
said to me. “Boy, get me another G and T." 1 told him I’d better 
check tvith my supenors in the Secret Service to see if I was assigned 
to him.’ 

‘Weren’t you afraid the Vice - Viper - might take offence?’ 

‘Christ, he doesn’t mess with us. Like the Fed unit, we only answer 
to his staff chief’ 

‘Who's he?' 

‘Not he. she. We’ve got another code for her; it’s not as good as 
Viper but K fits. We call her Dragon Bitch - Dame Bountiful in the 
logs, which she likes.’ 

‘Tell me about her.' said Varak, the antennae of an adult lifetime 
picking up a signal. 

‘Her name’s Ardis Vanvlanderen, and she came on board about a 
year ago replacing a hell of a good man who was doing a hell of a 
good job. So good he got a terrific offer from one of Viper’s friends. 
She’s in her forties and one of those tough executive ladies who looks 
like she wants to cut your balls off when you go into her office just 
because you’re a male.’ 

‘An unattraaivc woman, then?’ 

‘1 wouldn’t say that. She’s got a decent enough face and a foxy 
body, but it’d be hard to work up a letch for her unless you like the 
type. My guess is she screws by numbers.’ 

‘Is she married?' 
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‘There’s a gonzo who comes around sajdng he’s her husband but 
nobody pays much attention to him.’ 

‘What does he do? What’s his business?’ 

‘He's Palm Springs social set. Stocks and bonds svhen they don’t 
interfere with his golf, that’s the way I read him.’ 

‘That’s significant money.’ 

‘He’s a heavy contributor and never misses a super bash at the 
White House. You know the type, wavy white hair and a big gut 
with lots of shiny teeth in a tuxedo; they always get their pictures 
taken dancing. If he could read a whole book through in English, 
they’d probably make him the ambassador to the Court of St James’s 
- I take it back. With his money, half a book.’ 

Varak studied the Secret Service guard. The man was obviously ' 
relieved at being asked such innocuous questions. His answers were 
more complete than they had to be, bordering on the false confiden- 
tiality of gossip. ‘I wonder why someone like that would send his 
wife out to work, even if it is for the Vice President.’ 

‘I don’t think he has anything to say about it. You don’t send a 
sharp item like her anywhere she doesn’t want to go. Besides, one of 
the maids told us she’s wife number three or four, so maybe 
Vanvianderen learned to let ’em hang loose and do their thing.’ 

‘And you say she does it well?’ 

‘Like 1 said, very sharp, very pro. Viper doesn’t make a move 
without her.’ 

‘What’s he like?’ 

‘Viper?’ Suddenly another jet took off from the Naval Air Station, 
the roar of the engines thunderous. ‘Viper’s Viper,’ said the Mafia 
plant when the earth-shaking noise had vanished. ‘Orson Bollinger’s 
a party glad hander with an insider’s grasp of cver^' fucking thing that 
goes on, and nothing goes on that doesn’t serve the boys in the back 
rooms of California because they take care of him.’ 

‘You’re very astute.’ 

‘1 observe.’ 

‘You do a great deal more than that. Only I’d suggest you be more 
lutious in the future. If I can find you, others might, too.’ 

'How? Goddamn you, how?’ 

‘Diligence. And over the weeks watching for a mistake someone 
ad to make. It could have been one of the others in your detail for 
amething else — we’re all human; none of us lives in a freezer — but it 
jmed out to be you. You were tired, or perhaps you had that extra 
rink, or simply felt you were too secure. Whatever the reason, you 
lade a phone call to Brooklyn, New York, obviously not 
ou were supposed to make it, not from an untracct 
dephone.’ 

'Fraiigic!' whispered the capo suprano. 
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‘Your cousin, Joseph “Fingers” Frangiani, second underboss of the 
Ricci family in Brooklyn, inheritors of the Genovese interests. It was 
all I needed, amifo.' 

‘You foreign low-life son of a bitchV 

‘Don’t waste obscenities on me , . . One last question, and why 
not be cisdl?’ 

‘H'Tjat.’’ cried the furious man from the Mafia, his black eyebrows 
arched, his right hand instinctively reaching behind his jacket. 

'Stop!' roared the Czech. ‘One inch more and you’re dead.’ 

‘Where's your gunV choked the agent, without a breath. 

‘I don’t need it,’ replied Varak, his eyes boring in on his would-be 
killer. ‘And I’m sure you know that.’ 

Slowly, the Secret Service man brought his right hand in front of 
him. ‘One question, that’s all!’ he said, his animus with himself 
refleaed in his face. ‘You've got one last question.’ 

‘This Ardis Vanvlanderen. How was her appointment as the Vice 
President’s chief of staff explained to you? Words must have been 
said, reasons given. After all, you’re Bollinger’s personal security and 
you worked well with her predecessor.’ 

‘We’re his security, not corporate executives. Explanations weren’t 
required.’ 

'Nothing was said? It’s an unusual position for a woman.’ 

‘Plenty was said so we wouldn’t miss the point, but no explanation! 
Bollinger called everybody together and told us how pleased he was 
to announce the appointment of one of the most talented executives 
■jn the country, someone who was assuming the job at such personal 
■ f that we should all thank the powers that be for her patriotism. 
The “her” was the first inkling we had that it was a woman.’ 

‘Interesting phrase "powers that be”.’ 

‘He talks that way,’ 

‘And he doesn’t make a move without her.’ 

‘I don’t think he’d dare. She’s heavy metal and she keeps the house 
in order.’ 

‘Whose order?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Never mind . . . That’s all for now, amico. Please be so kind as to 
leave first, will you? I’ll call you if I need you.’ 

The mafioso, the hot, ancestral blood of the Mediterranean rushing 
to his head, jabbed his index finger at the Czech and spoke in a hoarse 
voice. ‘You’ll stay out of my fucking life if you know what’s good 
for you.' 

‘I hope to stay as far away from you as possible, Signore Mezzano - ’ 

‘Don’t you call me a pimp!’ 

Til call you anything I like, but as to what’s good for me. I’ll be 
the judge of that. Now fla! Capisce?' 
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Milos Varak watched his reluctant informer walk over the sand in 
silent fury until the mezzano disappeared into the maze of beach 
accesses toward the hotel. The Czech let his mind wander. . . . she 
came on board about a year ago; he's a heavy contributor; Viper doesn ’t make 
a move without her. It ’was thirteen months ago that Inver Brass had 
begun the search for a new Vice President of the United States, the 
incumbent considered a pawn of the President’s unseen contributors - 
men who intended to run the country. 

It was past four o’clock in the morning and Khalehla would not stop. 
She kept pressing Evan, changing cassettes on the recorder and 
repeating names over and over again, insisting that wherever he 
recognized anything at all he describe in detail everything he could 
remember. The computer printout from Mitchell Payton’s office at 
the Central Intelligence Agency included 127 selected names with 
corresponding occupations, marriages, divorces and deaths. In each 
case the individual listed had cither spent considerable time with 
Kendrick or had been present during a period of high activity and 
could conceivably have been instrumental in his academic or career 
decisions. 

‘Where the hell did he get these people?’ asked Evan, pacing the 
study. ‘I swear I don’t remember half of them, and most of the other 
half arc blurs except for old friends I’ll always remember and none of 
them could be remotely connected with what’s happening. Christ, I 
had three roommates in college, two others in graduate school and a 
sixth shared an apartment with me in Detroit when I worked in a 
lousy job over here. Later there were at least two dozen others I tried 
unsuccessfully to raise backing from for the Middle East and some of 
them arc on that list - why I don’t know, but I do know all those 
lives are being lived in the suburbs with green lawns and country 
clubs and colleges they can barely afford for their kids. They have 
nothing to do with now.' 

‘Then let’s go over the Kendrick Group again - ’ 

‘There is no Kendrick Group,’ broke in Evan angrily. ‘They were 
killed, blown away, droNvmcd in concrete! . . . Manny and I arc all 
that’s left, you know that.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’.said Khalehla gently, sitting on the couch drinking tea. 
The printout was on the coffee table in front of her. ‘I meant the 
dealings you had over here in the States while there was the Kendrick 
Group.’ 

‘We’ve gone over them. There weren’t that many - mostly in high- 
tech equipment.’ 

‘Let’s go over them again.’ 

‘It’s a waste of time but go ahead.’ 
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•“Sonar Electronics, Palo Alto, California”,’ read Khalchla, he 
hand on the printout. 'The representative was a man named Carew - 

‘“Screw Carew”.’ said Kendrick, chuckling. ‘That was Manny’ 
comment. ’We bought some sounding devices that didn’t work, am 
they still wanted payment after we sent them back.’ 

‘Druckcr Graphics, Boston, the representative a G. R.- Shulman 
Anything?’ 

‘Gerry Shulman, good man, good service; we worked with then 
for years. Never a problem.’ 

‘Morscland Oil, Tulsa. The rep was someone named Amoli 


Stanhope.’ 

‘1 told you .about him - them.* 

‘Tell me again.' 

‘We did preliminary surs'cying for them in the Emirates. They kep 
wanting more than they were willing to pay for, and since we wen 
growing, we could afford to drop them.’ 

‘Was there acrimony?’ 

‘Sure, there always is when chisellers find out they can’t do busincs 
as usual. But there wasn’t anything silence couldn’t cure. Besides thci 
found some other jokers, a. Greek -outfit who caught on to them am 
delivered a survey that must have been made on the floor of thi 
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‘A dummy setup and you were the dummies.’ 
‘That’s it.’ 


‘How did you get involved?’ 

‘We were in Riyadh, and Montreaux flew over and conned me. I 
ladn’t learned that there weren’t any shortcuts - not that kind.’ 

‘Ardis Montreaux. Ardis . . . That’s an odd name for a man.’ 

‘Because it’s not a man - she’s not a man. She’s a lot tougher.’ 

‘A woman?’ 

‘Believe it.’ 

‘With your innate scepticism she must have been very persuasive.’ 

‘She had the words. She also wanted our heads when we pulled 
lut; she claimed we were costing them millions. Weingrass asked her 
vhose millions this time.’ 

‘Perhaps we should — ’ 

‘Skip it,’ Evan broke in firmly. ‘She married an English banker and 
ives in London. She’s faded.’ 

‘How do you know?’ 

Showing minor embarrassment, Kendrick answered quickly and 
juietly. ‘She called me a couple of times ... as a matter of fact to 
pologize. Skip it.’ 

‘Sure.’ Khalehla went on to the next firm on the printout. As she 
poke she wrote two words after Off Shore Investments, Limited. 

111 JwlU.l /;il. < //Kfi VII'JlJ 7 

.yniii.; .'jK; --ifi tin.-' .Z'jtin.i: (.:r.v iinjif.j oU 


irdis MBhtf&'ui: Fi’aziby-P^'kc' VifiVl'andilfenJ ‘bbrH'AVdisdVd'dWbjak 



lib’ l:>a'ck''6f,a 'i^eltjilFth’air'a'f/d 'raised Kcf-voitrc,‘'"h'cf srpcecHla cultivated 

an, but still affliaed with the harsh tones of PittsyilfSfi's iS?(dWbnga- 
" M 1. lj‘jri;:!J03 irji'jTjrii.lvtii v 


olla, so move if, sweetie! ,. ■ . , • . i- t 

Andrew VanvJanderen, neavyset with stark white wavy hair and 

irf<.>j j r-.yiiiiiirji 11,'.' 1 vK j'fiii - . ■ , l li , 

Iressed in a tuxedo, walked out of the .■ in his hand. 

! ?y?8u.’ij|^tejir:rir.4 .liTi vv/j.jinw'^bi b'jvoisd luO' . 

ind fingenng the curls ofher perfectly coitled, frostcdjProvm| uir. 

mpression of being younger and taller due tO erect posturCj, .jt jSlcildcr 
iBPrc . tpjppcd, by generous, ..breastSj,, an^, ji , wcjljcppryinatc^'' 'face 
luncfuated by large, penetrating green ,cy'CSf|; .Why nopjt^Lfojjth 

'?r,, s\vcctic^,,-jQ-p ,;ijTjLnr.hi;i.'/ h'uuii’Tjini '.rr;:n 3-j”iod’ f ■ 

!';,‘.Tbe.car.can;>yait,.So/canjIjJpIla.^iWc’ypgof;to taJk,,’ 


‘Oh?’ The Vice President’s chief of stafflooked over at her husi 
‘You sound serious.’ 

‘I am. I had a call from your old boyfriend.’ 

‘Which one, darling?’ 

‘The only one who counts.’ 

‘Good God, he called hereV 

‘I told him to - ’ 

‘That was dumb. Andy-boy, just plain dtimbl’ Ardis Vanvlani 
walked rapidly, angrily out of the foyer and down into the su 
living room. She sat in a red silk wing-backed chair and abr 
crossed her legs, her large eyes riveted on her husband. ‘Take 
with money - on commodities or futures or your stupid hors 
any goddamned thing you like, but not where I’m concerned! Is 
understood, darling?’ 

‘Listen, bitch - Dragon Bitch - with what I’ve paid out, if 1 
first-hand information I’m going to get it. Is that understood?’ 

‘All right, all right. Cool off, Andy.’ 

‘You start a rhubarb and then you tell me to cool it?’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ Ardis arched her neck back into her chair, brcai 
audibly through her open mouth, her eyes briefly closed. In sec 
she opened them, levelled her head, and continued. ‘Really, I'm si 
It’s been a particularly rotten Orson day.' 

‘What’s Viper done now?’ asked Vanvlandcren, drinking. 

‘Be careful with those names,’ said his wife, laughing softly, 
wouldn't want our all-American gorillas to learn they’re I: 
bugged.’ 

‘What’s Bollinger's problem?’ 

'He’s feeling insecure again. He wants a written ironclad guan 
that he’ll be on the ticket next July or we settle ten million on hii 
a Swiss account.' 

Vanvlandcren coughed a swallow of whisky into his glass. ' 
miUionV he gasped. ‘Who the fuck docs that comedian think he is' 

‘The Vice President of the United States with a few secrets ir 
skull,’ replied Ardis. '1 told him we wouldn’t accept anyone else 
it wasn’t good enough. I think he senses that Jennings doesn’t com 
him a world-beater and would let him go.’ 

'Our beloved telegenic wizard, Langford Jennings, hasn’t a e 
damned thing to say about it! . . . Is Orson right? Does Jenr; 
dislike him?’ 

‘Dislike’s too strong. He just dismisses him, that’s what 1 hearf 
Dennison.’ 

‘That one’s got to go. One of these days Herb's going to get r 
curious than we want him - ’ 

‘Forget him,’ interrupted Mrs Vanvlandcren, ‘Forget Dennisor. 
Bollinger and even your stupid horses. What did my strayinc 
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inting old boyfriend have to say that was so important you had him 
11 here?’ 

‘Relax. He phoned from my Washington attorney’s office; we share 
e same firm there, remember? But first, let’s nol forget Orson. Give 
m his guarantee. A simple sentence or two and I’ll sign it. It’ll make 
m happy and happy is better.’ 

. ‘Arc you crazyT cried Ardis, bouncing forward in the chair. 

'■"‘Not at all. To begin with, he’ll be on the ticket or he’ll just 
■’sappear . . . like former vice presidents usually do.’ 

■J^'Oh, my,’ said Ardis, drawing out the word my in admiration, 
'"'ou’rc my kind of fella, Andy-boy. You think so clearly, so 
^^ccinrtly.’ 

" ‘Long years of learning, babe.’ 

..‘Now, what did mixed-up old dimples have to say? Who’s after his 
positive skin now?’ 

'Not his, ours - ’ 

‘Which is his and don't you forget it. It’s why I’m here, lover, why 
: introduced us and brought us together.’ 

^‘He wants us to know that the little group of deluded super people 
iij’r moving into high gear. During the next three months their 
f^-ngressman will start getting editorials in progressively stronger 
.pers. The theme will be “examining his positions” and he’ll pass all 
• c exams. The point, of course, is to create a ground swell. Our 
o^upid is worried, very worried. And to tell you the truth I’m 
f'vcating a few bullets myself. Those benevolent lunatics know W'hat 
cy’rc doing; this whole thing could get out of control. Ardis, we’ve 
)t milUons riding on the next five years. I’m goddamned worried!’ 
ipOver nothing,’ said his perfectly coiffed wife, getting out of her 
tiiair. She stood for a moment and looked at Vanvlandcren, her wide 
cen eyes only partially amused, ‘Since you figure to save ten million 
Bollinger one way or the other - and my way is better, certainly 
i'fcr, than any alternative - 1 think it’s only reasonable that you bank 
isi equal amount for me, don't you, darling?' 

I?.: ‘Somehow I fail to sec the overpowering reason.’ 
si'-'-'h could be your undying love for me ... or perhaps one of the 
ore c.xtraordinary coincidences of my career floating among the 
^ h, the beautiful, the powerful and the politically ambitious, 
)i;bccially in the area of government largess.’ 

‘How’s that again?’ 

j;!';*I won’t recite the litany of why we’re all doing what we’re doing, 
even why I’ve cast my not inconsiderable talents with you, but I 
.»;;11 now let you in on a little secret I’ve kept all to myself for, 

■ !sc many weeks.’ 

p^^I’m fascinated,’ said Vanvlandcren, putting his drink dow 
j^.irblc table and closely observing his fourth wife. ‘What is it? 
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‘1 know Evan Kendrick.’ 

‘You whatT 

‘Our brief assodation goes back a number of years, more thai 
care to dwell on, frankly, but for a few weeks we had something 
common.’ 

‘Outside the obvious, what?’ 

‘Oh, the sex was pleasant enough but immaterial ... to both 
us. We were young people in a hurry with no time for attachmen 
Do you remember Off Shore Investments?’ 

‘If he was part of that outfit, we can nail him with fraud! Certait 
enough to take him out if he climbs on board. Was he?’ 

‘He was, but you can’t. He pulled out in loud moral indignatic 
which was the start of that house-of-cards' collapse. And I wouldi 
be too anxious to nail Off Shore’s prindpals unless you’re tired 
me, sweetie.’ 

'You?' 

‘I was the main missionary. I recruited the components.’ 

‘I’ll be damned.' Vanvlanderen laughed as he picked up his dri 
and raised the glass to his wife. ‘Those thieves sure as hell kn( 
whom to hire for the right jobs . . . Wail a minute? You knt 
Kendrick well enough to sleep with the son of a bitch and you nc\ 
said anything?’ 

*1 had my reasons - ’ 

‘They better be damned good!' exploded the President’s hea' 
contributor. ‘Because if they're not, I may just break your ass, y 
bitckl Suppose he saw you, recognised you, remembered Off Sho 
and put two and two together and got /ouri 1 don’t take those kinds 
chances!’ 

‘It’s my turn to say “Relax", Andy,’ countered the contribute' 
wife. ‘The people around a vice president aren't news or evi 
newsworthy. When's the last time you can recall the name of ai 
individual on a vice president’s staff? They’re a grey, amorpho 
■group - presidents won’t have it any other way. Besides, 1 don’t thii 
my name’s even been in the papers c.xccpt as “Mr and Mrs Vanvla; 
dcren, guests at the White House." Kendrick still thinks I’m Frazic 
Pyke, a banker’s wife living in London, and if you remembe 
although both of us were invited to the Medal of Freedom ceremon 
you went alone. 1 begged off’ 

‘Those aren’t reasons! Why didn’t you tell me?’ 

‘Because 1 knew what your reaaion would be - take her out of t! 
picture - when I realized I could be far more useful to you in it.’ 

‘How, for Christ’s sake?’ 

‘Because I knew him. 1 also knew I had to get up to date on hir 
)Ut not with some private investigating firm that could end i 
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burning us later, so I took the official high road. The Federal Bureau 
of Investigation.’ 

‘The threats against Bollinger?’ 

‘They’ll stop tomorrow. Except for one man who’ll continue here 
on a special basis, the unit will be recalled to Washington. Those 
mocked-up threats were the paranoid fantasies of a harmless lunatic I 
invented who supposedly fled the country. You see, sweetie, I found 
out what I had to know.’ 

‘Which is?’ 

‘There’s an old Israeli Jew named Weingrass whom Kendrick 
worships. He’s the father Evan never had, and when there was the 
Kendrick Group he was called the company’s “secret vveapon’’.’ 

'Munitions?' 

‘Hardly, darling,’ laughed Ardis Vanvlanderen. ‘He was an archi- 
tect, a damned good one, and did pretty spectacular work for the 
Arabs.’ 

‘What about him?’ 

‘He’s supposed to be in Paris, but he’s not. He’s living in Kendrick’s 
house in Colorado, with no passport entry or any official immigration 
status.’ 

•So?' 

‘The soon-to-bc-anointed congressman brought the old man back 
for an operation that saved his life.’ 

'So?' 

‘Emmanuel Weingrass is going to have a medical relapse that will 
kill him. Kendrick won’t leave his side, and when it’s over it’ll be too 
late. 1 want the ten million, Andy-boy.’ 
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I know Evan Kendrick.’ 

You tvhatV 

Our brief associarion goes back a number of years, more thar 
e to dwell on, frankly, but for a few weeks we had something 
mmon.’ 

'Outside the obvious, what?’ 

'Oh, the sex was pleasant enough but immaterial ... to both 
, We were young people in a hurry vrith no time for attachmeni 
) you remember Off Shore Investments?’ 

‘If he was part of that outfit, we can nail him with fraud! Certain 
ough to take him out if he climbs on board. IVas he?’ 

‘He was, but you can’t. He pulled out in loud moral indignatio 
lich was the start of that house-of-cards’ collapse. And I wouldr 
too anxious to nail Off Shore’s principals unless you’re tired 
:, sweetie.’ 

'You?' 

‘I was the main missionary. I recruited the components.’ 

'I’ll be damned.' Vanvlanderen laughed as he picked up his drii 
d raised the glass to his wife. ‘Those thieves sure as hell kne 
horn to hire for the right jobs . . . Wait a minute? You kne 
mdrick well enough to sleep with the son of a bitch and you nev 
id anything?’ 

‘I had my reasons - ’ 

‘They better be damned sood]’ exploded the President’s heat 
ntributor. ‘Because if they're not, 1 may just break your ass, yc 
'chl Suppose he saw you, recognized you, remembered Off Sho 
id put two and two together and got /our! I don’t lake those kinds - 
lanccs!' 

‘It’s my turn to say "Relax”, Andy,’ countered the contributoi 
ife. ‘The people around a vice president aren’t news or evi 
iwsworthy. When’s the last time you can recall the name of ar 
dividual on a vice president’s staff? They’re a grey, amorphoi 
oup - presidents won’t have it any other way. Besides, 1 don’t thir 
y name’s even been in the papers except as "Mr and Mrs Vanvlai 
ren, guests at the White House." Kendrick still thinks I’m Frazic 
^ke, a banker's wife living in London, and if you remembe 
hough both of us were invited to the Medal of Freedom ceremon; 
lu went alone. I begged off.’ 

‘Those aren't reasons! Why didn’t you tell me?’ 

‘Because 1 knew what your reaaion would be - take her out of tl 
rture - when 1 realized I could be far more useful to you in it.’ 
‘How, for Christ’s sake?' 

‘Because I knew him. I also knew I had to get up to date on hin 
It not witli some private investigating firm that could end u 
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burning us later, so I took the official high road. The Federal Bureau 
af Investigation.’ 

‘The threats against Bollinger?’ 

‘They’ll stop tomorrow. Except for one man who’ll continue here 
an a special basis, the unit will be recalled to Washington. Those 
mocked-up threats were the paranoid fantasies of a harmless lunatic I 
invented who supposedly fled the country. You see, sweetie, I found 
aut what I had to know.’ 

‘Which is?’ 

‘There’s an old Israeli Jew named Weingrass whom Kendrick 
worships. He’s the father Evan never had, and when there was the 
Kendrick Group he was called the company’s “secret weapon’’,’ 

‘Munitions?’ 

‘Hardly, darling,’ laughed Ardis Vanvlandercn. ‘He was an archi- 
tect, a damned good one, and did pretty spectacular work for the 
Arabs.’ 

‘What about him?’ 

‘He’s supposed to be in Paris, but he’s not. He’s living in Kendrick’s 
house in Colorado, with no passport entry or any official immigration 
status.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘The soon-to-be-anointed congressman brought the old man back 
for an operation that saved his life.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘Emmanuel Weingrass is going to have a medical relapse that will 
kill him. Kendrick won’t leave his side, and when it’s over it’ll be too 
late. I u>ant the ten million, Andy-boy.’ 
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CHAPTER 27 


Varak studied the members of Inver Brass, each face around the 
reflected in the light of the brass lamp in front of him ... or her. 
Czech’s concentration was strained to the limit because he ha 
focus on two levels. 

The first was the information he delivered; the second was oi 
immediate reaction of each face to certain facts svithin that info 
tion. He had to find one pair of eyes that were suspect and he c 
not find them. That was to say, there were no momentary flash 
astonishment or fear on the faces of the members as he gradt 
logically approached the subject of the current Vice President o 
United States and his staff, touching cs'cr so lightly on the ‘innoa 
details be had learned from a Mafia plant in the Secret Service. T 
was nothing, only blank riveted stares. So while he spoke 
conviction and conveyed roughly 80 per cent of the truth, he 
watching their eyes, the second level of his mind recalling the ss 
faas of the life behind each face reflected in the light. 

And as he looked at each face, its fc.atures heightened by 
chiaroscuro wash from the lamps, he felt, as he always did, th: 
was in the presence of very formidable people. Yet one was not; 
had rcs'caled the existence of Emmanuel Weingrass in Mesa Vt 
Colorado, a secret unknown to the most clandestine departmo) 
Washington. One of those shadowed faces in front of him w 
traitor to Inver Brass. Who? 

Samuel IVititersP Old money from an American dynasty going i 
to the railroad and oil barons of the late American nineteenth cent 
An honoured scholar satisfied with his privileged life; an advdst 
presidents regardless of party. A great man at peace with himself 
was he? 

Jacob Mandcl? A venerated financial genius who had designed 
implemented reforms that revitalized the Securities and Exch. 
Commission into a viable and far more honourable asset to ’ 
Street, From Lower East Side Yiddish poverty to the hall 
merchant princes, and u was said that no decent man who knew 
could call him an enemy. Like Winters, he wore his honours well 
there were few he had not attained. Or were there others he sti 
for secretly? 
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Margaret Lowell? Again aristocratic old money from the New York- 
Im Beach orbit, but with a twist that was virtually unheard of in 
)se drcles. She was a brilliant attorney who eschewed the rewards 
estate and corporate law for the pursuit of advocacy. She worked 
crishly in the legal vineyards on behalf of the oppressed, the 
possessed and the disenfranchised. Both theorist and practitioner, 

: was rumoured to be the next woman on the Supreme Court. Or 
s the advocacy a supreme cover for the championship of opposite 
ises under cover? 

3ric Sundstrom? The Wunderkind scientist of earth and space technol- 
■y, holder of over twenty hugely remunerative patents on which 
vast majority of proceeds were given away to engineering and 
dical institutions for the advancement of those sciences. His was a 
^yering intellect concealed within a cherubic face with tousled red 
-T, an impish smile and a ready sense of humour - as if he were 
'barrassed by his gifts, even quick to feign mild offence if they 
*tc singled out. Or was it all pretence, the guilclessness a sham of 
"*ncone nobody knew. 

i^ideon Logan? Perhaps the most complex of the quintet, and 
jiausc he was a black man, again perhaps, undcrsundable. He had 
:dc several formnes in property, never forgetting where he came 
:'.m, hiring and nursing along black firms in his developments. It 
js said that he quietly did more for civil rights than any single 
iporation in the country. The current administration, as well as its 
■dcccssor, had offered him a variety of Cabinet posts all of which 
irefused, believing he could achieve more as a respected independent 
:cc in the private scaor than if he were identified with a political 
STty and its practices. A nonstop worker, he apparently permitted 
sisclf only one indulgence; a luxurious oceanfront estate in the 
rciamas where he spent infrequent weekends fishing on his forty- 
i-foot Bertram with his wife of twelve years. Or was the legend 
t was Gideon Logan incomplete? The answer was yes. Several 
;;rs of his whirlwind, meteoric life were simply unknown; it was as 
lx had not existed. 

jrVIilos?’ asked Margaret Lowell, her elbow foiAvard on the table, 
head resting on the extended fingers of her hand. ‘How in 
ven’s name has the administration managed to keep the threats 
.<;nnst Bollinger quiet? Especially with a Bureau unit exclusively 
iigned to him.' 

., jrike Margaret Lowell? She was opening the obvious can of worms 
j,/hich was found the Vice President’s chief of staff. 

'Tt' must assume it’s through tlic direction of Mrs Vanvlandercn, her 
^cutivc expertise, as it were.’ Watch the eyes. The muscles of thei^faces 
f.e jaws . . . Nothing. They reveal nothing! Yet one of themj 
"\? 



‘I realize she’s Andrew Vanvlandcrcn’s wife,’ said Gideon Logan, 
‘and “Andy-boy”, as he’s called, is one hell of a fund raiser, but why 
was she appointed to begin with?’ 

Strike Gideon Logan? He was stirring up the worms. 

‘Perhaps I can answer that,’ replied Jacob Mandel. ‘Before she 
married Vanvlanderen she was a headhunter’s dream. She turned 
around two companies that I know of from bankruptcy into profitable 
mergers. I’m told she’s distastefully aggressive, but no one can deny 
her managerial talents. She’d be good m that job; she’d keep ' ' 
political sycophants at bay.’ 

Strike Jacob Mandel? He had no compunction about praising her. 

‘I ran across her once,’ said Eric Sundstrom emphatically, ‘ant 
plain words she was a bitch. 1 assigned a patent to Johns Hop! 
Medical and she wanted to broker the damn thing.' 

‘What was there to broker?’ asked the attorney Lowell. 

‘Absolutely nothing,’ answered Sundstrom ’She tried to convi 
me that such large grants required an overseer to make sure 
money went where it was supposed to go and not for new jockstra; 

‘She probably had a point,’ said the lawyer, nodding as if fr 
experience. 

‘Not for me. Not the way she talked and the med school’s presid 
is a good friend of mine. She’d have driven him up the wall so ol 
he would have returned the patent. She's a bitch, a real bitch.’ 

Strike Eric Sundstrom’ He had no compunction whatsoever abi 
damning her. 

‘1 never met her.' intenccted Samuel Winters, ’but she was mart 
to Emory Frazicr-Pyke, a fine-tuned banker in London. You reme 
ber Emory, don’t you. Jacob?' 

’Certainly, He played polo and you introduced me as a sil 
branch of the Rothschilds - which, unfortunately, 1 think he believe 

'Someone told me.’ continued Winters, 'that poor Fr,izier-Pykc 1 
a considerable amount of money in a venture she was associated w 
but came away with a wife. It was the Off Shore Investments crow 

'Some finc-tuning he had.’ added Mandel. 'Geniffs, every one 
them. He should have checked with his polo pomes or even the siii 
Rothschild.’ 

‘Perhaps he did. She didn’t last long and old Emory has alw: 
been a stickler for the straight and narrow. She could have beet 
thief, too. ’ 

Strike Samuel li'imers’ The traitor in Inver Brass would not ra 
the speculation. 

‘In one way or another,' commented Varak without emphasis, ‘y 
arc all at least aware of her then ’ 

7 w'asn t,’ said Margaret Lowell, bordering on the defensive, '1 
after hearing the others 1 can tell you who else knows her - “asvai 
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is a touch too dull. My cx-husband, the alley cat; it was the Frazier- 
Pyke that did it.’ 

'Walter?' Sundstrom’s voice and expression were both humorously 
questioning. 

‘My boy made so many business trips to London I thought he was 
advising the Crown, and he frequently mentioned that this Frazier- 
Pyke was his banker over there. Then one morning the maid phoned 
me at the office saying that Casanova had an urgent call from an “FP” 
in London, but she didn’t know where he was. She gave me the 
number and I called saying to somebody - I assumed a secretary - 
that M. Lowell was on the line for “FP”. 1 was subsequently greeted 
by an exuberant voice virtually yelling at me, “Dahling, I’ll be in New 
(.jjj have five full days together!” I said “How 




5 a touch too dull. My ex-husband, the alley cat; it was the Frazier- 
’yke that did it.’ 

‘Walter?’ Sundstrom’s voice and expression were both humorously 
[uestioning. 

‘My boy made so many business trips to London I thought he was 
dvising the Crown, and he frequently mentioned that this Frazier- 
’yke was his banker over there. Then one morning the maid phoned 
ne at the ofEcc saying that Casanova had an urgent call from an “FP" 
n London, but she didn’t know where he was. She gave me the 
lumber and I called saying to somebody - I assumed a secretary - 
hat M. Lowell was on the line for “FP”. I was subsequently greeted 
ly an exuberant voice virtually yelling at me, “Dahliug, I’ll be in New 
( ork tomorrow and we can have five full days together!” I said “How 
lice” and hung up.’ 

‘She travels in the right circles for her purposes,’ said Gideon 
.ogan, chuckling. ‘Andy-boy Vanvlandercn will keep her in blue 
hips and sables until he gets bored.’ 

Varak had to change the subject quickly! If he was right about there 
icing a traitor around the table, and he was right - whatever was said 
bout Ardis Vanvlandercn would get back to her and he could not 
lermit anything further. ‘From everyone’s reactions,’ he said pleas- 
ntly, aimlessly, ‘we can assume that there arc some opportunists 
vho are immensely capable. However, it’s not important.’ fVatcli 
hem. Ever}' face. ‘She serves the Vice President well but that’s 
■ssentially immaterial to us . . . Back to our candidate, everything 
irocecds on schedule. The Midwest newspapers, starting with Chi- 
:ago. will be the first to speculate on his credentials, both in columns 
ind editorials. They’ve all been provided with extensive background 
natcrial on Kendrick as well as tapes of the Partridge Committee, the 
•oxlcy show, and his own quite remarkable press conference. From 
his core the word will spread both cast and west.’ 

‘How were they approached, Milos?’ asked the spokesman, Samuel 
Vinters. ‘The newspapers and the columnists, 1 mean.’ 

‘A legitimate ad hoc committee that we’ve formed in Denver. TIic 
ced, when planted, grew quickly. The Colorado branch of the part)’ 
vas enthusiastic, especially as the money was contributed by donors 
vho insisted on remaining anonymous. Tlic state functionaries sec a 
)Otcntially viable candidate and the wherewithal to launch him, as 
veil as the attention it foaises on Colorado. Win or lose, //if)’ can't 
osc.' 

‘That “wherewithal” could be a legal problem.’ said Margaret 
,owcll. 

‘Nothing significant, madam. It’s provided in sequences, no 
imount over the legal limit as mandated by the election laws — which 
ire quite obscure, if not mystifying, in my opinion.’ 
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‘If I need a lavt7er, I’il call you. Milos,’ added Lowell, smiling and 
sitting back in her chair. 

‘I’ve furnished each of you with a copy of the names of the 
newspapers, their editorial writers and the columnists involved in this 
phase-' 

‘To be burned in our coal stove,’ broke in Winters softly. 

‘Of course;’ ‘Naturally;’ ‘Most certainly.' came the chorus of quiet 
replies. 

UKch was the liar"! 

‘Tell me, Varak,’ said the brilliant, cherubic Sundstrom. ‘According 
to everything we know, everything you’ve brought us, our candidate 
hasn’t displayed an iota of that "firc-in-ihc-bcUy” we hear so much 
about. Isn't it terribly important? Doesn’t he have to ultimately waul 
the job?’ 

‘He’ll want it, sir. As we've learned, he's what might be called a 
closet activist who runs out of the closet when the conditions cal! for 
his abilities.' 

'Good Lord. Samuel, he’s a rabbi, too?' 

‘Hardly, Mr Mandcl.’ replied the Czech, permitting himself a tight 
grin. ‘What I mean to s.iy, no doubt poorly - ’ 

\ ‘Tlie words are lovely. Milos ’ 

‘Thank you, sir, you're too kind. But wh.tt I'm trying to say is that 
on two dramatic occasions m Ins life - one extraordinarily dangerous 
to him personally - he chose to take (he most dillicuit course of action 
because he felt he could cfTect a ihange for the better. The first was 
his decision to replace a corrupt congressman, the second, of course, 
svas Oman. In short words, he must once again be convinced that his 
person and his abilities arc needed - uniquely needed for the good of 
the country.’ 

‘That’s a tall order,' said Gideon Logan ‘He’s obviously a man of 
realistic sensibilities svho makes a pretty fair appraisal of his qualifi- 
cations. His bottom hue may be . . "I’m not qualified." How do we 
overcome that?’ 

Varak looked around the table, his expression that of a' man trying 
to be understood 'I suggest symbolically, sir ’ 

'How’s that?’ asked Mandcl, rcmosnng his steel-rimmed glasses. 

‘For c.xample. the current Secretary of State, although he is 
frequently maligned by his colleagues and the White House staff as a 
stiihhom academic, is the most reasoned voice in the administration. 

I know privately that he has managed to block a number of rash 
actions recommended by the President’s advisers because .the Presi- 
dent respects him - ' 

‘He damn wcil should,’ exclaimed Margaret Lowell. 

I think the European alliance vs'ould fall apart without him,’ offered 
Winters, 
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‘There wouldn’t be an alliance without him,’ agreed Mandel, anger 
on his normally passive face. ‘He’s a beacon of rationality in a sea of 
belching Neanderthals.’ 

‘If I may, sir? Could your use of the word "beacon” be construed 
as a symbol?' 

‘That’s logical,’ answered Gideon Logan. ‘Our Secretary of State is 
by all means a symbol of intelligent moderation. The nation, too, 
respects him.' 

‘He intends to resign,’ said Varak simply. 

'IVhat?' Sundstrom sat forward. 'His loyalty to Jennings wouldn’t 
permit it.’ 

‘His sense of integrity shouldn’t permit him to stay,’ said Winters 
with finality. 

‘Out of loyalty, however,’ explained Varak, ‘he’s agreed to attend 
thc-Middle East NATO conference at the UN mission on Cyprus in 
three weeks. It’s both a show of unity and a way of giving the 
President’s men time to find a replacement who will be acceptable to 
the Congress. Then he leaves for "pressing personal reasons”, the 
main one being his frustration with the National Security Council, 
which continues to undercut him.’ 

‘Has he explained that to the President?’ asked Lowell. 

‘According to my source, he has not,’ replied Varak. ‘As Mr 
Mandel has pointed out, he’s a rational man. He understands that it’s 
easier and far better for the country to replace one person than an 
entire council of presidential advisers.’ 

‘Tragic,’ said Winters, ‘yet inevitable, 1 imagine. But how does the 
Secretary of State relate to Evan Kendrick? 1 fail to sec the connection.’ 

‘It’s in the symbol itself,’ said Eric Sundstrom. ‘He’s got to 
understand its importance. Am I right, Milos?' 

‘Yes, sir. If Kendrick's convinced that it’s crucial for the country to 
have a strong vice president who’s perceived by our allies and enemies 
alike as a voice of reason within an imperial presidency - where the 
benign emperor frequently has no clothes — and that the world asdll 
breathe easier for it, then, in my judgment, he'll again make the 
difficult choice and be available.' 

'From all we've learned, 1 suppose he would,’ agreed Gideon 
Logan. ‘But who the hell is going to eoitvince him of that?’ 

‘The only man he’ll listen to,’ said Milos Varak, wondering if he 
was about to sign a' death warrant. 'Emmanuel Weingrass.’ 

Ann Mulcahy O’Reilly was a Washington secretary not easily dis- 
turbed. Over the years since she and Paddy moved down from 
Boston, she had worked for the bright and the unbright, the woul 
be good and the would-be thieves; nothing much surprised her/ 
more. But then she had never worked for anyone like Cong 
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Evan Kendrick. He was the ali-tinie reluctant restdent of Washington, 
its most persistently unwilling politician, and a perversely demurring 
hero. He had more ways to elude the incliK table than a cat with nine 
lives aibcd, and he could vanish with the agilitv ot the Invisible Man. 
Yet his proclivity for disappearing notwithstanding, the congressman 
always left open lines of communuation. he ss'ould either cal! in on a 
fairly regular basis or leave a number svhere he could be reached. 
However, for the past two davs there had been no word from 
Kendnek and no number at which he could he found. Those two 
facts by themselves would not normallv have alarmed Mrs O Reilly 
but two others did throughout ihc day - since nnie-twciuy that 
morning - neither the house in Virginia nor the home in Colorado 
could be rc.iclied In telephone hi both cases the operators in Virginia 
and Colorado reported disruptions ol service, and that status was still 
unchanged at ncarK seven o'clock iii the evening. That disturbed 
Annie O'Ueillv So c|uite logualK she pu ked up the phone and dialled 
her husband at polue hcadc|uartcfs 

'O’Reillv. '.lid ilic grutl souc 'Detective sc^uad.’ 

Taddv. It's me 

'1 b, tiger I )o I get bee t stew •' 

'I'm still at the- ollue ' 

'(iood I've got to talk to I s ail Manns called n < i ■ orpK o) days 
ago about some loss -urach h. < ii. < pi u. ^ 

' I hat's the p, ml, ' mii-u,.; <, .! M's t i |(, ,iU I ss u i m talk to him 
too. but It seems 1 ■ ,1 I \mii, t.'l.i lu r husl'.iiKt li'oui the Strange 
coiiuidctiic o! both I'll .meressiii >t> s ) s m k iteiiiia and Colo- 
rado being out ol ,it.i t s.iimh 111 , oods md that he had neither 
checked m ssith lut i.'t tin pi.t i-.so ,i.iss nor leti an alternative 
number sshete slu couUi i, nli him .'\ii.! thu s not like him, baddy.' 
'C.all C ongresMoii.il Sc, mits s.ii,l the ,K tt , tis c' firmlv 
hi a pig s ass 1 ss ill S im sshisj., r tti.u hut s n ime to Security all the 
belts go oil, and sou knoss ssli.it he tlunks ihoiu those bcIIs. He'd 
have itiy head m a basket it thetc s , s, n ,i h.dlss .is dei enl explanatic * 
'Wliat do you \\ .uit m/ fo 
C..an you tjkc .i ijuu't .< t i-vcr ui i nrt.i\ 

Sure I 11 vjI) Kr-iriiv to ,iiui fnve hitii send .1 r^dio 

out there Wiijt s tilt' .idkiirvs till' 

No, !*add>, ^Jui \1r\ OUmIK «.juuki\ 'I t.ui hc.ir the b< 
already Hut^ tlu- polue ' 

What the hell th> \ thud. I tl* » i* >i t 1 1 \ iiiv* ' Hallet '* 

I don t want the polue ui\t>lved. uhat u tth reports and all, 7 
Agency's ^ot guards out ihne and 1 could get my broadside ir 
\snngcr I meant yeu. lover You re a tnend m the area who ji 
happens to be a lOp doing a tavtmr tor vour vvit'c who just happt 
to be Kendruk's setretarv 
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'That’s a lot of just-happcns, tiger . . . What the hell? I like beef 
stew.’ 

‘With extra potatoes, Paddy.’ 

‘And onions. Lots more onions.’ 

‘The biggest I can find - ’ 

Tm on my way.’ 

‘And, Paddy, if that shrinking violet has had both phones taken off 
the hook, you tell him I know about his girlfriend from Egypt and 1 
just might leak it if he doesn’t call me.’ 

‘What girlfriend from - ' 

‘Button it,’ ordered Mrs O’Reilly. ‘Manny let it drop yesterday 
when he was a mite squiffed and couldn’t find his broth of a boy 
either. Hurry along now. I’ll wait for the call here.’ 

‘What about my beef stew?’ 

‘I’ve got one frozen,’ lied the lass bom Ann Mary Mulcahy. 

Thirty-eight minutes later, after taking two wrong turns in the dark 
Virginia countryside. Detective First Grade O’Reilly found the road 
that led to Kendrick’s house. It was a road he had travelled over 
exactly four times but never at night. Each trip had been made to see 
old Weingrass after he got out of the hospital and to bring him a 
freshly re-minted bottle of Listerinc since his nurses kept the Scotch 
whisky beyond his reach. Paddy had righteously figured that if 
Manny, who was about to be eighty and who should have croaked 
on the operating table, wapted to go out a little pickled, who was to 
call it a sin? Christ in all his glory turned water into wine, so why 
shouldn’t a miserable sinner named O’Reilly turn a little pint of 
mouthwash into Scotch? Both were for good Christian causes and he 
was only following the holy example. 

There were no strectlamps on the back country road, and were it 
not for the wash of his headlights, Paddy would have missed the 
brick wall and the white wrought-iron gate. Then he understood 
why: there were no lights on in the house beyond. To all intents and 
purposes it was closed up, deserted, shut down while its owners were 
away. Yet its owner was not away and even if he were, there was the 
Arab couple from a place called Dubai who kept the place open and 
ready for the owner’s return. Any change in that routine or the 
dismissal of the Agency- guards would certainly be conveyed to Annie 
O’Reilly, the congressman's number one girl in the office. Paddy 
stopped the car on the side of the road; he snapped open the glove 
compartment, removed a flashlight, and got out. Instinctively, h( 
reached under his jacket and felt the handle of his revolver in hi: 
shoulder holster. He approached the gate, expecting at any momen: 
floodlights to be tripped on or the screeching sounds of multiph 
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sirens to suddenly fill the quiet night. Those were the ways of Agenq- 
controls, methods of total protection. 

O’Rcillv arced his arm slowly through the bars of white wrought 
iron . . .'Nothing. He then placed his hand on the centre plate 
between the two joining gates and pushed. Both opened and still 

iipt/iinC- . ^ , ■ . i. 

He walked inside, pushing the thumb of his left hand against the 
switch of the torch, his right hand reaching beneath his jacket. What 
he saw in seconds under the roving beam caused him to spin away, 
crouching into the svall, his weapon yanked out of the holster. 

•Holv Marv, mother of God, forgive me for my sins!' he 


whispered. 

Ten feet away lay the dead body of a young, business-suited guard 
from the Central Intelligence Agency, sickcningly drenched in blood 
from the throat above, his head nearly severed from the rest of him. 
O’Ucilly pressed his back against the brick wall, instantly extinguish- 
ing the light, trying to calm his all too experienced nerves He was 
familiar with violent death, and because he svas, he knew that there 
was more to be found He rose slosvly to his tcet and began his search 
for dcatli, knosvtng also that the killers had disappe.ircd 

He found three other corpses, each nuiiilated. each lite taken in 
shock, each positioned at degrees o! the t.unpass (or protection, 
Jrsti)! Heie’ He bent down and esaiinned tin bods ot the (ourih man; 
what he found \sas estr.iordinat\ I odgn) in the guard's neck W’as a 
snappcd-otl needle, it ss as the teini.ants ,i| a dart I he patrol had been 
imniobilired a nariotu and then, without dctcnces. obscenely 
killed. Tiles never knew .slut happened None ot them knesv 

Patrick tl'PeilK walked slowK. .aunnislv to the front door of the 
house, omr again knowing tlut vaution ssas irrelevant The god- 
avs’ful, terrible deeds had heeii done, there w as nothing left but to 
total the casualties 

Tlicrc v.'cre sis bash rtirc»ar seas sht, eav h corpse cos'crcd with 
drying blood, each face in totmem Yet the nuist ohsienc of all were 
the naked bodies oI Kciuinek s couple Irotn Huhai The husband was 
on top of Ills ss’ile Ml the .oiia! positu>n. both red-so.iked taccs pressed 
against each other And on the wall, scratched in human blood, were 
the words: 

Dentil to Cod’s irjtton' Itc.tlh to llir f,T»ii,jti>r> e( the fircit .S’atail.' 

Where was Kctidruh^ .\Jothir ,1; W'liere usn he^ O'Reilly racei 
back through the house, going from the cellar to the attic and roon 
to room, turning on cs*cr\ switch he could find until the entire cstat 
was a blaze of light There was no sign ot the congrc-ssnian! Padd' 
ran out of the house through the attached garage, noting that Evan’ 
Mercedes was gone, the Cadillac emptv' He begah searching th- 
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grounds again, criss-crossing cver>’ foot of woods and foliage within 
the fenced compound. Nothing. There were no signs of struggle, no 
broken shrubbery', no breaks in the fence or scratches on the nesviy 
construacd brick wall. Forensic! The department’s forensic disision 
would find evidence . . . nol He was thinking police procedures and 
this was beyond the police - far, _^r beyond! O’Reilly ran back to the 
white wrought-iron gate, now awash u-ith light, and raced to his car. 
He leaped inside and; disregarding the radio, yanked the police cellular 
phone from its recess under the dashboard. He dialled, only at that 
moment realizing that his face and shirt were drenched wth sweat in 
the cold night air. 

‘Congressman Kendrick’s office.’ 

‘Annie, let me do the talking,’ broke in the detective rapidly, softly. 
‘And don’t ask questions — ' 

'I know that tone of voice, Paddy, so I have to ask one. Is he all 
right?’ 

‘There’s no sign of him. His car’s gone; he’s not here.’ 

‘But others are - ’ 

‘No more questions, tiger, but I’ve got one for you, and by the 
saints you’d better be able to answer it.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Who’s Evan's contact at the Agency'?’ 

‘He deals directly with the unit.’ 

'No. Someone else. Higher up. There has to be somebodyV 

‘Wait a minute!’ cried Annie, her \’oice rising. ‘Of course, there is. 
He just doesn’t talk about him ... a man named Payton. A month 
or so ago he told me that if this Payton ever called, I was to put him 
through immediately, and if Evan wasn’t here I was to find him.’ 

‘You’re sure he’s with the CIA?’ 

‘Yes, yes I am,’ said Mrs O’Reilly thoughtfully. ‘One morning he 
called me from Colorado saying he needed this Payton’s number and 
where I could find it in his desk — in the bottom drawer of his desk 
under a cheque book. It was a Langley c.xchangc.’ 

‘Would it be there now?’ 

‘I'll look. Hold on.’ The wait of no more than twenty seconds was 
, nearly unbearable for the detective, made worse by the sight of the 
large brightly lit house beyond the open gate. It was both an invitation 
and a target. ‘Paddy?’ 

. 'Yes!' 

Tve got it.' 

1 ‘Gis'c it to me. Quickly!’ She did so, and O'Reilly issued an order 
that was not to be disobeyed. ‘Stay in the office until I call you or 
pick you up. Understood'' 

.; ‘Is there a reason?' 






he probably im'l. l ean and obviously should cal! the Fairfax police. 
Am I clear, sir?’ 

‘Gaclically clear. Lieutenant. For the time being this must remain an 
Agency problem - a catastrophe, if you like. Am 1 clear?’ 

‘Answer my question or rest assured I'll do my sworn duty and call 
Fairfax headquarters. Where is Congressman Kendrick? His car’s not 
here and I want to knov/ whether I should be relieved by that faa or 
not.’ 

‘If you can find any relief in this situation you’re a very strange 
man — ’ 

‘I mourn these people, these strangers to me, as I’ve mourned 
hundreds like 'em in my time, but I know Evan Kendrick! Nov< if 
you have the. information, I want it this very moment, or I go to my 
vehiefe and radio my report to the police in Fairfax.’ 

‘For God’s sake, don’t you threaten me. Lieutenant. If you want to 
know where Kendrick is, ask your wife!’ 

‘My wife;’ 

‘The congressman’s secretary, in case it’s slipped your mind.’ 

‘You fancy ntmbu^ed.’ exploded Paddy. ‘Why the hell do you think 
I’m out here? To pay a two-toilet social call on my old society chum, 
the millionaire from Colorado? I’m here, Chauncy-boyo, because 
Annie hasn’t heard from Evan in two days, and since nine o’clock 
this morning both his phone here and in Mesa Verde don’t ring! 
Now, that’s what you might call a coincidence, isn't it!' 

‘Both his telephones — ’ Payton snapped his head around, peering 
above. 

‘Don’t bother,’ said O’Reilly, following the director’s gaze. ‘One 
line’s been cut and c.xpcrtly spliced into another; the thick cable to the 
roor s intact.’ 

‘Good Christ'.’ 

'In my opinion, you need His immediate help . . . Kendrick! Where 
the hell is he?’ 

‘The Bahamas. Nassau, in the Bahamas.' 

‘Why did you think my wife, his seaetary. knew that? Ann you’d 
better have a good goddamned reason for thinking so. Dee Fancy, 
because if this is some kind of spook shit to involve Annie Mulcahy 
in one of your fuck-ups. I’ll have more bluejackets swarming around 
here than you’ve ever seen!’ 

‘I thought so because he told me. Lieutenant O’Reilly,’ said Payton, 
his voice told, his eyes straying, his thoughts apparently racing. 

‘He never told her'.’ 

‘Obviously,’ agreed the CIA director, now staring at the hous^ 
‘However, he was explicit. The day before yesterday he said 
the way to the airport he would stop at his office and lea 
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information with his scactary, Ann O’Reilly, He stopped; he went . 
up to his office; the mobile unit confirmed it.’ 

‘What time was that?’ 

‘Around four-thirty, if 1 remember the mobile s logs. 

‘Wednesday?’ 

*Vcs.' , 

‘Annie %vasn*t there. Every Wednesday she leaves at four o clock in 
the afternoon and Kendrick knows it. It’s her crazy aerobics class’’ 

‘He obviously forgot.’ 

‘Not likely. Come with me, sir.’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘Out to my car.’ 

•We have work to do here. Lieutenant, and 1 have several calls to 
make - from my car. Alone.’ 

‘You’re not doing a damn thing until 1 speak to Congressman 
Kendrick’s secretary.' Sixty-five seconds later with Payton standing 
by the open door, the voice of Patrick O’Reilly’s wife came over the 
cellular phone’s speaker. 

'Congressman Kendrick's - ' 

‘Annie,’ interrupted her husband ‘After vou left the office Wednes- 
day afternoon, who was there’’ 

‘Only Phil Tobias It’s sloes these days, the girls left earlier ’ 

‘Phil svho’’ 

I ‘Tobias He’s Evan’s chief aide and ssasher ol the bottles ’ 

■J ‘He never said anything to sou. sesietdas or today’ About seeing 
' Kcndrirk. I mean 

‘He hasn't been here, I’adds He didn't shoss up today er yesterdav. 
I left hall a dozen messages on his anssvering machine but I haven't 
htfard from him, the high-hog PR brat that he is.’ 

’I’ll tall; to sou later tiger Stas ssherc you arc Umlrrstcod’’ 
O'Reilly replaced the phone and turned in his scat, looking up ?t the 
man from the C.cmral lntclligcni.c .Agems 'You heard, sir 1 think an 
apology Ironi sours truly is in order You have it. .Mr Payton ' 

*1 neither sixk i: nor ssam it. Lieutenant We've botched up so 
damned much in L.rnglcs that it somcunc tfiinks that his svift may be 
caught in one of our bungles, I can t t.iuh him for telling us olT ' 

I m afraid that svas it Who goes alter I obias’ You or me’’ 

I can t deputize you, C) UciUs I here s no provision tor it in the 
law and. frankly, there arc spccitii provisions against it. but 1 can ask 
for your help, and I desperately need u I tan ci>vcr lor tonight on the 
basis of genuine national securuy. you're olT the hook for not 
reporting. But wliere this Tobias is concerned I can only plead.’ 

For svhatr asked the detective, getting out ol the car and quietly 
closing the door 
’To keep me informed. ’ 
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‘You don’t have to plead for that - ’ 

‘Before any offidal report is released,' added Payton. 

‘That you’ve got to plead for,’ said Paddy, studying the director. 
'To begin with, I couldn’t guarantee it. If he’s spotted in Switzerland 
or floats up in the Potomac I wouldn’t necessarily know about it.’ 

‘We’re obviously thinking along the same lines. However, you 
have what’s referred to as clout. Lieutenant. Forgive me, but I’ve had 
to learn about everyone around Evan Kendrick. The District of 
Columbia Police Department virtually bribed you to come to Wash- 
ington twelve years ago from Boston - ’ 

‘Grade pay, nothing shady.’ 

‘Grade pay nearly equivalent to chief of deteaives, a position you 
turned down four years ago because you didn't want the desk.’ 

‘Holy Jesus - ’ 

‘I’ve had to be thorough . . . and since your wife works for the 
Congressman, 1 believe a man in your position could insist on being 
informed if and when anything relevant to Phillip Tobias comes 
down, as he also works, or worked, in Kendrick’s office.’ 

‘1 suppose 1 could, that’s my girl. But it leads me to a question or 
two.’ 

‘Go right ahead. Any questions you have may help me.’ 

‘Why is Evan in the Bahamas?’ 

‘I sent them there.’ 

'Ttiem? The Egyptian woman? . . . Old Weingrass told my wife.’ 

‘She works for us; she was part of Oman. There’s a man in Nassau 
who fronted a company that Kendrick was briefly associated with 
years ago. He’s not terribly reputable and neither was the firm, but 
we felt he was worth checking out.’ 

‘For what purpose?’ 

The director of Special Projects looked over the roof of the car at 
Evan Kendrick’s house, at the now dimly lit windows and what they 
held beyond the glass. ’All that will come later, O’Reilly. I won’t 
hold anything back, I promise you. But from what you’ve described 
to me I have work to do. I have to reach the shroud squad and that 
can only be done at my car.’ 

‘The shroud squad? What the hell is that?’ 

‘A group of men neither of us would care to be a part of. They 
pick up corpses they can never testify about, forcnsically examine 
evidence they’ve been sworn not to reveal. They’re necessary and I 
respect every one of them, but I wouldn’t be one of them.’ 

Suddenly, the staccato, grating ring of the detective's cellular 
telephone erupted. It had been tripped to Emergency, the sound 
echoing throughout the still, cold night, bouncing off the bnck wall, 
each echo receding into the woods beyond. O'Reilly yanked op 
door and grabbed the phone, pulling it to his car. 'Yes?' 


391 



‘Oh, Jesm, Paddy!’ screamed Ann Mulcahy O’Reilly, her voio 
amplified over the speaker. ‘They found him! They found R/iifi H 
was down under the boilers in the basement. Good Christ, Paddy 
They say his throat was cut! Jesus, Mary and Joseph, he's dead, Paddy! 

‘When you say “they” exaaly who dd you mean, ciE®*'-’ 

‘Harry and Sam from night maintenance - they just called me 
scared out of their skins, and told me to phone the police!’ 

‘You just did, Annie. Tell them to stay where they are. They’re no 
to touch anything or say anything until 1 get there! Understood?’ 

‘Not say anything . . . ?‘ 

‘It's a quarantine, I’ll explain later. Now call C-Security and hav 
five men armed with shotguns posted outside the office. Say you 
husband’s a police officer and he made the request because of person: 
threats against him. Understood.^' 

-‘Yes, Paddy,’ replied Mrs O'Reilly, in tears. ‘Oh, holy Jesus, he' 
deadl' 

The detective spun around in his scat. The CIA director wa 
running to his car. 
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CHAPTER 28 


It was four-scvcntccn in the afternoon, Colorado time, and Emman- 
uel Wciiigrass's patience had run out. It had been close to eleven 
o’clock iit the morning when he personally discovered that the phone 
was not working, subsequently learning that two of the nurses had 
known it several hours earlier ■when they tried to place calls. One of 
the girls had driven into Mesa Verde to use the grocer)' store phone 
and report the disruption of service to the telephone company; she 
returned with the assurance that the problem would be repaired as 
soon as possible. ‘Possible’ had now dragged out over five hours and 
that was unacceptable to Manny. A renowned congressman - to say 
nothing of the national hero that he was - demanded far better 
treatment; it was an affront Weingrass had no intention of tolerating. 
And although he said nothing to his coven of witches, he had bad 
thoughts - like disturbing thoughts. 

‘Hear this, you prognosticators for the Thane of Cawdor!’ he 
shouted at the top of his lungs in the glass-enclosed veranda at the 
two nurses playing gin rummy. 

‘What in heaven’s name are you talking about, Manny?’ asked the 
third from a chair by the arch in the living room, lowering her 
newspaper. 

‘Macbeth, you illiterate. I'm laying down the law!’ 

‘The law’s the only thing you could handle in that department, 
Methuselah . . . Gin!’ 

‘So little you know about the Bible, Miss Erudite ... 1 will not 
remain beyond reach of the outside world any longer. One of you 
will either drive me into town where 1 can call the president of this 
mishegoss telephone company or I will urinate all over the kitchen.’ 

‘You’ll be in a strairjacket first,’ said one of the girls playing cards. 

‘Wait a minute,’ countered her partner. ‘He can call the congress- 
man and he could put on some pressure. 1 really have to reach Frank. 
He’s flying out tomorrow — 1 told you — and 1 haven’t been able to 
make a reservation at the mote! in Conez.’ 

‘I’m for it,’ said the nurse in the living room. ‘He can call from Abe 
Hawkins’s grocery store.’ ^ 

‘Knowing you dears, sex will out,’ said Manny. ‘But vve cal! fr 
the phone in Gee-Gee’s oflicc. I don’t trust anyone named Abrah 
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He probably sold weapons to the Ayatollah and forgot to make a 
profit . . . rU just get a sweater and my jacket.' 

Til drive,’ offered the nurse in the living room, dropping the 
newspaper beside the chair and rising. ‘Put on your overcoat, Manny. 
It’s cold and there’s a strong wind from the mountains.’ 

Weingrass muttered a minor epithet as he passed the woman and 
headed for his bedroom in the south wing of the first floor. Once out 
of sight in the stone hallway, he hastened his pace; he had more to 
retrieve than a sweater. Inside his large room, redesigned by him to 
include sliding glass doors across the south wall opening on to a 
flagstone terrace, he walked rapidly to the tallboy, grabbing and 
dragging a chair from his desk to the high chest of drawers. 
C.autiovssly, holding on to the knobs, he climbed on the chair, reached 
over the curliaied top of the imposing piece of furniture and removed 
a shoe box. He lowered himself back to the floor, carried the box to 
the bed and opened it. revealing a .38 calibre automatic and three 
clips of shells. 

The concealment was necessary. Evan had given orders that his 
shotgun ease was to be locked and all ammunition removed, and that 
no handguns were permitted in the house. The reasons had been too 
painful for cither man to bring up; Kendrick believed with more logic 
than less that if lus old friend thought the cancer had returned, he 
would take his own life But for Emmanuel Weingrass. after the life 
he had led. to be without a weapon was anathema (iec-Gee Gonzalez 
■ had remedied the situation, and Manny had only once smashed open 
the shotgun case and that was when the media liad descended on 
them pissing all over the grounds. 

He slapped in one clip, put the other two into his pockets, and 
carried the chair back to the desk He went to his cupboard, took a 
long, hcavyknit sweater from rbc shelf and slipped it on; it covered 
the protrusions elTcctivcly. He then did something he had not done 
since the redesigned room had been built, not even when the reporters 
and the television crews had assaulted them. He mspeaed the locks 
on the sliding doors, crossed to a red switcli hidden behind the 
curtains and turned on the alarm. He walked out of the bedroom, 
closing the door, and joined the nurse m the front hall; she was 
holding his overcoat for him. 

That s a handsome sweater, Manny 

’I got it on sale in a Monte Carlo apus-shi shop. ’ 

Do you always have to have a flip answer^’ 

'No kidding, it’s true.’ 

'Here, put on your coat.’ 

’I look like a Hasid m that thing.’ 

'A what?’ 

‘Heidi in the edelweiss.’ 
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‘Oh, no, I think it’s very masculine-’ 

‘Oy, let’s get out of here.’ Weingrass started for the door, then 
stopped. 'Girls!’ he shouted, his voice carrying to the veranda. 

‘Yes, Manny?’ 

'mtat?’ 

‘Please listen to me, ladies. I’m serious. I’d feel much more 
comfortable, what with the phone being out, if you would please 
'turn on the main alarm. Humour me, my lovelies. I’m a foolish old 
man to you, I realize that, but I really would feel better if you did this 
for me.’ 

‘How sweet of him - ’ 

‘Of course we will, Manny.’ 

That humble crap always works, thought Weingrass, continuing 
toward the door. ‘Come on, hurry up,’ he said to the nurse behind 
him who was struggling with her parka. ‘1 want to get to Gee-Gee’s 
before that phone company closes up for the month.’ 

The winds from the mountains were strong; the trek from the 
massive front door to Kendrick’s Saab Turbo halfway down the 
circular drive was made by leaning into the gusts. Manny shielded his 
face with his left hand, his head turned to the right, when suddenly 
the wind and his discomfort became irrelevant. At first, he thought 
that the swirling leaves and erratic pockets of dust were distorting his 
still viable eyesight - and then he knew it was not so. There was 
movement, human movement, beyond the tall hedges that fronted the 
road. A figure had rushed to the right, lurching to the ground behind 
a partiailarly thick area of the foliage . . . Then another! This one 
followng the first and going farther, 

‘You okay, Manny?’ shouted the nurse as they approached the car. 

‘This stuff is kindergarten compared with the passes in the Maritime 
Alps!’ yelled back Weingrass. ‘Get in. Hurry up.’ 

‘Oh, I’d love to see the Alps some day!’ 

‘So would I,’ mumbled Weingrass, climbing into the Saab, his 
right hand unobtrusively slipping under the overcoat and the sweater 
to reach his automatic. He pulled it out and lowered it between the 
scat and the door as the nurse inserted the key and started the engine. 
‘When you get to the road, turn left,’ he said. 

‘No, Manny, you’re wrong. The quickest way to Mesa Verde is to 
the right.’ 

‘1 know that, lovely thing, but 1 still want you to turn left.’ 

‘Manny, if you’re trj’ing to pull something at your age I’m going 
to be furious!’ 

‘Just turn left, drive around the airvc, and stop.’ 

'Mister Weingrass, if you think for an instant - ’ 

‘I’m getting out,’ broke in the old architect quietly. ‘I donj'' 
to alarm you, and I’ll explain cvciything later, but ri 
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going to do cxaaly as 1 tell you . . . Please. Dnve. The astonished 
nurse did not understand Manny’s soft-spoken words but she under- 
stood the look in his eyes. There were no theatrics, no bombast; he 
was simply giving her an order. ‘Thank you,’ he continued, as she 
drove out between the wall of tall hedges and swung.lcft. ‘I want you 
to take the Mancos road back into Verde - ’ 

‘That’ll add at least ten minutes - ’ , , 

‘I know, but it’s what I. want you to do. Go directly to Gee-Gee s 
as fast as you can and tell him to call the police - ’ 

‘Manny!’ cried the nurse, interrupting as she rightly gripped the 


‘I’m sure it’s nothing at all.’ said Weingrass quickly, reassuringly. 
‘Probably just someone whose car broke down or a hiker who s lost. 
Nevertheless, it’s better to check these thin^ out, don’t you think?’ 

‘1 don’t know what to think but I’m certainly not letting you out of 
this car!’ 

‘Yes, you will.’ disagreed Manny, casually raising the automatic as 
if studying the trigger housing, no threat at all in his action. 

‘Good GfiP.’ yelled the nurse. 

‘I’m perfectly safe, my dear, because I'm a cautious man to the 
point of cowardice . . . Stop here, please.’ The near panicked woman 
did as she was told, her fnghtened eyes shifting rapidly back and 
forth between the weapon and the old man’s face ’Thank you,' said 
Weingrass, opening the door, the sound of the wind sudden, posver- 
ful. TU probably find our harmless visitor inside havmg coffee with 
the girls,' he added, stepping out and dosing the door by pressing it 
shut Wheels spinning, the Saab raced away No matter, thought 
Manny, the gusts of wind covered the sound 


As It also covered whatever sound he made heading back towards 
the house, unavoidable sounds as he siaycd out of sight on the border 
of the road, his feet cracking the fallen branches at the edge of the 
woods He was as grateful lor the raang dark clouds abos'c in the sky 
as he was for the dark overcoat, both kept his being seen to a 
minimum. Five minutes later and several yards deeper into the woods. 
he stood by a thick tree at midpoint opposite the wall of hedges. He 
again shielded his face from the wind and, squinting, peered across 
the road. 

They were there’ And they sverr not lost His disturbing thoughts 
had been valid. And rather than being lost the intruders were w'aiting 
- for something or someone Both men wore leather jackets and were 
crouched in front of the hedges talking rapidly to each other, the man 
on the right constantly, impaucntly glancing at his wristwatch. 
Weingrass did not have to be told what that meant, they were waiting 
for someone or more than someone. Awkwardly, feeling his age 
physically but not in his imagination, Manny lowered himself to the 
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ground and began prowling around on his hands and knees, not sure 
what he was looking for but knowing he had to find it, whatever it 
was. 

It was a thick, heavy limb newly blown down by the wind, sap 
still oozing from the shards where it had been snapped from a larger 
source in the trunk. It was about forty inches long; it was swingable. 
Slowly, more awkwardly and painfully, the old man rose to his feet 
and made his way back to the tree where he had been standing, 
diagonally across the road from the two intruders no more than fifty 
feet away. 

It was a gamble, but then so was what was left of his life and the 
odds were infinitely better than they were at roulette or chemin de 
fer. The results, too, would be known more quickly, and the gambler 
in Emmanuel Weingrass was willing to place a decent bet that one of 
the intruders would stay where he was out of basic common sense. 
The aged architect moved back in the woods, selecting his position as 
carefully as if he were refining a final blueprint for the most important 
client of his life. He was; the client was himself. Make total use oj the 
tiatiiral surroundings had been axiomatic with him all his professional 
life; he did not veer from that rule now. 

There were two poplars, both wide and about seven feet apart, 
forming an abstract forest gate. He concealed himself behind the 
trunk on the right, gripped the heavy limb and raised it until it leaned 
against the bark above his head. The wind careened through the trees, 
and through the multiple sounds of the forest he opened his mouth 
and roared a short singsong chant, one-third human, two-thirds 
animal. He craned his neck and watched. 

Between the trunks and the lower foliage he could see the startled 
figures across the road. Both men spun around in their crouching 
positions, the man on the right gripping his companion’s shoulder, 
apparently - hopefully, prayed Manny - issuing orders. He had. TTie 
man on the left got to his feet, pulled a gun from inside his jacket and 
started for the forest across the road to Mesa Verde. 

Everything was timing now. Timing and direction, the brief, 
seductive sounds leading the quarry into the fatal sea of green as 
surely as the sirens lured Ulysses. Twice more Weingrass emitted the 
eerie calls, and then a third that was so pronounced that the intruder 
rushed forward, slapping branches in front of him, his weapon 
levelled, his feet digging into the soft earth — towards and finally into 
the forest gate. 

Manny pulled back on the thick, hca%'^’ limb and swung it with all 
his strength down and across into the head of the racing man. The 
face was shattered, blood spuning out of every feature, the skull a 
mass of broken bone and cartilage. TTic man was dead. BreathH'^'-;. 
Weingrass walked out from behind the trunk and knelt down \ 


397 



!!^-5i^H|i-;5:si 

m.EW ,WV ,f"wctae.»> 'f '■'"i 

'^- "'^'"®On\c^s watc\«nB; . ,„,d lo^^ard: 

,cins stood ntouon'"^- ,nto ,uruv 

3SS dtc -ipop\ccik-. ^ ^,c(H;cs and cro _ j ,n Iv 

> ““''/'CM'-"” "'“TK k» > 




■, 

WcnB'-' bcs.dc hnn. 

,, tVic horlini- J on tbc h' man gra\ 

d.s^U^cd h,s U-U on the 


hand ,v.s.aTd. cnnto”'"V h^atd' They 

no^^ 'onB'"B ^ , svctc bat^N ^ tetronst s 

nd tiled I'VKC. tbc I iVni-tt \'- >s a”-"- , ,chcd tbto«B'’ 

’tcdspUMiithc vvind. ^ me^ sbn 

The bubci!.. bo\'e _ tuv.iheK.^ tn>;i;ct- " 

Ins cV'^ ^ hiinsc\t. sttuggbnp 

' *" ' .. _.,.4 vvrnnita.- to hiin-ei ^ . 


1 .hrouglt u.^ • " hlooa tin 

,5 cyc^ ^ hiinsc\t. sttuggbnB 

j. r^cd Wcingta!.'' to , ^ ^ sfiiile n.?!)' 

1 ”’ ■'’' "'? « Sj. e""’*™'- ' 

d the man s teci 

3t« 


that was in him, dragged the body across the road and into the 
woods. 

He wanted only to lie on the ground and rest, to let the hammering 
in his chest subside and swallow air, but he knew he could not do 
that. He had to keep going; he had to be ready; above all he had to 
take someone alive. These people were after his soitl Information had 
to be learned ... all manner of death to follow. 

He heard the sound of an engine in the distance . . . and then the 
sound disappeared. Bewildered, he side-stepped slowly, cautiously, 
between the trees to the edge of the woods and peered out. A car was 
coming up the road from Mesa Verde, but either it was idling or 
coasting or the wind was too strong. It was coaslins, for now only the 
rolling tyres could be heard as it approached the wall of tall hedges, 
barely moving, finally stopping before the first entrance to the cirailar 
drive. Two men were inside; the driver, a stocky man, not young but 
not much over forty, got out first and looked around, obviously 
expecting to be met or signalled. He squinted in the dark afternoon 
light and seeing no one crossed the road to the wooded side and 
started walking forward. Weingrass shoved his automatic into his belt 
and bent down for the second killer's pistol with the perforated 
silencer attached to the barrel. It was too large for a pocket so, like 
tlic Arab, he placed it at his feet. He stood up and stepped farther 
back into the overgrowth; he checked the weapon’s cylinder. There 
were four bullets left. The man approached; he was now directly in 
front of Manny. 

'Yosef!' The name was suddenly carried on the wind, half shouted 
by the driver's companion, who had left the car and was racing down 
the road, his quickening steps impeded by a pronounced limp. Manny 
was perplexed; Yosef was a Hebrew name, yet these killers were not 
Israelis. 

‘Be quiet, boy!’ commanded the older man gruffly in Arabic as his 
partner stopped breathlessly in front of him. 'You raise your voice 
like that again - anywhere — I'll ship you back to the Baaka in a coffin!’ 

Weingrass watched and listened to the two men no more than 
twenty feet away on the edge of the road. He was mildly astonished, 
but now understood the use of the Arabic word, walad, or ‘boy’. The 
driver’s companion was a boy, a youngster barely sixteen or seven- 
teen, if that. 

‘You’ll send me nowhere!’ answered the young man angrily, a 
speech impediment obvious, undoubtedly a liarelip. Til never walk 
properly again because of that pig! I could have become a great 
martyr of our holy cause but for hirnV 

‘Very well, very well,' said the older Arab with a Hebrew name, 
not without a degree of compassion. ‘Throw cool water on your neck 
or your head will explode. Now, what is it?’ 
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‘The American radio! I just heard it and I understand enough to - 
understand!' 

•Our people at the other iiotisf?’ . , , • -n, 

■No. nothing like that. The Jewsl They executed old Khoun. They 

hattijcd him!’ -ii i ■ 

‘What did you expect, Aman? Forty years ago he was still working 
with ihc German Nazis left in northern Africa. He killed Jews; n< 
blew up kibbutzim, even a hotel in Haifa.’ 

‘Then we must kill the murderer. Begin, and all the old men of thi 
Irgun and the Stem! Khouri was a symbol of greatness for us - ’ 

‘Oh, be quiet, boy. Tliosc old men fought the British more thai 
they did us. Neither they nor old Khouri have anything to do wit! 
what we must do today. We must teach a lesson to a filthy politidai 
who pretended to be one of us. He hid in our clothes and used ou 
tongue and betrayed the friendship we ortcred him. Now, boy 
Concentrate on 

‘Where arc the others? They were to come out on the road.’ 

‘I don’t know. They may have learned something or seen some 
thing and gone inside the house. Lights arc being turned on now, yoi 
can see through those high bushes. Each of us will crawl up fron 
cither side of the half-circle entrance Go through the grass to th 
windows. W’e will probably learn that our comrades arc having cofTc 
with svhoever is there before shang their throats ' 

Emmanuel Weitigrass raised the sileiKcd pistol, firming it .agains 
the trunk of a tree, moving it b.uk and I'orth between the twi 
terrorists He wanted both ahi-r' The words in Arabic referring to th 
’other house’ so shocked him that in fury he might well blow botl 
their heads awav Thev wanted to kill his sen* If they had thev woul 
pay dearlv - in agony - misguided vouth or age irrelevant. TerribI 
pain would be the onU cunscquciiic He levelled the weapon at th 
pelvic region of both killers, back and forth, back and forth 

He fired just as a sudden gust of wind ssvirlcd along the road, tw 
rounds into the older nun. one mto the boy It was as if neither coul 
possibly comprehend The child collapsed screaming, writhing on th 
ground; his elder companion was made of stronger - miirh stronger 
stuff He staggered to his feet, turning to the source of the fire, ani 
lurched forward, the stocky hulk a funous monster ui pain 

‘Don't come any closer, kesr/’’ veiled Mannv, exhausted beyom 
endurance and holding on to the tree '! don’t want to kill you. but 
will! Veil of the Hebrew name who kills /riej'' 

‘My mother’’ screamed the approaching giant of i man. ‘Sh 
renounced all of you' 'you are killers of my people! You tak 
everything that is ours and spit on us' ! am half Jew, but who arc th- 
Jews to kill my father and shave the head of mv mother because shi 
loved an ! wnll take you to hell’’ 


Wcingrass held on to the trunk of the tree, his fingernails bleeding 
as he dug into the bark, his long black overcoat billowing in the 
wind. The broad dark figure lunged out of the forest darkness, his 
enormous hands gripping the old man’s throat, 

‘Don’tV screamed Manny, knowing instantly that there was no 
choice. He fired the last shell, the bullet penetrating the wrinkled 
forehead above him. Yosef fell away, his final gesture one of defiance. 
Trembling and gasping for breath, Wcingrass leaned against the tree, 
staring down at the ground, at the body of a man who had been in 
torment over an insignificant territorial arrangement that had forced 
humans to kill each other. In that moment, Emmanuel Wcingrass 
came to a conclusion that had eluded him from the moment he was 
capable of thinking; he knew the answer now. The arrogance of blind 
belief led all the mendacities of human thought. It pitted man 
viciously against man in the pursuit of the ultimate unknowable. Who 
had the rights 

‘Yosef. . . Yosef,’ cried the boy, rolling over in the undergrowth 
by the edge of the road. ‘Where arc you? I’m hit. I’m /till’ 

The child did not know, thought Wcingrass. From where the 
wounded boy lay writhing he could not sec, and the wind from the 
mountains further muffled the muted gunshot. The maniacal young 
terrorist did not realize that his comrade Yosef was dead, that he 
alone had survived. And his survival was uppermost in Manny’s 
mind; there could be no new martyr for a holy cause brought on by 
self-inflicted death. Not here, not now; there were facts to be learned, 
facts that could save the life of Evan Kendrick. Especially now! 

Wcingrass shoved his bleeding fingers into his overcoat pocket and 
dropped the silenced weapon on the ground. Summoning what 
strength he had left, he pushed himself away from the tree and made 
his way as quickly as he could south through the woods, stumbling 
again and again, his frail arms pushing the branches from his face and 
body. He veered towards the road; he reached it and saw the killer's 
car in the darkening distance. He had gone far enough. He turned and 
started back on the mercifully smooth surface - faster . . .faster] Move 
your goddatrmed spindly legs] That boy must not move, he must not crawl, 
he must not seel Manny felt the blood rushing to his head, the pounding 
in his rib cage deafening. There was the young Arab! He had moved - 
was moving, crawling into the woods. In moments he would sec his 
dead companion! It could not happen! 

‘Amanl’ shouted Wcingrass breathlessly, remembering the name 
used by the half-Jew, Yosef, as if it were his own. 'Ayn ent? Kaif el- 
ahwal?’ he continued in Arabic, urgently asking the boy where he 
was and how he was. ‘Itkallem!’ he roared against the wind, ordering 
the young terrorist to respond. 

'Here, in here!’ yelled the teenage Arab in his own 1: 
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rcn shot! In the hip. 1 can’t find YoscR’ The young man rolled over 
1 his back to greet an expected comrade. “Who arc yon; he screamed, 
ruggUng to reach under his field jacket for a gun as Manny 
aproached. ‘1 don't knoii> you!' _ j v, 

Weingrass smashed his foot against the boy's elbow and as the 
mpty hand whipped out from under the cloth he stepped on ic, 
inning it to the young Arab's chest. ‘No more of that, you fool of a 
hild!’ said Manny, his Arabic that of a Saudi officer reprimanding a 
owly recruit. “We haven’t covered you to have you cause even mort 
rouble. Of course you were shot, and I trust you realise that yoi 
A’crc merely wounded, not killed, which could have been easily 
managed!' 

‘What arc you sayint;'?' 

‘What were you dein??' shouted Manny in reply. ‘Running in tiy 
road, raising your voice, crawling around our objective like a thief it 
the night! Yosef was right, you should be shipped back to the Baak.i 

'YasfJ? . . . Where ir Yosef?' 

‘Up in the house wuh the others. Come, I'll help you Join them. 
Afraid of falling over, Weingrass held on to the branch ot a sapling as 
the terrorist pulled himself up. gripping Manny’s hand 'First, give 
me your weapon!’ 

'Tliey think you're stupid enough fhc\ don’t ssant vou .irmcd.' 

'I don’t understand - ' 

'You don’t have to Weingrass slapped the bewildered young 
fanatic across the lace and siniultancouslv shoved his right hand 
between (he buttoned fold ol the bov s jacket to pull out the would- 
be killer's gun It was appropriate, u was a 22 cahbre pistol. 'You 
can shoot gnats with this,' said Mannv, grabbing the teenager's arm. 
‘Come along Hop on one toot, it it s easier We’ll paste you up,' 

W^hat remained ot the late afternoon sun was obsmred by the 
swirling dark clouds ot a gathering siotin surging out of the moun- 
tains. The drained, exhausted old man and the w'otindcd youngster 
were halfway across the road when suddenly the roar of an engine 
was heard and hcadiiglus of a racing vehicle caught them in the 
beams. The car was bearing down on them, thundering up from the 
south from Mesa Verde. Fvres shrieking, the powertul lar side- 
slipped into a skid and pounded to a slop only yards away from 
W'cingrass and his captive who sscrc lunging toward the hedge, 
Manny's grip tightening on the Arab's field jacket A man leaped 
from the large black car as Weingrass - lurching, stumbling - reached 
into his overcoat pocket for his own JH automata. The figure 
Hashing towards him was a blur m the old architect s eyes, he raised 
his gun to fire. 

'Manny!' yelled Gee-Gee Ckmralcz 



Wcingrass fell to the ground, his hand still gnpping the wounded 
terrorist. 'Grab him!' he ordered Gee-Gee witli what seemed like the ' 
last breath in his lungs. ‘Don’t let him go - hold his arms. They ^ 
sometimes carry cyanide!’ 

Tlic young Arab was given a needle by one of the two nurses; he 
would be unconscious until morning. His bullet wound was bloody, 
not serious, the bullet itself having passed through the flesh; it was 
cleansed, the openings held together with heavy' tape and the bleeding 
stopped. He was then carried by Gonzalez to a guest room, his arms 
and legs strapped to the four comers of the bed, where the nurses 
covered his naked body with two blankets to help prevent any 
possible trauma. 

‘He’s so terribly young,’ said the nurse placing the pillow under the 
teenage Arab's head. 

‘He’s a killer,’ responded Weingrass icily, staring at the terrorist’s 
face. ‘He’d kill you without thinking for an instant about the life he 
was taking - the way he wants to kill Jews. The way he will kill us if 
we let him live.’ 

‘That’s revolting, Mr Weingrass, ’said theothernurse. ‘He’sachild.’ 

'Tell that to the parents of God knows how many Jewish children 
who were never permitted his years.’ Manny left the room to rejoin 
Gonzalez, who had hastily gone outside to drive his all too recogniz- 
able car into a garage; he had returned and was pouring himself a 
large glass of whisky at the bar on the ^'eranda. 

‘Help yourself,' said the architca, walking into the enclosed porch 
and heading for his leather armchair. ‘111 put it on your bill like you 
do with me.’ 

‘You crazy old man!’ spat out Gec-Gcc. ‘Local You plain loco, you 
know that? You could’a been killed! Muenol You comprende? Muerlo, 
muerto — dead, dead, dead, you old fool! Maybe that I could live with, 
but not when you give me a heart attack! I don’t live so good with a 
heart attack when it’s fatal, you comprende, you know what I mean?’ 

‘Okay, okay. So you can have that drink on the house — ’ 

'Loco!' shouted Gonzalez again, drinking the whisky in svhat 
appeared to be a single swallow. 

‘You’ve made your point,’ agreed Manny. ‘Have another. I won’t 
start charging until the third.’ 

'I don’t know whether to go or whether to stay!’ said Gee-Gee, 
once more pouring a drink. 

‘Tlic police?’ 

‘Like I told you. who had time for the police'; And if / called them, 
they’d come around in a month! . . . Your girl, the ama de cria - the 
nurse, she’s calling them. I only hope she found one of those payasos. 
Somerimes you gotta call Durango to get someone out here.’ 
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CHAPTER 29 


The CIA station chief in the Bahamas, a short, deeply tanned man 
with broad features, manoeuvred quickly from his office at the 
embassy on Queen Street. An armed escort was sent by the Nassau 
police to the Cable Beach Hotel, on the shores of Bay Road, where 
four uniformed officers rapidly accompanied a tall man with light 
brown hair and a striking olive-skinned woman from their suite on 
the seventh floor to a waiting vehicle in the efficiently emptied drive 
outside the imposing marble lobby. The hotel’s director of operations, 
an alert Scotsman named McLeod, had mapped out a route through 
the service corridors, where his most trusted security guards stood 
watch, to the brightly lit entrance fronted by two enormous fountains 
sending floodlit sprays up into the dark sky. McLeod’s two assistants, 
an immense good-humoured man with a booming laugh and the 
improbable name of Vernal, accompanied by an attractive young 
hostess, courteously explained to those arriving and departing that 
the delays would be brief. They persuasively explained while the five- 
man motorcycle unit swept the dramatically shadowed grounds. The 
I station chief had personalized everything; favours were done for him. 
He knew by name everyone there was to know in the Bahamas. And 
they knew him. In silence. 

Evan and Khalehia, shielded by the wall of police, climbed into the 
government vehicle, the CIA man in the front scar. Kendrick was 
beyond talking; Khalehia could only grip his hand, knowing only too 
wdl what he was experiencing. Clarity of thought eluded him; 
burning sorrow and a furious anger had replaced it. Tears had welled 
in his eyes over the deaths of Kashi and Sabri Hassan; he did not have 
to be told of the mutilations, he could easily, horribly imagine what 
they were. Yet those tears had been quickly, impulsively wiped away 
by a clenched fist. A reckoning was coming, that, too, was in his 
eyes, in the cores of his pupils. Fury. 

‘As you can understand. Congressman,’ said the station chief, 
turning partially around in the scat beside the driver, 'I don’t know 
what’s going on but I can tell you that a plane from Holmstcad Air 
Force Base in Florida is on its way’ to take you back to Washington. 
It should arrive about five or ten minutes after we get to the airport.’ 

‘Wc know that,’ said Khalehia pleasantly. 
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would 6'av^^gccn here by now but they said there's rottai 
several commercial flights are on the sarntj 
^routc. That /rp/Sly means they wanted to stock up^ the atrenn 
„ properly for^^^^s'ir - 1 mean the two of you, of course.’ 
*' 5 .,‘ 31 iai:-s^inost‘’fcind of them,’ said the field agent from Cano. 
' '^queezjng'fevan’s hand, conveying the fact that he did not have to 

‘ speak. ■ ' >• j i, 

'If there's anything you think you might have left behind at tn! 

hotel, we'll gladly take care of it - ’ 

'There's nothins,' exclaimed Kendrick, whispering harshly, 

*Hc means we’ve taken care of everything, thank you,’ sail 
Khalchla, pulling Evan’s hand against her leg and grasping it evci 
more firmly. ‘This is obviously an emergency and the Congressma 
has a great deal on his mind. May 1 assume we’ve been clcare 
through customs?’ 

‘This pandc is driving straight through the cargo gates.’ replied th 
government man. glancing briefly, closely at Kendrick then tumin 
away as if he had unwittingly invaded another’s pris-acy The rest c 
the trip was made in silence until the high steel gates of the carg 
terminal swung open and the procession drove through over th 
tarmac to the end of the first runway The F-106 from Holmstca 
should be landing soon,' said the station thief 

Tm getting out ' Evan reached for the handle of the door an 
yanked it back It was locked 
Td rather you didn't, fongressman Kendrick ' 

'Let me out of this car ' 

‘Evan. It’s his job ' Khalchla gently but firmly held Kendrick' 
arm ‘He has to go by the rules 
‘Do they inchidr sullotaiing nic^' 

Tm breathing fine - ' 

'Vou'rc not mr'' 

‘I know, darling No one can be you right now ' Rashad angle 
her head and looked oui of the rear windoss*. scanning the terminal 
buildings and the grounds 'Our status is as dean as it could be.’ sh 
said, turning back to the intelligence officer 'Let him walk I'll sta 
svith him and so can the men 
‘A “clean status”’ You're one of us’’ 

'Yes, but you've already forgotten me. plcasr Tlie flight t 
Wa.shington’s going to be rough enough.’ 

'Sure. We re okay. The guy who made up this rule isn't here. H 
just said “Don’t let him out of that vehicle”, in a very loud voice.’ 
'MJ can be extreme ' 

MJ . . ? Come on, let s get some air Release the doors, please 

driver.’ 

'Thank you,' said Evan quietly to Khalchla. ’And I’m sorry - ' 
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‘You don’t have a damn thing to be sorry about. Just don’t make a 
iar out of me and get shot. It could ruin my day . . . Now I’m sorry, 
t’s no time for dumb wisecracks.’ 

‘Wait a minute.’ Kendrick began to open the door then stopped, 
lis face inches from hers in the shadows. ‘A few moments ago you 
laid that no one could be me right now and I agree. But that said. I’m 
iwfully glad you’re you. Right now.’ 

They walked in a brief Bahamian drizzle, talking quietly, the CIA 
jITiccr a polite distance behind, the guards flanking them with 
jminously drawn side arms. Suddenly, from out of the cargo area, a 
imall dark car came racing across the field, its high-pitched engine 
icrcaming. The guards converged on Evan and Khalehla, shoving 
hem to the ground, the CIA officer throwing himself over Kendrick 
ind pulling the Rashad woman into his side. As quickly as the panic 
itarted, it stopped. There were rapid blasts of a two-note siren; the 
:ar was an airport vehicle. The leader of the motorcycle escort 
lolstcred his weapon and approached the uniformed man who 
rlimbcd out of the small car. They talked quietly and the police officer 
■etunied to the stunned Americans, who were getting to their feet. 

'There is an emergency telephone call for your friend, sir,’ he said 
:o the station chief 

‘Patch it out here.’ 

‘We have no such equipment.’ 

‘I want something better than that.’ 

‘1 was told to repeat the letters “MJ”.’ 

‘That’s better enough,’ said Khalehla, ’I’ll go with him.’ 

‘Hey, come on,’ countered the CIA man. ‘There are other rules, 
:oo, and you know them as well as I do. It’s a lot easier securing a 
single than a double. I’ll go and take four men. You stay here with 
[he others and cover for me, okay? This is the meeting ground and 
y^ou could have a nervous pilot on your hands looking for some 
special luggage, mainly you.’ 

The telephone was on the wall of a deserted warehouse. The call 
svas transferred and the first words Kendrick heard from Mitchell 
Payton caused every muscle in his body to lock, his mind on fire. 

‘You’ve got to hear the worst. There was an assault on Mesa 
Verde - ’ 

‘Christ, no!’ 

‘Emmanuel WeingraSs is all right! He's all riflit. Evan.’ 

‘Is he /tiirt? IVeimdrdr’ 

'No. In fact he did the wounding - the killing. One of the terrorists 
is still alive - ’ 

‘I wnni him!' shouted Kendrick. 

‘So do we. Our people arc on the way out there." 

‘Mesa Verde was the terrorists' backup for Fairfax, wasn’t 
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■Unquestionably. But right now it’s also our oiJy hope in tracking 
,wn the others. Whatever that survivor knows, he 11 cell us. 

’Keep him alive.' ^ 

‘Your friend Weingrass has seen to it. 

'Strip him for cyanide.’ 

‘It’s been done.’ 

‘He can’t be left alone for a minute’.’ 

‘Wc know that.’ ... , • r j 

‘Of Course you do,’ said Evan, closing his eyes, his face drenened 
vith sweat and rain. ‘I’m not thinking. 1 can’t think. How’s Mating 
aking it?’ 

‘With considerable arrogance, to be truthtul. 

‘That’s the first decent news I’ve heard.’ 

‘You’re entitled to it. He was truly remarkable for a man of hi; 
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'He was always remarkable ... at any age. ! ve got to get oui 
there. Forget Washington. Fly me directly to Colorado ’ 

‘1 assumed you would make that request - ’ 

‘It’s not a request. Mitch, it's a demand’’ 

'Of course. It’s also the reason why your plane is delayed. The Aii 
Force has punched up the fuelling for Denver and points svest and ii 
clearing a flight plan above the coninicreial rmiics I'he aircraft has i 
maxinnini speed of Macii t\\» point ihree You'il be home in Ics; 
than three hours, ami remember. \a\ rnnhing to anyone about Fairfax 
Weiiigrass has alreadv mmamcii Mesa Verde ' 

‘ffpii’’' 

‘Let him tell vou ’ 

‘15o you really liiink vou ..an keep everything quiet’’ 

'I will if I have to go to the President tnyscif. .and at this point 
don't think (here's am alternative ' 

‘How will you get past the palate guard’’ 

Tin working on that I here's a man I studied with years ago i: 
my early life as a woiild-bc htstonan We've kept in touch in a casua 
w'ay and he has a great deal of influciuc I think sou knosv the name 
It’s Winters, Samuel Winters - ' 


ff iiiffrr’ He s liic one ssho told Jennings tt. give me the Frccdon 
Medal in that crary ceremony 

1 rcnicnibercd. It s why 1 thought o( him Have a good flight, ant 
niy love to my niece ' 

Kendrick svalkcd to the ssarchousc door svhere his police cscor 
stood, two inside, two outside, their weapons levelled in front o 
them Even the CIA s station chict, who in ihr dim light looked a: 
though he might be Bahamian himscll. held a stnail revolver in hi 
hand. S ou people always carry those things’' asked Evan withou 
much interest 
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‘Ask your friend who knew that the "status was dean’’,’ replied the 
itelligence officer, waving Kendrick through the door. 

‘You’re joking. She has one?’ 

‘Ask her.’ ' 

‘How did she get on the plane in the States? The metal deteaors, 
len customs over here?’ 

‘One of our little secrets, which isn’t so secret. A luggage or 
jstoms supervisor just happens to show up when we’re passing 
trough and the detector is shut down for a couple of seconds, and 
nth customs an immigration inspector is alerted as to what not to 
nd.’ 

‘That’s pretty loose.’^said Kendrick, climbing into the official 
irport car. 

‘Not in nearby places like this. The supervisors not only work for 
s but they’re monitored. Farther away our equipment is waiting for 
s inside.' The station chief sat beside Evan in the back scat of the 
nail car and the driver sped out to the runway. 

Tire huge, sleek military jet known as the F-106 Delta Dart had 
rrived, its engines idling in a bass roar as Khalehla stood by a ramp 
f metal steps talking with an Air Force officer. It was only as he 
pproached the two of them that Kendrick recognized the type of 
ircraft he was about to enter; it was not a calming recognition. The 
:t was similar to the one that had flown him to Sardinia over a year 
50, the first leg on his journey to Masqat. He turned to the 
Itelligence officer walking beside him and e.vtcnded his hand. 

‘Thanks for everything,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry I haven’t been more 
leasant company.’ 

‘You could have spit in my face and I’d still have been proud to 
leet you. Congressman.’ 

‘1 wish I could say 1 appreciate that . . . what is your name?’ 

‘Call me Joe, sir.’ 

‘Call me Joe.' A youiii; inaii on the same type of aircraft a year ai;o had 
ren called joe. ll'as another Oman, another Bahrain in his future? 

‘Thank you, Joe.' 

‘We’re not quite finished. Mr Kendrick. One of those AF boys 
•ith the rank of colonel or above has to sign a paper.’ 

The signer in question was not a colonel, he was a brigadier general 
nd he was black. ‘Hello again. Dr Axelrod.’ said the pilot of the 
-106. ‘It seems I’m your personal chaufTcur.' The large man held out 
is hand. ‘That's the way the powers that be like it.' 

‘Hello, General.’ 

‘Let’s get one thing straight. Congressman. I was out of line last 
me and you handed it to me and you were right. But I'll tell you 
ow that if they transfer me to Colorado, I'll vote for you in s| 
on’x take that idiomatically.’ 



•Thanks. General.’ said Evan, attempting to smile. 'However, I i 

won’t be needing any more votes.’ ■ ...I 

'That'd be a damn shame. I’ve been watching you, listening | 
you. 1 like the sweep of your wing and that’s something I know | 

about.’ ^ I 

'I think you’re supposed to sign a p.rpcr.’ - j 

*1 never got one in Sardinia,’ said the general officer accepting s| 
letter of release from the CIA station chief. ‘You sure you’re gonni 
accept this li’l old doaimcnt from an uppity goin’-on-fifty nigger in 
a general's suit, Mr Old School Tie?’ ^ 

'Shut your mouth, boy. I'm half Paiute Indian. You think you vc 
got problems?’ 

•Sorry, son.’ The Air Force officer signed and his special cargo got 
on board. 

'What happened?’ asked Khalchla when they reached their scats. 
‘Why did MJ c.-in?’ 

His hands shaking, his voice trembling at the sudden enormity o! 
it all, at the violence and the near death of Emmanuel Weingrass, he 
told her. There was a pained helplessness both in (us eyes and in hi; 
halting, frightened spurts of explanation ‘(.'/insi. it's got to stop'. If ii 
doesn’t. I’ll kill everyone 1 care for’’ She could onlv grip his hanc 
again and let him know that she was there She could not fight the 
lightning in hie mind It was too personal, too soul-r.icking 

Tliirty minutes uuo the thght, l.san lonvulsed and leaped out o 
his seat, racing up the aisle to the toilet He retched, throwing Uf 
everything he had eaten in the last tescive hours Kahlehl.i r.ui bchint 
him. lorcing the n.irross door open and grabbing his forehead 
holding him, tclliriy him to let « all out 

'Pkosr.' coughed Kendrick Please, get out of here!' 

■Vl'liv’ liecausc sou're so ditlcrciu from the rest of us’ You hur 
but you won't ere’ You bottle it up uniii something’s got to give?' 
'I’m not wild about pity - ' 

‘You re not getting it, either You're a grown man sylio's gon 
throiigli a terrible loss and iiearls siillcmi a greater one - tor you thi 
greatest one 1 hope I’m vcnir triciul. Fean, .iiui ,is a tneiici 1 don’t pit' 
you - I respect you too iiuich tor that - but 1 lio tcci lor sou ' 

Kendrick stood up. grabbing paper towels troni the dispenser, pall 
and sisibly shaken ‘You know how to make a gus feel terrific,’ h 
.«id gtiihtly j 

Wash your tace and comb vour iiair Ycsu’re a mess.’ Rashai 
W’.i!kcd out ol the small enclosure past two uiiilormed and startle: 
night crew The damn too! ate some bad tisli.' she explained wdfhoi 
looking at either nun 'Will erne ot you close the door, please?' 

An hour passed, drinks were served bv the Air Force attendant : 
followed he a microw,tccd dinner eaten heartily by the intclligciv 



i^ragcnt from Cairo but barely picked at by the congressman. ‘You need 
food, friend,’ said Khalehla. ‘This beats the hell out of any commercial 
;riimcnu.’ 

:lh "Enjoy.’ 

‘How about you? You move it around but you don't eat,’ 

‘I’ll have another drink.’ 

Their heads snapped up with the piercing sound of a buzzer heard 
easily over the outside roar of the engines. For Evan it was dga s-u; a 
buzzer had sounded a year ago and he had been summoned to the 
Right deck. Now, however, the corporal who answered the intercom 
Dn the bulkhead walked back and spoke to Khalehla. ‘There’s a radio 
transmission for you, miss.’ 

‘Thank you,’ said Rashad, turning and seeing the alarm in Ken- 
drick’s e.xpression. ‘If it was anything important, they’d ask for you. 
Relax.’ she made her way up the aisle, gripping the few well- 
separated scats for balance in the mild turbulence, and sat in the scat 
in front of the bulkhead. The crewman handed her the phone; the 
spiralling cord was more than adequate for the reach. She crossed her 
legs and answered. ‘This is Pencil Two, Bahamas. Who arc you?’ 

‘One of these days we’ve got to get-, rid of that garbage,' said 
Mitchell Payton. 

‘It works. MJ. If I’d used “Banana Two”, how would you have 
responded?' 

Td have called your father and told him you were a naughty girl.’ 

‘We don’t count. We know each other . . . What is it?’ 

‘I don't want to talk to Evan, he’s too upset to think clearly. You 
have to,' 

Til try. What’s your query’?’ 

‘1 want your evaluation. The information you got from that fellow 
you went to sec from the old Off Shore Investment crowd in Nassau 
- you’re convinced he's reliable, arai't you?' 

‘His information is. he isn’t, but he can’t hide if he bed for money. 
The man’s a floating drunk who lives off what's left of his wits, 
which may have been more acute before his brain was soaked in gin. 
Evan showed him two thousand in cash and, believe me. he would 
aavc given away the secrets of the drug trade for it,' 

; ‘Do you recall exactly what he said about the woman, Ardis 
Montreaux?' 

‘Certainly. He said that he kept track of the money-whore, as he 
\‘alled her. because she owed him and one day he was going to 
'Ollect.’ 

‘I mean her marital status.’ 

‘Of course I remember, but Evan told you over the phone, I hc^l 
ijiini.’ 

‘Tell me yourself. No mistakes can be made.' 


411 




it is, my dear, but somewhere in this madness there's a connection - 
' and a blond man with a European accent.’ 

Khalehla glanced around the cabin as she spoke. The two attendants 
vcrc talking quietly in their scats and Evan was staring blankly out 
•r the window. ‘I’ll do it, of course, but you’re not making my life 
ny easier. It’s obvious that my boy had an affair with this Vanvlan- 
leren woman — not that it bothers me but it bothers him.’ 

‘Why? That strikes me as an odd sort of morality. It was a long 
ime ago.' 

‘You’re missing the point, MJ. Sc.\ isn’t the morality. He was 
onned, seduced into almost becoming an international crook, and he 
an’t forget it or forgive himself maybe.’ 

‘Then I’ll relieve your concerns for the time being. Kendrick must 
lot be told anything about San Diego at this juncture. In his state of 
riind God knows what he’d do if he even had an inkling of such a 
onncction, and we don’t need any loose cannons. Make up some- 
hing about an emergency business trip and be convincing. I want 
'ou to interrogate that very odd lady from left field. I’ll prepare a 
cenario for vou by morning.’ 

Til handle it.’ 

‘I trust you brought your hat-switch papers out of Cairo, didn’t 
•ou?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

‘You may want to use them. We're on c.xtremcly thin ice. Inciden- 
ally, none of our people know you nor do you know them. If I come 
ip. with something. I’ll somehow relay it through Weingrass in 
Colorado . . . Ker}’ thin ice.’ 

‘Even Evan realizes that.’ 

‘May I ask how things arc going with you two? I warn you. I’m 
nordinately fond of him.’ 

‘Let’s put it this way. We had a lovely two-bedroom suite at Cable 
Beach arid last night 1 could hear him pacing the living room outside 
ny door until all hours of the morning. I damn near walked out and 
irdered him inside.’ 

‘Why didn’t you?’ 

‘Ik'causc everything’s so confusing for us. so consuming for him ~ 
itid now tonight, so horrible. I don’t think either of us could handle 
lersonal complications.’ 

‘Tliank heavens we're on a scrambler. Follow your instincts. Field 
\gent Rashad. They’ve served us well in Special Projects . . . I’ll call 
ou in the morning with instniaions. Good hunting, dear niece.’ 

Khalehla returned to her scat and Evan's anxious stare. ‘Other 
vorlds go on and they’re just as deadly. I'm afraid,’ she said, buckling 
icr seat belt. ‘That was the station chief in Cairo. Tsvo of our contacts 
lisappcared in the Sidi Harrani district - it's a Libyan connection. I 
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lid him what to look for and whom to go after . . . How arc you 
cling?’ 

‘All right.’ he anwered, studying her face. 

‘Our distinguished passcnsiers and our not too shabby crew, came the 
encral’s deep loud voice 'over the intercom from the flight deck. K 
reins we're destined to repeat ourselves, Dr Axelrod. Reinemhcr that 
southern island'’?’ The pilot went on to c.xplain that in order to avoid 
he excitement - and publicity — of an ‘AF bird’ dropping in at the 
irport of Durango or Cortez, they were instructed to head directly 
nto the one at Mesa Verde. The runway was deemed ofitcially 
idcquate ‘but cur touchdown could be a mite roehy so when I give the word, 
icit ’em up tis^ht. ll’c’re startins; our descent from the satellites; arrival 
rstimated in forty-five minutes - if I can find the damn place . . . Rnnember, 
doctor?’ 

As the general had prediaed with considerable understatement, the 
landing shook the aircraft with a series of massive vibrations, the 
blasting eruptions of the braking jets filling the fuselage. Outside on 
the ground, thanks were expressed, goodbyes said, and the brigadier 
delivered his spcaal cargo to a field officer of the Central Intelligence 
Agency. Khalehla and Evan were ushered quickly to an armour- 
plated vehicle flown down from Denver, their motorcycle escort an 
armed six-man contingent from the State I’ohce, oblivious as to why 
the governor's otlicc had ordered them to the backcoiintry ‘million- 
aires’ airport’ near the Mesa \’erde National Park 

‘Let me get you curreni. Congressman.’ said the CIA man. sitting, 
as had his colleague in the Bahamas, in the front seat beside the 
driver. 'There arc five of us here, but two will fly back to Virginis 
with the prisoner and the three dead bodies . . . I’m spelling thing' 
out because I was told I can speak in front of the lady, that you were 
official, miss ' 

'Thank you for your confidence.’ said the unrecognized agent foi 
Special I’rojeas 

Yes ma am \Vc ve contracted halt a dozen forest rangers frorr 
the park for the night, each backgrounded, cadi a combat veteran, tc 
guard your house and grounds 'fomorross a unit from Langley will 
arrive to take up their posts ’ 

Christ, svhat if there's another /••nr/j.t’’ whispcrccf Evan 

Khalehla pressed her elbow into kendrick’s side, coughing as she 
did so. 

‘I beg your pardon?' 

‘Nothing. Sorry. Go ahead.' 

A couple of points - and I don't mind telling you that old Jewish 
;uy should be put in someone’s hall of fame, if somebody else doesn’t 
lut him in a padded cell — but you both have to know the facts, the 


cover. Weingrass worked it out before we got there - wow, he’s a 
pistol!’ 

‘Noted and accepted,’ said Kendrick. ‘What arc the facts?’ 

‘The nurses know vcr>- little; they think there was only one 
terrorist, a hallucinating fanatic at that. The three bodies were hidden 
in the woods until the police left, then carried by your Mexican 
friend, Gonzalez, back to the garage without the nurses seeing him. 
They were on the other side of the house, on the porch with Manny - 
Jesus, how did he get me to call him “Manny”? Anyway, Gonzalez 
locked the doors to the garage and drove back to his restaurant. Mr 
Weingrass guarantees us he’ll keep quiet.' 

‘Mr Weingrass is right,' confirmed Evan. 

‘We don’t like the arrangement, but I guess you three go back a 
long time.’ 

‘We go back a long time,’ said Kendrick. 

‘So the Congressman shouldn’t make any references to the magni- 
tude of the assault,’ broke in Khalehla. ‘Is that what you’re saying?’ 

‘That’s exactly what I’m saying. Everything’s ccittainmciu, Mr 
Kendrick, that’s the order from on-high in Langley. As far as anyone 
here is concerned, we’re just government personnel, no Agency, no 
Bureau, no identifications offered and none asked for. They're all too 
frightened to look for complications, which is usually the ease in 
these situations. A plane will fly in around three o’clock this morning. 
The prisoner and his dead friends will be taken back to Virginia. He 
will be sent to an interrogation clinic, the others to the. forensic labs. 
Manny said - excuse me. Afr lFc»i(;rj.« said 1 should make all this 
clear to you,’ 

‘It’s clear.’ 

‘Thank you, sir. Boy, that Manny! Do you know he punched me 
in the stomach when 1 told him I was taking over. I mean, he threw 
a fist into my gut!’ 

‘Standard,’ said Kendrick, peering out of the tinted window at the 
road. They were only ten minutes from the house. From Manny. 

They embraced in the doorway, Evan holding the old man far 
more firmly than the other held him. Then Weingrass gently boxed 
Kendrick’s cars and spoke. ‘You never got manners from your 
parents? Behind you is a lady 1 want very much to meet.’ 

‘Oh, sorry,’ said Evan, backing away. ‘Manny, this is Khalehla 
. . . Khalehla Rashad.’ 

Old Weingrass stepped forward, taking Khalehla’s hand in his, ‘We 
come from a troubled land, you and I. You arc an Arab and 1 am a 
jew, but there arc no such distinctions in this house, no preconcep- 
tions, and I must tell you that 1 love you very much for giving such 
joy to my son.’ 

‘My God. you ore a marvel.’ 
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‘Mitchell suggested that you say you’re a rcpresenutive from the 
State Department accompanying the congressman.’ 

'State?' 

‘Maybe he wants to blame somebody if things don't work out, I 
understand it’s a popular pastime in Washington.’ 

‘No, he isn’t like that . . . Oh, ! do sec. If I has’e to give instructions. 
I’m in a position to do it.’ 

‘Wouldn’t you have to show a State Department ID if someone 
asked for it?’ said Evan. 

‘Well . . . yes.’ 

‘You mean you’ve got one?’ 

‘Well, sort of.’ 

‘That’s illegal - ’ 

‘We wear different hats at different times, Evan.' 

‘You also have a gun. That Paiute Indian station chief in the 
Bahamas told me.’ 

‘He shouldn’t have.’ 

‘You wouldn’t also happen to work for the Mossad, would you,’ 
said Weingrass, grinning. 

‘No, but you do — you have. And some of my closest friends do.’ 

‘You’re in good hands, buhbclah . . . More business. Mitchell wants 
Evan to look at the merchandise here - the one in the bedroom and 
the bodies; they’re under sheets in the garage and they’re leaving by 
air express during the night.’ 

‘And the nurses have no idea they’re out there?’ said Kendrick, his 
tone disbelieving. 

: ‘Your friend Payton was adamant - fanatic, is more like it. 

: “Containment, containment," he kept saying over and over again.’ 

‘How arc you going to get them past that group of park rangers 
outside?’ 

> ‘They’ve rented a van from Durango.' It’ll be left at the airport, 

■: where someone will pick it up and drive it out here. Then it’ll be 
backed into the garage out of sight, the whole operation supervised 
by Payton’s men. They seem to know what they’re doing.’ 

, ! ‘They do,’ said Khalchla softly. ‘Has anyone spoken to the girls 
about what they’re to say, or rather, what they shouldn’t say?’ 

‘I did, and for once they took me seriously, but I don’t know how 
t? long it’ll last. They’re still shook up and they don’t know a quarter of 
what happened.’ 

Til get them together while you and Evan make your grisly rounds 
and back you up - very ofiirially. MJ’s right. I’ll play State 
Department.’ 

‘Why?’ asked Evan. ‘Just curious.’ ^ 

‘To keep the Agency' out of it. We have no jurisdiction domestic’ 
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names. The one on the right had soiled trousers; the other, long 
ragged hair and stared like he had some kind of messianic complex - 
I reckoned he was psychotic. That’s all 1 can tell you.’ 

‘You’ve already told us what we have to know. All these men that 
you’ve identified were with you in Oman.’ 

‘Yes," I knew each one . . . They wanted their revenge, and if I 
were them. I’m not sure I’d feel so differently.’ 

‘You’re not a terrorist. Congressman.’ 

‘What separates a terrorist from a “freedom fighter"?’ 

‘For starters, sir, terrorists make it a point to kill innocent people. 
Ordinary men and women who just happened to be there, kids with 
backpacks, employees - young and old alike - simply doing their 
jobs. Where’s your case, sir?' 

Kendrick studied the field agent, suddenly jolted, remembering 
Fairfax and the Hassans. ‘f apologize for a stupid and fatuous remark. 
1 regret it deeply.’ 

'What the hell,’ said the CIA man. shrugging off his momentary 
anger. 'We’re all stretched and too damned many labels are thrown 
around anyway.’ 

They returned to the house, where Khalchia was speaking to the 
nurses on the porch. Whatever she was saying she had the rapt 
• attention of the three women; they sat motionless in their chairs, their 
■ intelligent eyes riveted on ‘the representative from the State Depart- 
ment’. Evan and Manny walked in and crossed quietly to the bar 
‘ while the CIA officer went to the guest room to check on a colleague 
^ and the prisoner. 

‘I’ve explained everything. Congressman Kendrick,’ said Khalchia, 
her voice official, ‘as far as I'm permitted to. of course, and these 
ladies have agreed to cooperate. One had a visitor arriving tomorrow, 
' but she’ll cal! and tell him there’s a medical emergency and not to 
’■ come.’ 

‘Thanks a lot,’ muttered Weingrass. pouring himself a drink under 
Kendrick’s watchful gaze. ‘Now I’m a corpse.* 

'Thank ypti, Manny,’ remarked the nurse in question drily. 

'i' ‘I want to thank all of you,’ said Evan quickly. ‘Washington’s 
convinced this is an isolated incident, a young lunatic on the loose - ’ 

‘So was Sirhan-Sirhan,’ broke in the nurse who had driven into 
■ 1 '" Mesa Verde to reach Gonzalez, ’and the description didn’t change the 
results.’ 

Tve told them the prisoner is being transferred back east under 
cover tonight and not to be concerned if they hear noises in 
ift'i'grounds or the garage.’ ^ 

‘ Very pro,’ mumbled Weingrass. 

‘I only have one question,’ said the third nurse looking at Kh:’ 
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I '. Weingrass appeared in the veranda archway, a drink in Iitn hatul, 
’ h'Why arc you screaming at me?’ 

‘Weren’t you supposed to be at the doctor’s this afternoon?’ 

‘Oh, yeah, somebody called last week - ’ 

, , 'It was my receptionist, Mr Weingrass,’ explained Dr Lyons. ‘She 
;aid you wrote it down and agreed to be there.’ 

‘Yeah, well I do that now and then, but I feel fine so why trouble 
Vou. Also, you’re not my doctor.’ 

‘Mr Weingrass, your doctor passed away several weeks ago from a 
rardiaC seizure. It was in the papers and I know you received an 
,, 1 ■ouncement of the funeral.’ 

tJj; ‘Yeah, well I don’t go to those, cither. Mine’s overdue.* 

’Nevertheless, as long as I’m here, why don’t we have a look?’ 
‘What are we looking for?’ 

‘A little tub-thumping and a short blood sample for the lab.’ 

‘I feel fine.’ 

‘I’m sure you are fine,’ agreed Lyons, nodding. ‘It’s just routine 
nd won’t take more than a couple of minutes It really is an 
, -Monour to meet you. Congressman.’ 

/Thanks very much ... Go on, Manny r’e vec s^-ant one of the 
■ ' lurscs to assist you. Doctor?* 
cll- ‘It doesn’t really rriattcr - ’ 

He ‘So she can wax lascivious over nr* zzjcsd chest?’ protested 
/cingrass, interrupting. 'Come on, I?rn T— tan around my ribt 
'tend go out and buy yourself a CscIZsz. 

‘At least a Ferrari,’ countered Ly rtut srriirg sr Eer.criok. 

Emmanuel Weingrass and his rrtrrr -v£ked down me stoee 
..aiuHway towards the bedroom. 




lighly confidential . . . and in deference to the visitor who wants to 
'.cep it that way, all patrols will remain out of sight. They’ll be on 
he sides of the house and down at the gazebo.' 

‘They bought that nonsense?* intcijcctcd Weingrass. 

‘They have no reason to question it.’ 

'Because he's him,' agreed Manny, nodding. 

‘And because they’re being paid three hundred dollars apiece for 
ssing a night’s sleep.' 

‘Very pro, Mr Containment, You’re better than I thought.’ 

, ‘I have to be . . . Well, if I don't see you again, it's been a real 
'^•j^i’jcasurc meeting you. Congressman. Some day I'll be able to tell my 
" ' jds about it . . . No, please don’t get up. sir. I’ve got to run. You. 
‘■'^*> 0 , Miss Official, as Mr Weingrass would say . . . And you, Manny, 
you, it’s been an experience. I tliitif: I’m glad you're on our side.’ 
' I ‘You should be, you need all the help you can get , . , Ciao, young 
'°^San. Have a good track -down and if the odds arc only five to one 
^“’Ypinst you, you’ll win.’ 

'.^s- Manny, 1 intend to.’ The intelligence officer turned briefly 

I Evan and Khalehia on the couch. 'I mean that,’ he added quietly. ‘I 
:ard the reference to Fairfax in the car and let it pass, but it wasn’t 
°**''';sy. You see, I’m the only one here who knows what happened; it’s 
"*hy I insisted on leading this team. My older sister’s son, my nephew 
brought him into the Agency - he was part of that unit. I itueitd to 
'“• VC a damned good track-^own.' The CIA man left quickly. 

For starters, sir, terrorists wake it a point to kill innocent people. Ordinary 
P 7 / and women who just happened to he there, bids with backpacks, and 
iployccs — ycHii^ and old alike — simply daii!_j; their jobs. H'7iere'r your 
>, sir? 

^How terrible for him,’ said Khalehia. 'He must feel such hurt, 
ut ^‘ rh guilt.’ 

Which of US doesn’t?' asked Kendrick, his voice floating, then 
pped abruptly with a sudden, forced intake of air. 

You c,m’t blame yourself for what’s happened,' insisted Khalehia. 
V^h^'-Happeninq,' exclaimed Kendrick, ‘ft’s hoppcnxnq}. How the bell did 
sc people get into the country? Who let them in? Where arc our so- 
’tni"'cd hrilliant security measures that can catch fifth-rate Soviet agents 
exchange for set-up reporters in Moscow because it’s good PR, 

. th can’t stop a dozen killers who come in to hill? Who makes it 
ibic?’ 

iti iWc’rc trying to find out.’ 
fr'You’rc a little late, aren’t you?' 

,rk tl\top iti’ ordered Weingrass, leaning forward, punching the space 
i;Vt!’‘ont of him with his forefinger, ‘This girl has nothing to do with 
t you‘re talking about and I won’t have it!’ 
go:?; knoii’ that!’ said Kendrick, reaching for Khalchla’s hand, 'and she 
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knows I know it. It’s just that everything’s so insane - I feel 
helpless, so frightened. Goddamn it, how many others have to 
killed? We can’t stop these people! They’re maniacs and Aey 
running loose and we’ll never them!’ Evan lowered his voice, 
eyes, filled with pain, levelled at the field agent from Cairo. A 
more than we've found the bastards who stoic that “theft-prot 
Oman file and splattered me all over the world. How long has it b< 
- eight, ten weeks? We’re no closer than when we began. At k 
now we know why they did it. It wasn’t to make me a hero, or 
promote my so-called career as a political contender for Christ kno 
what ... it was to set me up for the kill! A ‘‘vengeance death 
believe is the literal Arabic translation. The point is.wc’rc not get 
anywhcre!‘ ' 

‘Listen to me,’ said Khalchla softly. ‘I’m going to say somethir 
probably shouldn’t, but sometimes we break a rule because hop 
important, too . . . Other things have happened that you don’t kn 
about - ere hapjaening, as you say - and each new piece of informal 
brings us a step closer to the truth about this whole horrible mess. 

‘That’s pretty cryptic, young lady.’ 

‘Manny, try to understand. Evan docs because we have an agt 
ment. He knows that there arc times when 1 can’t explain things.' 

‘May an old man who’s been a resident m your territory once 
twice before ask why?’ 

‘If you mean your work with Mossad, you shouldn’t have ti 
forgive my being blunt . . The basis is an impcranvc nccd-to-kno 
because what you don’t know you can’t reveal.’ 

‘The Amytals and the Pentothals?’ asked Wcingrass. 'In the 
days, scopolamine’ Come on, my lovely girl, we’re not in the b; 
streets of Marrakesh or the partisan mountains of Ashot Yaaqi 
Who would use chemicals on us here’’ 

Tm sure that young prisoner Evan identified, the one who’s onj 
way to a clinic in Virginia, probably felt the same way. W' ' 
twenty-four hours his entire life will be on tape.' 

'Not applicable.' insisted Wcingrass 

‘Perhaps not. but something else is. Six hours ago we got a tn 
a possible trace - that may take us higher up in this government 
my of us wishes. If we’re wrong. Congressman Kendrick of C 
rado can’t be a part of it, quite simply, he can't )L’«oii> anything. 

A _ - I*. ..I k « 



■ -;*4ri overview - I’ve heard that word ad nauseam in Washington. What 
of people arc doing what to whoml Whoever they are, they've 
' • r.‘Ul]ed my friends - otir friends. I have a right to know.' 

‘Yes, you do,’ said Khalchla slowly, sitting rigid on the couch, 
,(x:x)king alternately at Evan and Emmanuel Weingrass, finally settling 
• ‘£^<n Kmdrick. ‘You said it yourself, questioned it yourself - part of 
'flrrb’K truth, anyway. Someone did let these killers in and made it 
. Possible for them to kill. Passports were provided vrithout rcstric- 
jfc'ons, and as I can easily picture their general appearances because I’m 
"hi^hic of them, those false papers had to be terribly good to get past the 
toti-terrorist experts we and our allies have at every immigration 
/let/bint here and abroad, including the Soviet Union, 1 might add. 

cyond those papers are the logistics, the lines of supply without 
ffl.'tia.hich terrorists can’t operate. Weapons, ammunition, money, dri- 
; hopixs' licences and hired vehicles; locations where they can hide and 
’tfcrcparc themselves, even down to the most up-to-date clothing made 
; this country in case they’re arrested and interrogated. Then there 
jBSic such items as train and air reservations, all made in advance, the 
ckets delivered before they walk into a terminal, except when it’s on 
jj! jrplatform or in a flight lounge at the last minute. You see, nothing is 
consequential to these people; everything is vital down to the last 
os'itail for the success of any given mission.’ Khalchla paused, shifting 
:r gaze between both men. ‘Someone’s made all of these things 
hjvti-ailable to them, and whoever it is, or whoever they are, they 
<.(j4:rouldn’t 6e where they are in this government or have the accesses 
cy have. It’s more important than 1 can ever explain that they be 
n thrund.’ 

tk h’You said that about those who stole the Oman file.’ 

■^w^fAnd you believe they’r^ the same people.’ 

’Aren’t they? It’s pretty obvious to me.’ 

■W^cNot to me.’ 

•l^j. f The set-up. It’s the explanation for a revenge kill. Me.' 

Suppose they’re separate,’ insisted Khalchla, ‘One giving birth to 
other? It’s been ten weeks, remember? The impetus for killing 
-oiiU in the heat of vengeance which is intrinsic to jaremat ihadr has 
.j^-Csed.' 

ciVou just pointed out all the details that had to be put in place. 

„ takes time.’ 

' f they have the resources to do what they’ve done in ten week; 
could do it in ten days, Evan.’ 

^j/immanucl Weingrass held up his hand, palm forsvard; it was 
"^-ismand for quiet and he expected to be obeyed. ‘You arc noi 
., ’ c^ig us that instead of one enemy my son has two? The Arabs fror 
^v^Baaka Valley and someone else over here who works with thcr 
'^'[O'fainst them? Arc you making seme, my lovely child?’ 

I A'’** 



‘There is here and none better than the g^^iimcnt’s Secret 
In these matters nothing is perfect, there® fe'ly the best.’ 'r 

‘I know.* Khalehia drank from her glaJl wine. 11^^ 

‘You understand what I’m saying, dotfe ynu. Miss RashaS?*’ ■ 
‘I think so.’ . ' 

‘Let events run their natural course. 'ntcri?s’%, legitimate 
aaion committee dedicated to supporting CohgV^’jmwi Ken^ric’k -for 
higher office. Let them work unencumbcrcd>aHd.ltx.if?1c countrs- 
respond - one way or the other. And if we’re bbth aright about the 
Vanvlanderens and the Grinells and the people they represent, let 
Evan Kendrick make up his own mind. Because cs'en if we expose 
them and stop them, there arc hundreds more who will take their 
places ... A force is needed, a voice is needed.’ 


Khalchla raised her eyes from the v/inc. She nodded tv.'icc. 
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say a virus - that to the best of my knowledge is indigenous to ccn^fal 
Afnca.’ 

‘That foiiWn't be.’ ^ ^ 

‘Then perhaps I'm wrong. Our equipment is among the. finest irj 
the West, but there’s better. I’m having lung tisfue and blood sample's 
sent to the CDC in Atlanta.’ , * «■ 

'V * 

‘The what?’ , 

‘Centers for Disease Control.* ' ‘ 

'Disease?' 

‘It’s just a precaution, Mr Kendrick.’ 

‘Have them flown there tonight. Doctor. There’ll be a jet waiting 
at Stapleton Airport within the hour. Tell Atlanta to go to work the 
minute your findings arrive - I’ll pay whatever the cost even if they 
have to stay there around the clock.' 

TII do what 1 can - ’ 

‘If it would help,’ said Evan, not sure whether he was blulling or 
not, ‘I’ll have the White House call them.' 

‘I don’t think that will be necessary.’ said the pathologist. 

As he left the hospital, ha'/ing said good night to a heavily sedated 
Manny, he remembered the vanished Dr Lyons of Mesa Verde, the 
physician wiilioiit an address or a telephone but with full govcnimcnt 
clearance to be presented to a congressman and/or his staff. Uliat 
clearance? Why was cicarattec necessary? ... Or tvas it simpi)' a verj’ 
impressive document, a device for slipping into the private world of 
one Evan Kendrick. He decided to say nothing to anyone. Khalehla 
would know better what to do. 

He approached the Brown Palace and was suddenly aware through 
the falling snow of the coloured lights on the Christmas decorations 
extending across the wide avenue from the old classic structure to the 
new sovitii Tower. Then he heard the strains of a carol filling the 
street. Deck the halls with hoiii^hs of holly, fa-la-la-la-la . . . la-la-la-la. 
Merry Christmas from the legacy of Masqat, he thought. 

‘Where the hell have you hcert?' shouted Mj Payton, causing Khalehla 
to hold the telephone away from her ear. 

‘Having dinner,’ 

‘He’s there'. Our blond European is in the hotel'' 

‘I know. I had dinner with him.’ 

‘You what?' 

'As a matter of fact, he's here in my room now. We’re going over 
what we know. He’s not wli.at we thought.’ 

'Damn von. Adrienne! Tell that son of a bitch Mr B would like to 
talk to Mr A!’ 

‘Good God, yon were the one?’ 

‘Cap it, Rashad! Put him on the line.' 


'i’m not sute he’ll agree.’ The agent from Cairo again had to pull 
the phone away. She turned to Varak. ’A Mr B would like to talk to 
Mr A.' ' > 

. 'I should have known,’ said the Czech, getting out of the chair. He 
walked to the bedside telephone as Khalchla relinquished it and 
m'oved away. ‘Greetings, again. Mr B Nothing has changed, you 
understand. No names, no identities ‘ 

•What docs my niece call you? Mind you, she’s my niece.’ 

'She calls me by the erroneous name of Milos. ’ 

‘Meelos? Slavic?’ 

‘American, sir.’ 

‘I forgot, you made th.at clear ' 

'The Secretary of State, plr.tsr'’ 

‘He’s arnved in Cvprus ’ 

‘I’m relieved.’ 

‘We all arc. if. indeed, there w.is cause for alarm to begin with.’ 
‘The information vas accurate 

‘Unfortuiiatelv. we h.ivcn't been able to confirm it at our end. 
Gnncll wasn’t at the hotel and he hasn't shown up at his residence.' 
‘He’s with the Vaiulandcren woman 

‘Yes. we know According to a desk clerk, tliere were several 
others with them both Anv ideas'" 

’Gnnell’s guards, according to the information I received. 1 men- 
tioned to YOU that there were men with him, that vou should be 
prepared ' 

"Yes. you did Ou see \sork together"’ 

'From a distance ' 

"What have vou got to otTcr'’ 

'Proof ot certain things i've told Miss K.i^had,’ replied Varak, 
thinking of the edited tapes and transcripts he would give to the 
intcihgcncc othcer - edited so that Fric Snndstrom would remain an 
.inonymous conspirator, a dead man dtd not need an identity. ‘Perhaps 
nothing more, but it's the core o1 w li.it vou need ’ 

'It will be gratefullv .Kccpied ' 

‘However, there’s .1 price. Mr B ' 

‘I don’t make payments - ' 

Of course you do. broke in the ( zecli 'You do so all the time.' 
‘What IS It’’ 

As long as my demands rrejnue a cwinphcateci explanation. I’ll let 
Miss Rashad tell you in her own words I’ll reach her tomorrow and 
well communicate tlirough her )l your answer is positive I will 
arrange for the delivery of m\ inatcnal to vcni ’ 

‘And ifit’s not^' 

‘Then I’d advise you to weigh the consequences, Mr B." 

‘Let me speak to my iiiccc. if vou please’ 



‘As you wish.’ Varak turned to Khalchia and handed her the 
telephone as he headed back to his chair. 

'I'm here,’ said Rashad. 

‘Just answer yes or no, and if you can't answer, stay silent for a 
second or two. All right?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Arc you safe?’ 

•Yes.’ 

‘Would his materia! help us?’ 

‘Yes - emphatically.’ 

‘just “yes” is sufficient. Agent Rashad . . . He’s obviously staying 
at the hotel - do you think he’ll remain there?’ 

‘No.’ 

. ‘Has he given you any information as to how he got the Oman 
file?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Lastly, can we live with his demands?’ 

‘We're going to - sorry to break the rules.’ 

‘I sec,’ said the astonished director of Special Projects. ‘You will 
explain that extraordinary and extraordinarily insubordinate state- 
ment to me, won’t you?’ 

‘We’ll talk later.’ Khalchia hung up the phone and turned to Varak. 
‘My superior’s upset.’ 

‘With you or with me? It wasn’t difficult to imagine the gist of his 
questions.’ 

‘With both of us.’ 

‘Is he really your uncle?’ 

‘I’ve known him for over twenty years and that’s enough about 
him. Let’s talk about you fora moment. It wasn’t difficult to imagine 
a couple of his questions to you, cither.’ 

‘Only a moment, please,’ insisted the Czech. ‘I really must leave.' 

‘You told him that CJrincII was with the Vanvlandcren woman and 
that the others were Grincll’s guards.’ 

‘Idid.’ 

‘Yet you told me that there were two men in the Vanvlandcren suite 
and that the guards were outside.’ 

‘That’s true.’ 

‘Who was that other man, and why are you protecting him?’ 

'Protectiu^? ... I believe 1 also told you that they were both traitors. 
You’ll hc.ir that on the rapes, rc.ad it on the transcripts I'll deliver to 
you if your superior agrec-s to my conditions, as you have agreed.' 

‘I'll convinre him.' 

‘Then you'll hear for yourself.' 

‘IJiit you kill'll’ him! Wlio i> he?' 

Varak got out of tlie chair, his hands pressed in froi 



‘Again, we are off limits, Miss Rashad. But I’ll tell you this much. 
Hc% the reason I must leave. He's human filth, whatever words you 
care to use . . . and he’s mine. I’ll scour this city all night until I find 
him, and if 1 don’t, 1 know where I can find him. tomorrow or the 
ne.xt day. 1 repeat, he’s iiiitic.' 

'hjoTcmat thadr Mr Milos?’ 

‘I do not speak Arabic, Miss Rashad ' 

‘But you know what it means. I've told sou ' 

‘Good night.' said the Czech, going to the door. 

‘My unde wants to know how you got the Oman tile. I don’t think 
he'll stop hunting you down until he tinds out 

‘Wc all have our pnonnes.' said Varak, turning, his hand on the 
knob. ‘Right now his and yours are in Sail Diego and mine arc 
elsewhere. Tell him that he has nothing to fear from my source. He 
would go to his grave beiore endangering one of your people, one of 
our people 

‘Goddamn you. he alrcads /i.i)' fc't'jn Kcndnck’' The telephone rang; 
they both whipped their heads around, staring at it Khaichia picked 
It up ‘Yes’’ 

‘it hiippenetP iried I’jvton in Langley. Virginia ‘Oh. my God, they 

did It’’ 

‘What IS It" 

‘The L.irn.ua Hotel in Csprus' The ssest wing was blosvn up; 
there's nothinu Icit, lusi debris The Seeretarv of State's dead, they’re 
aff dead’’ 

' I he lioiel in C sprus u pealed Khaichia, kioking at the Czech, her 
svSKc a irigiueued niotuuous It ssas blown up. the Secretary's dead, 
thcv’re all dead 

■(live me that phone’’ roared Varak. rushing across the room and 
grabbing ii 'Did no one slid k the sellars. the air conditioning ducts, 
the strustural imderpimmiC''' 

flic C spnot scsurits torccs ilaimcsi they chesked everything — ' 

'C ypriot xoirify' yelled die turivsus CVech 'It's riddled with a 
dozen hostile elements' 1 ools, finds, feofi'' 

'Do vou svant m% |ob, .Vlr A-' 

I wouldn I lake ii said \ .Irak . ontrsdliiig his anger, lowering his 
voice I do not ssork ssitli amaisurs,' he added contemptuously, 
hanging up .and going to the door I Ic turned and spoke to Khaichia. 
What ssas needed here today were the brains of Kcndnck of Oman. 
He would have been the tirst to tell all of vou what to do. what to 
look lor. Aiui s'siu probably ssould not have listened to him.’ The 
C.zech opened the door, let hiniscll suit, and slammed it shut. 

The telephone rang He s gone.' s.iid Rashad, picking it up, 
knowing instinctisciv ssho -.sas on the line 

I oflcrcsl him mv job, hut lie masic it clear that he didn’t work 



with amateurs . . . Strange, isn’t it? A man without any credentials 
that w'c know about alerts us. and we blow it. And a year ago, we 
send Kendrick to Oman and he docs w’hat five hundred professionals 
from at least six countries couldn’t do. It makes you wonder, doesn’t 
it . . . I'm getting old.' 

’No way, MJ!' cried the agent from Cairo. ‘They happen to be 
bright guys and they hit jackpots, that’s all. You’ve done more than 
they’ll ci'crdo!' 

‘I’d like to believe that, but tonight’s pretty horrible for whatever 
;o I’ve got left.’ 

‘Which should be a bunch! . . . But it’s also a good moment for me 
) explain that insubordinate remark 1 made to you a few minutes 

‘Please do. I’m receptive. I’m not even sure I have a hell of a lot of 
rcath left.’ 

‘Whomever Milos works for, they want nothing from Evan. When 
pressed him, he pointed out the obvious. If they made any demands 
n him, he’d throw them to the wolves, and he’s right, Evan would.’ 
‘I also agree. So what docs he want?’ 

‘To back off and let events take their course. They want us to let 
ic race go on. ’ 

‘Evan won’t run - ’ 

‘He may when he learns about the black knights who arc running 
lings in California. Say we stop them; there are hundreds more 
waiting to take their places. Milos is right, a voice is needed.’ 

‘But what do you say, niece?’ 

‘1 want him alive, not dead. He can’t go back to the Emirates — he 
lay persuade himself that he can but he’d be killed the moment he 
ot of}' the plane. And he can’t vegetate in Mesa Verde, not with his 
lergy and imagination - iliat’s a form of death, too, you know . . . 
he country could do worse, MJ.’ 

•ooh.fochV whispered Varak to himself as he dialled while studying 
diagram of the Vanvlandercn suite in his hand; there were small red 
is marked in each room. Seconds later a voice was on the other end 
f the line. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Sound Man?' 

‘Prague?’ 

‘1 need you.’ 

‘I can always use your money. You roll high.’ 

‘Pick me up in thiny minutes, the service entrance. I’ll explain 
hat I want you to do on the way to your studio . . . Tdere are^io 
lianges in the diagram?’ 

‘No. You found the key?’ 
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‘Thank you for both.’ 

‘You paid. Thirty minutes.’ 

The Czech hung up the phone and looked at the packed recording 
ct^uipment in front of the door, ide had listened to R.ashad s intertnew 
wnth Ardis Vanvlandcrcn. and despite his .inger over the tragedy of 
the Secretary of State’s death, he had smiled - grimly to be sure - at 
the bold strategy employed by the field agent from Cairo and her 
superior. Based on what they had learned, they had gambled on the 
presumed truth of Andrew Vanvianderen's actions and turned it into 
an irresistible lie. Palestinian hit teams, the target BoUmger, Kendrick 
never even mentioned! Bnllmni' The appearance of Enc Sundstrom 
within two hours of Rashad’s astonishing, convoluted information - 
an appearance designed to trap a traitor of Ins'cr Brass and not based 
on any presumption of Vanvianderen’s guilt - had completed a 
detonation that blew ap.irt the cemented structure of deceit in San 
Diego. One took things where one could find them. 

Varak went to the door, opened it cautiously and slipped out into 
the corridor He walked rapiJlv to the Vanvlandcrcn suite down the 
hall and with the key provided by the Sound Man let himself inside, 
the diagram still in his hand With swift catlike stndcs he went from 
room to room removing the tiny electronic intercepts trom their 
recesses - under tables and chairs, secreted beneath the deep cushions 
of the sofa, behind mirrors in the tour bedrooms, under the medicine 
cabinets m the various bathrooms and inside tw'o bunicrs in the 
kitchen He left the widow's olhee for last, counting the red Xs, 
satisfied th.it he had lolleitcd everv tap so far The office was dark; 
he found the desk lamp and switched it on. Ten seconds later he 
pocketed the tour intercepts, three Irom the otTice itself one from the 
small attached bathroom, and concentrated on the desk. He looked at 
Ins watch, the dismantlimt operation had taken nine minutes, leaving 
him at least filteen to evaminc Mrs V’anvlandcrcn’s domestic inner 
sanctum 

He started with the desk drawers, pulling one out after another, 
rifHing through meaningless papers devoted to vice presidential trivia 
- schedules, letters Irom individuals and institutions deemed worthy 
of answering some das . position paper> from the White House, State, 
Defense and various other administrative agencies that had to be 
studied so they could be explained to k^rson Bollinger, There was 
nothing of value, nothing at all related to the subterranean manipula- 
tions t,iking place in southeni California, 

He looked around the large panelled oflice, at the bookshelves, the 
graceful funiitutc and the framed photographs on the walls . . . 
photographs. There were over twenty of them scattered about the 
dark panelling m crisscrossing patterns. He walked over and began 
cxainuiing them, snapping on a table lamp for better light. They were 


498 



the usual collection of self-aggrandizing pictures showing Mr and 
Mrs Andrew Vanvlandcren in the company of political heavyweights, 
from the President dowm through the upper ranks of the administra- 
tion and Congress. Then on the adjacent wall were photographs of 
the widow herself without her late husband. Judging from appear- 
ances these were obviously from Ardis Vanvlandcren’s past, a per- 
sonal testimonial that made clear her past was not inconsequential. 
Expensive cars, yachts, ski slopes and luxurious furs predominated. 

Varak was about to abandon the panoply of conceit when his eyes 
fell on an enlarged candid shot obviously taken in Lausanne, Switz- 
erland, Lake Geneva’s northern Leman Marina in the background. 
Milos studied the face of the dark-skinned man standing beside the 
effervescent centre of attraction. He knew that face but he could not 
place it. Then, as if following a scent, the Czech’s eyes roamed down 
to the lower right, to another enlarged snapshot also taken in 
Lausanne, this in the gardens of the Beau Rivage. There was the same 
man again - who was he? And next to it yet another, now in 
Amsterdam, in the Rozengracht, the same two subjects. Who was 
that man? Concentrate! Images came, fragments of elusive impressions 
but no name. Riyadh . . . Medina. Saudi Arabia. A shocked and 
furious Saudi family ... a scheduled execution, then an escape. 
Millions upon millions had been involved . . . eight to ten years ago. 
Who u’lJi he? Varak considered taking one of the photographs, then 
instinaively knew he should not. Whoever the man was, he repre- 
sented another telling aspect of the machine built around Orson 
Bollinger. A missing photograph of that face might send out alarms. 

Milos turned off the table lamp and started back towards the desk. 

■ It was time to leave, to get his equipment and meet tlie Sound Man 
; down in the street outside the servacc entrance. He reached for the 
• dome-shaped lamp on the desk when suddenly he heard the door 
; opening in the foyer. Swiftly he turned olT the liglit and moved to the 
office door, partially closing it so he could slip behind and watch 
1 through the space of the hinged panel. 

, ■ The tall figure came into view, a lone man walking confidently 
yinto familiar surroundings. Varak frowned for an instant; he had not 
■j thought about the intruder for weeks. It was the red-haired FBI agent 
from Mesa Verde, a member of the unit assigned to the Vice President 
",at the request of Ardis Vanvlandcren - the man who had led him to 
^San Diego. Milos was momentarily bewildered, but only momentar- 
"• ily. Tlie unit had been recalled to Washington, yet one player had 
^.remained behind - more accurately, one had been bought belor-e 
' Varak had found him in Mesa Verde — 

The Czech watched as the red-headed man w'alked aro" 
giving room as if looking for something. He picked up a ^ 

'^beneath an ivory-shelled lamp on a table to the left ofo*^ 
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went through a door leading to the kitchen. He returned moments 
later with a spray can in one hand, a dishtowel m the other. He 
crossed to the bar where he picked up each bottle separately, spraying 
each and wiping it dean. He next sprayed the copper rim of the bar 
top and rubbed it thoroughly wuh the doth. From the bar h* 
proceeded to go to every solid piece of furniture in the sunken livir 
room and repeated the cleaning process as if he were purifying t] 
premises. What he was doing was apparent to Varak: the agent w, 
eliminating the forensic presence of Enc Sundstrom, removing t! 
sdentist’s fingerprints from the area 

Tile man put down the spray can and the towel on the coffee tabl 
then casually started across the room . towards the office! TI 
Czech spun silently out from behind the partially dosed door ar 
raced into the small bathroom, closing its door, now more ths 
partially, leaving barely an inch between the edge and the frame. / 
Milos had done, the FBI agent turned on the desk lamp, sat down i 
the chair and opened (he lower nght-hand drawer. However, he di 
something that Varak had not done he pressed .an unseen buttoi 
Instantly, the vertical moulding ot the desk shot out. 

'Jesus (.'knit'' said the red-haired man to himself, his stunned cry 
whisper as he peered into an obviously empty recess. Without svastin 
motion, he reached for the telephone on the desk, almost ripping 
out and dialling. Within seconds he spoke 'It’s not here!' he cricc 
'No. I'm .erijin'' he added .iftcr a pause 'There's wt'dim?! . . . Wh: 
do you scant from me’ 1 followed your instructions and I’m tellin 
vou there's not a goddamned H7iai’ Down the street ftor 

your house’ All nglu. I'll get on it and call you back.’ The ager 
depressed the telephone plate, released it, and dialled eleven digit; 
long distance 'Base Five, this is Blackbird, special assignment Sa 
Diego, code sl^-sl^-^c•^o Confirm, please . Thank you. Do w 
have vehicles in La Jolla I don't know about’ . . We don't ... No 

nothing urgent, probable the press Thev must have found out th 
VP IS going tc' an an shosv soiree - you got that, soiree — with th 
fruitcake cross'd. He svouldn t knosv a Rembrandt from A! Capp. bu 
he's got to fake u. I'll check u out. forget it.' Again the lanky red 
haired man hung up and rcdiallcd. There's nothing from our side, 
he said quietly, almost immediately 'No, there’s no lasv that says 
have to be told CIA’ We'd be the last to knosv . . . Okay, I’l 
call the airport. Do you want me to reach your pilot? . . . Whatevt 
you say, then I m getting out ot here. The Agency and the Bureai 
don c mix, ssc never have ' The FBI man hung up as Varak stcppei 
out of the dark bathroom, his thin black automatic in his hand. 

'Vou re not getting out ot here that fast,’ said the coordinator e 
ins'cr Brass. 

Cfmsi! screamed the redheaded agent, lunging out of the chair an: 
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'lurling himscJf at Varak in the doonvay, gripping the Czech’s right 
wrist with the strength of a panicked animal, propelling Milos back 
hto the wall above the toilet, crashing Varak's head into the tastefully 
papered plasterboard. The Czech straddled the lavatory basin in the 
Jark bathroom, whipping his left leg around the man’s torso and 
cvering it while yanking his right hand and gun straight up, half 
tearing the agent’s left arm out of its socket. It was over; the man 
collapsed on the floor, gripping his damaged arm as if it were broken. 

‘Get up,' said Varak, the weapon at his side, not bothering to level 
it at his prisoner. Tbc red-haired man struggled, winong while he 
pulled himself up by the rim of the marble wash basin. 'Go back in 
there and sit down,’ ordered Milos, shoving the agent through the 
door to the desk. 

‘Who the hell nre you?* asked the man breathlessly, plummeting 
into the chair, still holding his arm. 

‘We’ve met, but you wouldn’t know about it. A country- road in 
Mesa Verde, west of a certain congressman’s house.' 

‘That was yoi/?’ The agent shot forward, only to be pushed back by 
Varak. 

‘When did you sell out. Federal man?’ 

The agent studied Milos in the wash of the desk lamp. ‘If you’re 
some kind of naturalized spook from a cross-over unit, you’d better 
get one thing straight. I’m here on special assignment to the Vice 
President.’ 

‘A “cross-over" unit? 1 see you've been talking to some very- 
excitable people . . . There is no cross-over unit and those vehicles 
around GrincH’s house were dispatched from Washington - ’ 

‘They weren’t! I just citcchcdl’ 

‘Perhaps the Bureau wasn’t informed, or perhaps you were lied to, 
it doesn’t matter. Like all privileged soldiers from elite organizations. 
I’m sure you can claim that you were merely following orders, rs in 
removing fingerprints and searching for hidden documents of which 
you know nothing.’ 

‘I don’t!’ 

‘But you did sell out and that’s all that matters to me. You were 
prepared to accept money and privileges for services rendered under 
your official status. Arc you also prepared to lose your life for these 
people?’ 

‘Now, you get this straight.’ said Varak quietly, raising his 
automatic and suddenly pressing it into the agent’s forehead. 'Whether 
you live or die means absolutely nothing to me. but there’' ’ > 

must find. Tonight.’ 

‘You don’t know Grinell - ’ 

‘Grincll is immaterial to me, leave him to others. Tlie n 
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is the one whose fingerprints you so carefully removed from thi 
apartment. You’ll fell me where he is right now or your brains wl 
be all over this desk, and 1 will not bother to clean them up. Tbi 
scene will add a further convincing nuance of eril consistent will 
everything that’s taking place out here . Where u he?’ 

His entire body trembling, his breath short, the red-haired mat 
spat out the words rapidly ‘1 don’t know and I’m not I wa: 

ordered to meet them on a side street near the beach in Coronado, 
swear 1 don't know where they were go\ng.‘ 

'You just called.’ 

'It’s a cellular phone. He’s mobile.’ 

'Who was in Coronado-’ 

'Just Grincll and this other guv who told me where he walked am 
cvcrj’thing he touched here in Vanvlandcren's place.' 

'Where was die’’ 

'1 don’t know Mavbc she was sick or had an accident. There wa! 
an ambulance across the road from Gnnell’s limo.' 

‘But you do know where they're going. You were about to call tht 
airport. What were your instructions'’ 

‘To have maintenance get the plane rcadv for takeoff in an hour.’ 

‘Where is the plane'' 

'San Uicco International The private strip south of the main 
runways 

'Whai's the destination-' 

'That’s between Grincll and his pilot. He never tells anyone.’ 

'You ollerid to call the pilot What’s his number-’ 

‘Christ. 1 don't Ivuni'' If Gnndl wanted me to call him, he would 
have told me He didn't 

’Give me the cellular number ' The agent did and the CzecJi 
committevi it to iTiemors ’You re ccrum ii’s accurate?’ 

‘Go ahead and try it 

V'arak pulled the gun awac and replaced it in his shoulder holster. 
1 heard a term tonight that fits \ou. Federal man Scum-rotten, that's 
what vou arc But as 1 said, vou re s't no consequence to me, SO I'm 
going to let you go Perhaps sou lan start building your defences a! 
the obedient soldier betrayed b\ his superiors, or perhaps you’d b< 
better off heading to Mesuo and points south I don’t know and I 
don t care But it vou call that mobile phone, you're a dead man. Do 
you understand that’’ 

1 just want to get out ot here, said the agent, bolting out of tht 
chair and running into the sunken living room towards the marbk 
steps and the foyer door 

So do 1, whispered Milos to himself He looked at his watch; hr 
w’as late for the Sound Man downstairs bJo be thought, thf 

man was quick and would quickly grasp what he wanted from tht 
tapes and the transcripts Then he would borrow the Sound Man'i 
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car and pork it in the lot at San Diego’s International Airport. There 
on a private strip south of the main runways he would find the traitor 
of Inver Brass. He would find him and kill him. 

The telephone rang, jarring Kendrick out of a fitful sleep. Disoriented, 
his eyes centred on a hotel window and the heavy snow whirling in 
circles in the winds beyond the glass. The phone rang again: blinking, 
he found the source, turned on the bedside lamp and picked it up, 
glandng at his watch as he did so. It was five-twenty in the morning. 
Khakhla? 

‘Yes, hello?’ 

‘Atlanta stayed up all night,’ said the hospital’s chief of pathology. 
’They just called me and I thought you’d want to know.’ 

‘Thank you, Doctor.’ 

‘You may not care to. All the tests are positive, I’m afraid.’ 

‘Cancer?’ asked Evan, swallowing. 

‘No. I could give you the medical term but it wouldn’t mean 
anything to you. You could call it a form of salmonella, a strain of 
virus that attacks the lungs, clotting the blood until it closes off the 
-'xygen. I can understand why, on the surface, Mr Weingrass thought 
: was the cancer. It’s not, but that’s no gift.’ 

‘The ancT said Kendrick, gripping the phone. 

After a brief silence, the pathologist replied quietly. ‘None known, 
c’s irreversible. In the African Kasai districts they slaughter the cattle 
nd burn them, raze whole villages and burn them, too.’ 

‘I don’t give a goddamn about cattle and African villages! . . . I’m 
orry, 1 don’t mean to yell at you.’ 

‘It’s perfectly all right, it goes with the job. 1 looked on the map; 
ic must have eaten in an Omani restaurant that served central African 
ood for imponed labourers perhaps. Unclean dishes, that sort of 
hing. It’s the way it's transmitted.’ 

‘You don't know Emmanuel Weingrass; those arc the last places 
ic’d cat . . . No, Doctor, it wasn’t transmitted, it was planted.’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

’Nothing. How long has he got?’ 

‘The CDC says it can vary. A month to three, perhaps four. No 
nore than six.' 

‘May 1 tell him it could stretch to a couple of years.' 

‘You can tell him anything you like, but he may tell you otherwise, 
dis breathing isn’t going to get any easier. Oxygen will have to be 
cadily available.' 

‘It will be. Thank you, Doaor.’ 

‘I’m sorry, Mr Kendrick.’ 

Evan got out of the bed and paced in growing anger 
oom. A phantom doctor unknown in Mes.) Verde but not 
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CHAPTER 37 


rak approached the last of the maintenance hangars in tHc prn^ 
3 of San Diego’s International Airport. Police and armed customs 
sonncl in dearie carts and on motorbikes drove continuously 
augh the exposed narrow streets of the huge fiat complex, voices 
static erupting sporadically from the vcltides’ radios. The individ- 
rich and the highly profitable corporations who were the area’s 
nts might avoid the irritations of normal air travel, but they could 
avoid the scrutiny of federal and municipal agencies patrolling the 
or. Each plane prepped for departure underwent not only the 
il flight plan and route clcaraticcs. but thorough inspections of the 
raft itself. Furthermore, each person boarding was subject to the 
ability of being searched, almost as if he or she were a member of 
unwashed. Some of the questionable rich did not really have it 
good. 

le Czech had c.-isua!ly gone into the comfortable preflight lounge 
re the elite passengers waited in luxury before take off. He 
ired .about the Grincll plane, and the attractive clerk behind the 
ter was far more cooperative than he had expected, 
re you on the flight, sir?' she had asked, about to type his name 
her computer. 

o, I’m only here to deliver some legal papers.’ 

h, then 1 suggest you go down to Hangar Seven. Mr Grind! 

I calls in here; he goes straight to prcclcarancc and then to the 
\ft when it’s rolled out for inspection.’ 
you could direct me . . .?' 
c'l! have one of our carts drive you down.’ 
prefer to walk, if you don't mind. I'd like to stretch my legs.’ 
it yourself, but stay in the street. Security here is touchy and 
arc all kinds of alarms.’ 

run from streetlight to streetlight,’ Milos said, smiling. 'Okay?' 
>t a bad idea.’ the girl replied. ‘Last week a Beverly Hills hotshot 
liccd in here and wanted to walk, too. He took a wrong turn 
idcd up in the San Diego jail.’ 
r simply w.ilking?’ 

'11. he h.id some funny pills on him - ’ 
an’t even have aspirin.' 
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'bo ou'S^^tuta right to the first street, and nght again. It’s the 
last hangar onttht jdge of the smp Mr Gnnell has the best location. 
I wish he’d comcjn'hcre mote often.' 
i person. ' 

; , IHe^s invisible, that's what he ts.' 

*»'’varak kcptyaiicing around while nodding his head at the dnvi 
rOf carts and^low-siung motor scooters who approached him fro 
■■ c'.bbft “dife'etibns,' some slowing down, others rushing past. He ss 
what he wanted to sec. There were trip lights between the row 
hangars on the right, connecting beams from opposing short poles 
the ground designed to look like demarcations - of what? wondet 
the Czech. Lawns between suburban houses of the future whe 
neighbour feared neighbour? On the icit side of the street there w 
nothing but a vacant expanse of tali grass that bordered an auxiliji 
runway. It would be his wav out of the private field once his busine 
was concluded. 

The clerk at the preflight lounge had been accurate, Milos must! 
as he neared the imnicnsc open doors of the final hangar. Grinell 
plane u'oj in the best location Once cleared, the aircraft could mot 
out to the field through the opposite door, take off subject onlyt 
control bv the tower - no minutes wasted during slow hours. Soz 
of the nch had it better than he had thought. 

Tsvo uniformed gu.uds stood inside the hangar at the edge ofth 
. drive w here the tarmac met the consretc floor of the interior. Bcycri 
^ i them a Uocksscll jet with men sravvling over its silver wings 5to.t 
immobile, a metal bird soon to soar up into the night sky. Mi" 
studied the guards' unitorms, thev were neither federal nor munidpf 
they were from a private security firm The realization gave bitflit 
another thoiu^nt. as he noted that one ot the men was quite lai^eC| 
very full m the waist and shoulders Nothing was lost in tryinglff 
had reached his post lor the kill, but how much more satisfyial j 
would be to c.xrcutc a traitor at close range, making certain oft, 
execution r 

Varak ss’alkcd lasualls Jossn the asphalt towards the intpo^J.' 
entrance ol the hangai both guards stepped forward, one crusb|; 
out a agarette under Kis foot 

What s your business here'' asked the large man on the Ctf' • 
right. 

Business, 1 think, answered Varak pleasantly. 'Rather confiitti * 
business, I believe ' j. 

^ What docs that mean' saisi the shorter guard on the left. 1: 

You 11 have to ask Mr (,rmcll. I’m afraid. I'm merely a messtC;®,^ 
and I was told to speak to onl , one person who should conviV 
infonnstion lo Mr Grind! when he jrnvcs.' 

More of that bullshit,' added the shorter patrol to his compi- T 
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‘If you got papers or cash, you gotta get ‘cm prc-clcarcd. They find 
somethin’ on the plane they don't know about, it don't head out, and 
Mr Grind! will explode, you get me?’ 

‘Loud and dear, my friend. I have only words that must be 
repeated accurately. Do ycu get we?' 

^ ‘So talk.' 

‘One person,’ said Varak. ‘And 1 choose him,' continued Milos, 
; pointing at the large man. 

' ‘He’s dumb. Take me.’ 

‘1 was told whom to choose.’ 

^ ‘Shiir 

,, ‘Please come with me,’ said the Czech, gesturing to the right 
j^ehind the trip lights. ‘I'm to record our conversation but without 
Anyone in earshot.’ 

.e ‘Why don’t you tdl the boss himself?' objected the overlooked 
;uard on the left. ‘He’ll be here in a couple of minutes.’ 

‘Because we’re never to meet face to face - anywhere. Would you 
rare to ask him about it?’ 

‘More bullshit.’ 

, Once around the corner of the hangar, Varak raised his cupped left 
‘land. ‘Would you please speak directly into this?’ he said, again 
■leasantly. 

‘Sure, mister.' 

% They were the last words the guard would remember. The Czech 
;nt the hard flat base of his right hand into the man’s shoulder blade, 
J^jllowing the blow with three chops to his throat and a final, twp- 
^^nuckled assault on his upper eyelids. The guard collapsed, and Varak 
'viftly began to remove his clothes. A minute and twenry seconds 
\tcr he was overdressed in the large man’s private security uniform; 
'h cuffed the trouser legs and shoved up his sleeves, pulling the 
-niform over his wrists. He was ready. 

Forty seconds later a black limousine drove down the street and 
Copped at the base of the asphalt entrance to the hangar. The Czech 
oved out of the shadows and walked slowly into the chiaroscuro 
ii^.ht. A man emerged from the huge car, and although Milos had 
e ver seen him, he knew that man was Crayton Grincll. 

'Hi, boss!’ yelled thc.guard at the left of the hangar as the ovcrcoatcd 
;:ey-faccd figure walked quickly, angrily across the tarmac. ‘We got 
ur message: Benny’s recording something - ’ 
js‘Why isn't the goddamned plane out on the strip?' roared Grinell. 
zerything’s cleared, you idiots!' 

.y. Brmty talked to them, boss, / didn’t! Five, ten minutes, they told 
It would have been different if / was on the phone! Shit, I don't 
I’;" up with no shit, you know what I mean? You should’a told that 
Y to speak to me, that Benny - ‘ 
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the uniform to the fold of his jacket. ‘Do you know the universal 
penalty for treason. Professor?’ 

‘What arc you talking about?’ His hands trembling, his heavy body 
shaking as the sweat rolled down his face, Sundstrom edged towards 
the door. 'I’ve betrayed no one . . . I’m trying to stop a terrible 
wron^, a horrible mistake committed by misguided lunatics! You’ve 
got to be stopped, all of you! You cannot interfere with the greatest 
scientific machine the world has ever known!’ 

In the shadows Varak withdrew his automatic; a reflcaion of light 
beamed up from the barrel into Sundstrom’s eyes. ‘You’ve had 
months to say those things; instead you were silent while the others 
trusted you. Through your betrayal lives were lost, bodies mutilated 
, . . . you’re filth, Professor.’ 

; 'No!' screamed Sundstrom, crashing into the door, his trembling 

fingers hitting the handle as the door swung out, the scientist’s rotund 
body following in frenzied panic. Milos fired; the bullet scared into 
Sundstrom’s lower spine as the traitor fell to the asphalt shrieking. 
. 'Help me, help me! He’s trying to kill me! Oh, wy God, he shot me! 
" . . . Kill him, kill him!’ Varak fired again, his aim now steady, the 
J bullet accurate, 'flie back of the scienrist’s skull blew apart. 

In seconds, amid screams of confusion, gunfire was returned from 
the hangar. The Czech was hit in the chest and left shoulder. He 
, sprang out of the street side door, rolling on the ground, over and 
over again dircaly behind thc limousine until he reached the opposite 
kerb. In pain, he crawled above it, scrambling on his hands and knees 
into the darkness of the tall grass that was the border of an au.xiliary 
l‘ airstrip. He almost did not make it; from all directions there were the 
sounds of sirens and racing engines. The entire security force was 
converging on Hangar Seven, as across the street the guard and 
t-GrincH’s chauffeur closed in on the limousine, firing repeatedly into 
f-^thc vehicle. Varak was hit again. An aimless ricochet, a wild shot, 
s? burned its way into his stomach. He had to get away! His business 
was not concluded! 

He turned and started running through the tall grass, ripping first 
t the uniformed jacket off, then stopping briefly to remove the trousers. 
ib'Blood was spreading through his shirt, and his legs grew unsteady. 
y; Hc had to conserve his strength! He had to get across the field and 
If-, reach a road, find a telephone. He had to! 

Searchlights. From a tower behind him! He was back in Czechoslo- 
’j5i\Mkia, in prison, racing across the compound to a fence and freedom. 
,,fA beam swung close, and as he had done in that prison outside 
^'..Prague, he lurched to the ground and lay motionless until it passed. 

‘ ^,jHc struggled to his feet, knowing he was growing weaker but could 
• '' aot stop. In the distance there were other lights - streetlights! And 
.itnothcr fence . . .! Freedom, freedom. 

k** 

ii-' 
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Straining every muscle, grip by gnp, he sealed the fence only to 
confront coiled barbed wire at the top. It did not matter. With what 
seemed like his last vestige of strength, he propelled himself over, 
shredding his clothes and his flesh as he dropped to the ground. He 
lay there breathing deeply, alternately holding his stomach and his 
chest. Go on.' Now! 

He reached the road; it was one of those unkempt narrow 
thoroughfares that frequently surround an ports, no real estate devel- 
opment because of the noise. Still, cars sped by. shottcuts known to 
natives. Awkwardly, unsteadily, be walked on to it. holding up his 
arms at an approaching vehicle The driver, however, was having no 
part of him. He swung to the left and raced by Moments later a 
second car approached from his right, he stood .is straight as he could 
and raised one hand, a civili/cd sigi.al cl distress The car slowed 
down; tt stopped .is the Czech rcMchcd into his holster for his gun. 

‘What’s the problem’' .wked the man m .1 naval uniform behind the 
wheel. The gold u mgs signiticd that he was a pilot 

Tm afraid I've liad an accident.' replied Varak '1 drove off the 
road a mile or so back and no cnie has stopped to help me.' 

‘‘you're pretty smashed up. pal Climb in and 1'!! get you to the 
hospital )ou re .1 mro’ Come on. I'll give vou a hand.’ 

'Don t bother. I can manage.' said Varak. walking around the 
bortnet He opened the cic'or and climbed lit 'It I sot! your car I’D 
gladlv pas - 

'Let s ssorrs about that in a month of 1 uesdavs ' The naval officei 
shitted into gear and raced oil as the Czech repl.iced his unseen 
autoiiuiK in the holster 

"fou re vers kitu!,' said Milos, digging a scrap of paper out ofhis 
pocket and removing his pen. svritmg briel words and numbers in 
the darkness 

'Yc'u te scrv hurt, pal Hang on ' 

'Please. 1 must tind a irhphent I'htiu' 

“The tuiking .nsv. ranee can cca.t. buddv 

‘No. not insurance.' summered Varak 'Ms wife She expected nl.' 
hours ago She has rsvchologicai problems 

Don t thes all- said the pilot 'Do sc'U want me to make the call? 
No. thank vou vetv much She would interpret that as a crisis fe 
worse than it is 1 he (. rech arched back m the seat, grimacing. 

There s a truit stand about a mile down the road. I kno'S"tht 
owner and they have a phone ' 

‘I can't thank you enough ' 

Take me to dinner when vou get out ot the hospital. ’ 

The perple.xcd owner of the truu store handed Varak the phone t- 
the naval ofticcr watched, concerned tor his damaged passengr’ 
Milos dialled me U'cstlakc Hotel 'Room Fifty-one, if you please?' 
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‘Hello, hello?' cried Khalehla from out of a deep sleep. 

‘Do you have an answer for me?’ 

'Milos?' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘What's wrong?’ 

‘I'm not terribly well, Miss Rashad. Do you have an answer'' 
‘You’re hurt',’ 

‘Your answer^.' 

‘Green light. Payton will back off. If Evan can get the nomination, 
:’s his. The race is on.’ 

‘He’s needed more than you’ll ever know.’ 

‘I don’t know that he’ll agree.’ 

‘He has to! Keep your line free. I'll call you right back.’ 

‘You arc hurt!’ 

The Czech depressed the bar on the phone and immediately 
cdiallcd. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Sound Man?’ 

‘Prague?’ 

‘How ,ire things progressing?’ 

'We’ll be done in a couple of hours. TTie typist’s got the earphones 
m and is pounding away . . . She’s rough on all-night overtime.’ 
‘Whatever the cost, it’s . . . covered.’ 

‘What’s wrong with you? I can barely hear you.’ 

‘A slight cold . . . You’ll find ten thousand in your studio mailbox.’ 
‘Yes, come on. I’m not a thief.’ 

‘I roll high, remember?’ 

‘You really don’t sound right, Prague.’ 

‘In the morning, take everything to the Westlake, Room Fifty-one. 
The name of the woman is Rashad. Give it only to her.’ 

‘Rashad. Room Fifty-one. I’ve got it.’ 

'Thank you.’ 

'Listen, if you’re in trouble, let me know about it, okay: 1 mean if 
there's anything I can do — ’ 

'Your car’s at the airport, somewhere in Section C,’ said the Czech, 
langing up. He lifted the phone for the last time and dialled again. 
Room Fifty-one,’ he repeated. 

: 'Hello?' 

'You will receive . . . everything in the morning.’ 

‘Where are you? Let me send help!’ 

‘In the . . . morning. Get it to Mr B!’ 

‘Goddamn you, Milos, where arc you?' 

‘It doesn't matter . . . Ask Kendrick. He may know.' 

‘Know what?’ 
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CHAPTER 38 


The morning’s headlines and related articles obscured all other news. 
The Secretary of State and his entire delegation had been brutally 
killed in a hotel in Cyprus. The Sixth Fleet was heading towards the 
island, all weapons and aircraft at the ready. The nation was trans- 
fixed, furious, and not a little frightened. The horror of some 
uncontrollable force of evil seemed to loom on the horizon, edging 
the country towards the brink of wholesale confrontation, provoking 
the government to respond with equal horror and brutality. But in a 
stroke of rare intuitive geopolitical brilliance. President Langford 
Jennings controlled the storm. He contaaed Moscow, and the result 
of that communication had brought forth dual condemnations from 
the two superpowers. The monstrous event m Cyprus was labelled 
an isolated act of terrorism that enraged the entire world. Words of 
praise and sorrow for a great man came from all the capitals of the 
globe, allies and adversaries alike. 

And on pages 2, 7 and 45, respectively, in the Sati Dtego Union, and 
pages 4, 50 and 51 in the Los Angeles Times, were the following far 
less important wire service reports. 

San Diego, 22 Dee. - Mrs Ardis Vanvlanderen, chief of staff for 
Vice President Orson Bollinger, whose husband, Andrew Vanvlan- 
deren, died yesterday from cardiac arrest, took her own life early 
this morning in apparent grief Her body washed up on the beach 
in Coronado, death attributed to drowning. On his way to the 
airport, her attorney, Mr Crayton Gnncll. of La Jolla, had dropped 
her off at the funeral home for a last \nc%ving of her husband. 
According to sources at the home, the widow was under severe 
strain and barely coherent. Although a limousine waited for her. 
she slipped out a side door and apparently took a taxi to me 
Coronado beach , . . 

Mc.\ico City, 22 Dee. - Eric Sundstrom, one of America’s 
scientists and creators of highly complex space technology'- 
a cerebral haemorrhage while on vacation in Puerto Vafc 
details arc available at this time. A fill! report of fcri See 
will appear in tomorrow's edirions. 



V speculate on the new widow’s grief, a speculation Kendrick tliought 
~ suspea. 

‘ He walked across the hotel lobby and took the elevator to the fifth 

* floor. Studying the numbered arrows, he started down the hall 
towards Khalehla’s room both anxious and depressed - anxious to see 

~ her and hold her, depressed about Manny, about the wholesale 
slaughter in Cyprus, about so much, but mainly Emmanuel Wein- 
grass, scheduled victim of murder. He reached the door and rapped 
- four times, hearing the radng footsteps inside before he removed his 
“ hand. The door swung back and she was in his arms, 
f ‘My God, I love you,' he whispered into her dark hair, the words 

• • rushed. ‘And everything’s so rotten, so goddamned rotten]' 

f- ‘Quickly. Inside.’ Khalchia closed the door and returned to him. 
^ holding his face in her hands. ‘Manny?’ 

s ‘He’s got somewhere between three and six months to live.’ replied 
ff Evan, his voice flat. 'He's dying of a virus he couldn’t possibly have 
s got except through an injection.’ 

‘The non-existent Dr Lyons,’ said Rashad, making a statement. 

'I'll find him if it takes me twenty years.’ 

‘You’ll have all the help Washington can give you.’ 

‘The news is rotten everywhere. Cyprus, the best man in the 
administration blown to bits - ’ 

‘It’s tied in here, Evan. Here in San Diego.’ 

'• ‘What?’ 

Khalchia backed away and took his hand, leading him across the 
i' room to where there were two chairs, a small round table between 
;! them. ‘Sit down, darling. I’ve got a lot to tell you that 1 couldn’t tell 
you before. Then there’s something you have to do . . . it’s why 1 
i asked you to fly out here.’ 

1 ; ‘I think 1 know one of the things you’re going to tell me,’ said 
i Kendrick, sitting down. ‘Ardis Montreaux, the widow Vanvlandcren. 

.j I heard it oh the radio; they say she committed suicide.’ 

> ‘She did that when she married her late husband.’ 

; ‘You came to sec her, didn’t you?’ 

‘Yes.’ Rashad nodded as she sat down at the table. ‘You’ll hear and 
j read cvcr>’thing. There arc tapes and transcripts of all of it: they were 
, delivered to me an hour ago. ’ 

^ ‘What about Cyprus?' 

"Tlic order came from here. A man named GrinclI.’ 
i ’Never heard of him.’ ■' 

I ‘Few people have . . . Evan, it’s worse than anything we could 
■j imagine.’ 

’You learned that from Ardis? . . . Yes, she was Ardis and I was 
Evan.’ 

‘I know that. No, not from hen svith her we only glimpsed the 


outline and that was frightening enough. Our main source is a man 
who was killed last night out by the airport.’ 

'For God’s sake, who?' 

‘The blond European, darling.’ 

‘Uliat?’ Kendrick fell back in the seat, his face flushed. 

'He taped not only my interview but a subsequent conversation that 
blew the lid ofi" the top. Except for Gnnell \s'c don’t have names, but 
we can piece together a picture, like in a puzzle with blurred figures, 
and it’s terrifying.’ 

‘A government within the government,’ said Evan quietly. Those 
were Manny’s words. “The servants running the master’s house.’” 

‘As usual, Manny's nght.' 

Kendrick got up from the chair and walked to a window', leaning 
against the sill and staring outside, 'The blond man, who vvas he?’ 

'We never learned, but whoever he was he died delivering us the 
information.’ 

'The Oman file. How did ht\?ff it’’ 

'He wouldn't tell me except to say that his source was a good 
person who supported sou for higher political ofiice.' 

'That doesn’t tell me onythtng’' shouted Evan, whipping around 
from the svindow ’There has to be more!’ 

'There isn't 

'Did he have any idea what they’ve done’ The lives that were lost, 
the huichmni;'' 

'He said he’d grieve over the errors of judgment more than anyone 
else. He didn’t know that his grief would only last a couple ofhours.’ 

'Goddamn it!' roared Kendrick at the walls of the room. 'What 
about this Gnnell? Have they got him?’ 

‘He’s disappeared His plane left San Diego for Tucson, Arizona. 
No one knew about it until morning. It was on the ground for about 
an hour then took olT without filing a flight plan, that’s how we 
found out.’ 

‘Planes can collide that way ’ 

‘Not if they patch into Me.xican air trafiic across the border. MJ has 
an idea that GnncH’s sccunty may have spotted the federal vehicles 
waiting for him neat his house in La Jolla,’ 

Evan returned to the table and sat down, a man exhausted, beaten. 
‘Where do we go from here?’ 

‘Downstairs to the ’Vanvlandcrcn suite. Our European wanted you 
to look at something - photographs, aaually, 1 don’t fcnou- why, but 
he said the man was a Saudi and you might remember. Something 
about millions and an escape. We’ve scourged the apartment. No one 
goes in or out under the national security statutes insofar as she was 
Bollinger’s chief of staff and there could be confidential papers.’ 

'All right, let’s go.’ 



They took the elevator down to the third floor and approached the 
doors of the Vanvlandcrcn apartment. The two armed, uniformed 
police officers in front nodded as the man on the left turned. He 
inserted the key and opened the door. 

'It’s an honour to meet you. Congressman,' said the officer on the 
right, impetuously extending his hand. 

‘A pleasure to meet you,’ said Kendrick, shaking the hand and 
going inside. 

‘How docs it feel being such a celebrity?' asked Khalchla, closing 
the door. 

‘Neither comfortable nor gratifying,’ replied Evan as they walked 
across the marble foyer and down into the sunken living room. 
‘Where arc the photographs?’ 

‘He wasn’t specific, only that they were in her office, and you 
should find ones taken in Lausanne and Amsterdam.’ 

‘Over there,' said Kendrick, seeing a lighted desk lamp in a room 
to the left. ‘Come on.’ 

They walked across the carpeted room into the study. Evan 
adjusted his eyes to the shadowed interior, then crossed to another 
lamp across the room and turned it on. The crisscrossing arrangement 
of photographs sprang into light. 

‘Good Lord, how do we start? said Khalchla. 

‘Slowly and carefully,’ answered Kendrick, quickly dismissing the 
and on the left and concentrating on the right wall. ‘This is Europe,’ 
c said, his eyes roaming. ‘That’s Lausanne,’ he added, foaising on 
,vo people in an enlarged snapshot with the Leman Marina in the 
ackground. ‘It’s Ardis and . . . no, it couldn’t be.’ 

‘What couldn’t be?’ 

‘Wait a minute.’ Evan followed the pattern to the lower right, 
oncentrating on another framed enlargement, the faces clearer. 
Lausanne, again. This is in the gardens of the Beau Rivage ... Is it 
ossihkT 

‘Is what? . . . He mentioned the Beau Rivage, the blond man, 1 
lean. Also Amsterdam, the rose something-or-other.’ 

‘The Rozcngracht. Here it is.’ Kendrick pointed at a photograph in 
ehich the two subjects’ faces were even sharper, more distinct. ‘My 
Jod, it’s him!’ 

‘117(0?’ 

‘Abdel Hamendi, 1 knew him years ago in Riyadh. He was a 
ninistcr for the Saudis until the family caught him working on his 
pwn, making millions with false leases and ersatz contracts. He was 
[} be publicly executed, but he got out of the country . . . They siv-^ 
,e built a fortress for himself somewhere in the Alps near Divon;'^ \ 
nd went into a new brokering business. Armaments. I was told 1 
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become the most powerful arms merchant in the world with the 

lowest profile.’ j . r. 

•Ardis Vanvlandcrcn mentioned Divonnc on the second tape. It 

was a quick reference, but now it makes sense. ’ 

Evan stepped back and looked at Khalchla. ’Our dead European s 
instincts were right. He didn’t remember the details, but he saw the 
blood on Hamendi as surely as if it were coming out of that 
photograph ... A government within the government dealing with 
a global brokerage house for ail the illiot weapons in the world.’ 
Kendrick suddenly frowned, his expression startled. "Is it all tied in 
with Bollmjjer?’ 

‘The European said there was no way to tell. What docs he know 
or what doesn't he know? There's only one thing that's certain. He’s 
the rallying point for the heaviest political contributors in the 
country.’ 

'My God, they’re entrenched - ' 

‘There's something else vou should know Ardis Vanvlandercn’s 
husband was the one who made contact with the terrorists. He 
arranged for the attacks on your homes ’ 
roared Evan 'IHi)'’' 

'Vou,' answered Khalehla softly 'You were the target; he wanted 
you killed He acted alone - it's why his wife vvas murdered when the 
others found out, to cut off any tics to them - but they're all afraid of 
you Starting next week there's going to begin a nationwide campaign 
to put you on the ticket replacing Bollinger as the new 'Vice 
President ' 

'Tlie blond European’s people’’ 

'Yes And the men around Bollinger can’t tolerate that. They think 
you’ll squeeze them out. reduce their influence to nothing.' 

Tm going to do more than that.’ said Evan. Tm not going to 
squeeze them out. I'm going to np them out . , Cyprus, Fairfai 
Mesa Verde - bastards' Who arc they’ Is there a list?’ 

'We can compile one vvith a great many names, but we don’t knot 
who’s involved and who isn't ’ 

‘Let’s find out.’ 

’How?’ 

I m going inside Bollinger’s camp. They're going to sec anotht 
Congressman Kcndnck — one who can be bought off a nation; 
ticket.’ 

Mitchell Jarvis Payton stared out of the window from his desk i 
Langley, Virginia. There was so much to think about he could nc 
think about Christmas, which was a minor blessing. He had n 
regrets about the life he had chosen but Christmas was a bit trydnf 
He had two married sisters in the Midwest and assorted nieces an 
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nephews to whom he had sent the usual presents appropriate!)- 
purchased by his secretary of many years, but he had no desire to join 
them for the holiday. There was simply nothing much to talk about: 
he had been too long on the other side of the world for conversations 
about a lumberyard and an insurance firm and, of course, he could 
say nothing about his own work. Also the children, most of them 
grosvn up, were an unremarkable lot, not a scholar among them, and 
adamant in their collective pursuit of the good, stolid life of financial 
security. It was all better left alone. It w-as probably why he gravitated 
to his adopted niece, Adrienne Rashad — he had better get used to 
calling her Khalchla, he reflected. She was part of his world, hardly 
by any choice of his, but part of it, and outstanding. Payton wished 
for a moment that they were all back in Cairo, when the Rashads 
used to insist that he join them for their yearly Christmas dinner, 
complete with a brilliantly decorated tree and recordings of carols. 

'Reallyr MJ,’ Rashad’s wife would explain. 'I’m from California, 
remember? I’m the light-skinned one!’ 

Where had those days gone? Would they ever come back? Of 
course not.' He ate alone at Christmas. 

Payton’s red phone rang. His hand shot out, picking it up. 'Yes?' 

‘He's crazy,' yelled Adricnne-Khalehla. 'I mean he’s nuts, MJ!' 

‘He’s turned you down?’ 

‘Get off it. He wants to go see BoUinj^cr!' 

‘On svhat grounds?’ 

‘To play a fink! Can you believe it?’ 

‘1 might if you'll be somewhat clearer - ’ 

There was an obvious tugging at the telephone as several obscenities 
:’crc hurled back and forth. ‘Mitch, this is Evan.’ 

‘1 gathered that.' 

Tm going inside.’ 

‘Bollinger’s?’ 

'It’s logical. I did the same thing in Masqat.' 

‘You can win one and then lose one, young man. Once successful, 
vvicc burned. Those people play hardball.’ 

‘So do 1. 1 waiu them. I'll get them.’ 

‘We’ll monitor you - ' 

'No, it’s got to be solo. Tlicy have what you people call equipment 

eyes all over the place. I’ve got to play it out by myself, the point 
cing that I can be persuaded to fade from politics.’ 

'That’s too big a contradiction from what they’ve seen of you, 
card of you. It wouldn't work. Kendrick.’ 

‘It will if I tell them part of the truth - a very essential part.' 

‘What's that, Evan?' 

‘Tliat I did what I did in Oman strialy out of self-intere 
leading back to pick up the pieces, to make all that rnon 
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behind. It’s something they’d understand, they'd damn well 

understand.’ , „ , . , 

■Not good enough. They Jl ask too many questions and want to 

confirm your answers.' 

‘None 1 can't answer,’ broke in Kendrick. 'All part of the tmth, all 
easily confirmed, 1 was convinced I knew who was behind the 
Palestinians and why - he’d used the same tactics on my company - 
the truth. I had connections with the most powerful men in the 
Sulunatc and full government protccnon. Let them check with young 
Ahmat, he’d love to get that straightened out; his nose is still out of 
joint. Again, the truth, even when I was m the pnsoncr compound I 
was watched every minute by the police My objective through- 
out was merely to get the information i knew existed to nail a maniac 
who called himself the Mahdi, The inith 
‘I'm sure there arc gaps that can trip you up.' said Payton, writing 
notes he st’ould later shred 

‘Not one 1 can think of, and that's all that matters. I’ve heard the 
European's tape, they've got billions riding on the next five years an'* 
can't afford to weaken their status quo by one iota. It doesn't matti 
that they’re wrong, but they see me as a threat to them, which undt 
dtfTcrcm ntsumstanccs I damn well would be - ’ 

'What might those circumstances be. Evan’’ interrupted the oldc 
man in Langley 

'What ■' If I staved in Washington. 1 imagine. I’d ride herd o 
every son of a bitch who plays loose with the government’s coffci 
and figures out wa\s to get around the laws for a fesv million her 
and a few million there ' 

'A veritable Savonarola 

‘No fanaticism. MJ, just a goddamned angry taxpayer who’s sic 
and tired ot all those screaming scare tactics designed to bleed th 
uxpayers for excessive profits Where was F' 

'A threat to them 

'Right. They want me out of the way and I’ll convince them I’r 
ready to go, that i want nothing to do with this campaign to put ra 
on the ticket . but I have a problem ' 

‘This, 1 assume, is the kicker" 


I m first and foremost a businessman, a construction engineer b 
training and profession, and the ofiice of Vice President woui 
preside me with a global posture I could never enjoy without it. I’l 
relatively young; in five years I'll still be in my forties and as a formt 
Vice President 1 d has'c finanaal backing and influence available to m 
all over the world. That’s a very tempting prospect for an intci 
national builder who intends to return to the pnvatc scaor . . . Wh: 
do you think would be the reaction of Bollinger and his adviser 
MJ?’ 


520 


‘What else?’ said the dircaor of Speria) Projects. ‘You’re imitating 
their own voices with just the right amount of ooze. They’ll ofler 
you a five-year shortcut with all the financial resources you need.’ 

’That’s what I thought you’d say; that’s what I think they’ll say. 
But again, like any decent negotiator who’s made a fair share of 
money in his day, 1 have another problem.’ 

’I can’t wait to hear it, young man.’ 

T need proof and 1 need it quickly so that I can firmly reject the 
political committee in Denver that’s priming Chicago for next week. 
Reject it before it gets off the ground and possibly out of control.’ 

‘And the proof you require is a general commitment of sorts?’ 

‘I’m a businessman.’ 

‘So are they. They won’t put anything in writing.’ 

‘That’s negotiable among men of goodwill. 1 want a mecting-ofi- 
intent with the principals. I’ll set forth my plans, vague as they arc, 
and they can respond. If they can convince me that they’re trust- 
worthy, I’ll act accordingly . . , And I think they’ll be very convinc- 
ing, but by then it won’t matter.’ 

‘Because you’ll have the nucleus,’ agreed Payton, smiling. ‘You’ll 
know who they arc. 1 must say, Evan, it all sounds feasible, even 
remarkably so.’ 

‘Just sound business practice, MJ.’ 

‘However, / have a problem. At the outset, they’ll never believe 
that you’re going back over there. They’ll think you’re lying. The 
whole Middle East is too unstable.’ 

‘I didn’t say I was going back next week, I said “one day", and 
God knows I wouldn’t mention the Mediterranean. But 1 will talk 
about the Emirates and Bahrain, Kuwait and Qatar, even Oman and 
Saudi Arabia, all the places in the Gulf States where the Kendrick 
Group operated. They’re as normal as they’ll ever be, and as OPEC 
gets its act together again it'll be business and profits as usual. Like 
every West European construction outfit, I want part of the aaion 
and 1 want to be ready for it. I’m back in the private sector.’ 

'Good heavens, you’re persuasive.’ 

‘Business-wise, I’m not far off the mark, either . . . I’ve got the 
marbles, Mitch. I’m going in.’ 

‘When?’ 

Tm calling Bollinger in a few mimiies. 1 don’t think he’ll refuse 
my call.’ 

‘Not likely. Langford Jennings would burn his ass.’ 
i ‘1 want to give him several hours to gather his flock, at least the 
Tew he counts on. I'll ask for a meeting late this afternoon.’ 

‘Make it in the evening.’ corrected the CIA cxcaiti 
^business hours, and be explicit. Say you want a private entr 
from his personnel and the press. It’ll convey your message 



‘That's ver>' good, MJ.’ 

‘Sound business practice. Congressman.’ 


Lt Commander John Demartin, US Navy, was in jeans and a T-shirt, 
appl>’ing generous amounts of cleaning fluid over the upholstery of 
his car’s front seat, trying with minimal success to remove the blood 
stains. It was going to be a professional job, he concluded, and until 
it was done he would tell the kids he had spilled some cherry soda on 
the way home from the field. Still, the more he reduced the stains, 
the less it would cost - he hoped. 

Demartin had read the report in the morning’s Union identifying 
him by name and stating that the authonties believed the death of the 
wounded hitchhiker he had picked up was drug related; the pilot, 
however, was not convinced He was not on speaking terms with 
any drug dealers that he knew of. yet he could not imagine that too 
many of them were so polite as to offer to pay for staining a car scat. 
He assumed that such men. if mortally wounded, would be in panic, 
not so controlled, so courteous. 


^^rubbed the back of the seat again. His 
exposed knuckles touched something, something sharp yet instantly 


Ur^i i.x s 'ly Rday (ontet 301621 1 133 S-term 
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The naval officer read the awkwardlv i 

numbers ‘Does irm,!-.. printed words, letters a 

moers. sen^r he asked when he had finished, 

t • • • may. said the intelligence chief slosvly, obviously 
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reading what he had written. ‘John, describe what happened last 
night, will you? The article in the paper was pretty sketchy.' 

Demartin did so, beginning with the observation that although the 
blond man spoke excellent English, he had a foreign accent. He ended 
with the hitchhiker’s collapse in front of the fruit stand, ‘TTiat's it.’ 

‘Do you think he knew how severely he was wounded?’ 

‘If he didn’t, 1 did. I tried not to stop for the telephone but he 
insisted - 1 mean, he pleaded, Jim. Not so much in words but with his 
eyes ... I won’t forget them for a long time.’ 

‘But there was no question in your mind that he was coming back 
to the car.’ 

‘None. I think he wanted to make a last call; even as he fell he 
reached up for the phone on the counter, but he was coming back.’ 

‘Stay where you are. I’ll call you right back.’ 

The pilot hung up and svalkcd to a rear window overlooking the 
small pool and outside patio. His two children were splashing about 
and yelling at each other while his wife reclined in a lounge chair 
reading the Wall Street Journal, a praaicc for which he was grateful. 
Thanks to her, they were able to live somewhat beyond his salar>’. 
TTic phone rang; he returned to it. ‘Jim?’ 

'Yes . . . John, I’ll be as clear as I can and that's not going to be too 
clear. There’s a fellow here on loan to us from Washington who’s 
more familiar with these things than I am and this is what he wants 
you to do . . . Oh, boy.’ 

‘What is it? Tell me?’ 

‘Bum the note and forget about it.’ 

The CIA ofTiccr in the rumpled suit reached for the small yellow 
package of iM&Ms, the telephone held to his left car. ’You got all 
that?' asked ShapofT, otherwise known as Gingerbread. 

‘Yes,’ replied MJ Payton, the word drawn out as if the information 
was both bewildering and startling. 

’The way I read it, this guy, whoever he was, combined "urgent 
with "maximum security", reckoning that if he didn’t make it this 
navy ofTiccr would have enough sense to call Base Security rather 
than the cops.’ 

‘Which is exactly what he did,’ agreed MJ. 

‘Then Security would reach the "relay contact" and deliver the 
message thinking' it’d be channelled to the right people. 

‘The message being that someone called code name S had been 
terminated.’ 

'We got an operation with a codc-S?’ 

’No.’ 

"Maybe it’s the Bureau or Treasury.' 

’I doubt it.’ said Payton. 



Tm certain you did all you could.' 

‘Back to Mr A, Dr Winters.’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘He’s dead.’ 

The gasp of breath was like an electric shock over the line. It was 
several seconds before Winters spoke, and when he did his voice was 
hollow. ’What arc you sayin^qT 

‘Hc‘s dead. And someone known to you as code name S has been 
killed.' 

'Oh, my God,' whispered the spokesman of Inver Brass, the 
whisper a tremulous echo of itself. ‘How do you come by this . . . 
information?’ 

‘I’m afraid that’s privileged, even from you.’ 

'Damn you, 1 gave you Jennmgs\ The President of the United 
States!’ 

’But you didn’t tell me why. Doctor. You never c.xplaincd to me 
that your overriding concern - your consummate concern - was the 
man you had chosen. Evan Kendrick.’ 

'No!' protested Winters, as close to a scream of denial as he could 
manage. 'You must not delve into such matters; they’re not your 
business! No laws have been broken.’ 

'I’d like to think you believe that, but if you do. I’m afraid you're 
terribly wrong. When you contract the talents of someone like your 
European, you can’t divorce yourself from his methods ... As we’ve 
pieced it together they include political c.xtortion through blackmail, 
the corruption of the legislative process, the theft of ma.ximum 
classified documents and indirectly causing the death and maiming of 
numerous government personnel - and finally murder. Code name S 
was terminated.’ 

‘Oh, dear God . . .!’ 

‘That’s who you were playing - ’ 

'You don’t understand. Mitchell, that’s not the way things 
happened! ' 

‘On the contrary, it‘s exactly the svay they happened.’ 

■ '1 know nothing about such things, you must believe that.’ 

f '1 do because you employed a skilled professional for results, not 
tor giving you explanations.’ 

’“Employed" is too simplistic a term! He ss'as a dedicated man who 
lad his own mission in life.’ 

‘So I was told,’ interrupted Payton. ’He came from a country 
eliose government had been stolen front its people.’ 

‘What do you think is happemng Iirrr?’ satd the leader of Inver 
".Irass, his words now controlled but the depth of their meaning clear. 

■ It was several ntonteitts before MJ replied, again witli his eyes ^ 

osed. 'I know.’ he said softly. ‘We’re putting that together, tot 



utomatic glass doors to the taxi area snapped back as he passed 
hrough on to the concrete pavement. He stood for a moment, then 
leaded for the first cab in the line of taxis queued up for passengers. 
ic opened the door as the driver lowered a tabloid newspaper. 

‘I assume you’re available,’ said the new fare curtly as he climbed 
1, throwing the carry-on across the scat and lowering his medical 
lag to the floor. 

’No trips over an hour, mister. That’s when I pack it in for the 
light,’ 

‘You’ll make it.’ 

‘Where to?' 

‘Up in the hills. I know the way. I’ll direct you.' 

‘Gotta have an address, mister. It’s the law.’ 

‘How about the California residence of the Vice President of the 
Jnited States?' asked the passenger testily. 

‘It’s an address,’ replied the driver, unimpressed. 

Tlic taxi started off with a planned, mean-spirited jolt, and the man 
mown briefly in southwest Colorado as Dr Eugene Lyons was 
lapped back into the scat. He was unaware of the insult, however, 
lis anger clouding all normal perceptions. He was a man who was 
pii’fi, a man who had been cheated*. 
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CHAPTER 39 


1 } 


The introductions were brief and Kendnek had the distinct impressio) 
that not all the names or titles were entirely accurate. As a result, h 
studied each face as if he were about to commit it to a canvas he %va 
incapable of painting Khalchla had been right, the seven-man counci 
was a mix but not as difficult to disccni as she had thought. A staffs 
making thirty to forty thousand dollars a year did not dress or behav 
like someone who spent such sums on a weekend visit to Paris . . 
or Divonne He judged that the staff was in the minority: thrci 
official aides versus four outside advisers - the kitchen cabinet fron 
California. 

Vice President tfrson Bollinger was a man of medium height 
medium build, medium middle age. and afflicted with a medium higl 
voice that fell between the narrow parameters of being dismissiM 
and lonvincmg He was svcll, medium, the ideal second ii 
command so long as Number t)nc was in good health and vigour 
He was vaguclv perceived as a toady who might just possibly rise ti 
the occasion, but onK possiblv He was neither a threat nor was h 
stupid He was a poUtica! survivor because he understood thi 
unw'ritten rules of the also-ran He greeted Congressman Evu 
Kendruk wartuls and led him into his impressive private .librar 
where his 'people' were assembled, sitting in various leather armchair 
and on dark leather couches 

'We' VC cancelled our Cihnsimas festivities here.' said Bollinger 
silting in the most prominent chair and indicating that Evan shouli 
Sit beside him. 'm deference to dear Ardis and Andrew. Such a terrib! 
tragedy, two such magniliccntly patriotic people. She simply couldn' 
live without him. you know You'd have to have seen them togethc 
to understand.' 

Nods and impatient grunts ot agreement came from around tli 
room. *1 understand, Mr Vice President,' intcijccted Kendrick sadly 
‘As you may know, I met Mrs Vanvlanderen a number of years ag 
in Saudi Arabia. She was a remarkable woman and so very sensitive. 

‘No. Congressman, I didn't know that ' 

It s immaterial, but ot course not to me I'll never forget her. Sh 
was remarkable. ’ 

‘As. indeed, is your request for a meeting this evening,’ said one c 
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the two offidal aides sitting oh the couch. ‘We're all aware of the 
Chicago movement to challenge the Vice President, and we under- 
stand tha't it may not have your endorsement. Is that true. 
Congressman?’ 

‘As I explained to the Vice President this afternoon, I didn’t hear 
about it until a week ago . . . No, it doesn’t have my endorsement. 
I’ve considered other plans that do not concern further political 
pursuits.’ 

‘Then why not simply declare your non-candidacy?’ asked a second 
aide from the same couch. 

‘Well, I guess things arc never as simple as we’d like them to be, 
arc they? I’d be less than candid if I said I wasn’t flattered by the 
proposal, and during the past five days my staff did some fairly 
c,xtensivc polling, both regionally and among the party leadership. 
They’ve concluded that my candidacy is a viable prospect.’ 

‘But you just said you had other plans,’ interrupted a heavyset man 
in grey flannels and a gold-buttoned navy blue blazer . . . not an aide. 

‘1 believe I said that I’ve eonsidered other plans, other pursuits. 
Nothing’s finalized.’ 

‘What’s your point. Congressman?’ asked the same staffer who had 
suggested that Evan should declare he would not stand. 

'That could be between the Vice President and me, couldn’t it?' 

‘These arc my people,’ offered Bollinger unauously, smiling 
benignly. 

'1 understand that, sir, but my people arc not here . . . perhaps to 
guide me.’ 

‘You don’t look or sound like someone who needs a hell of a lot of 
guidance,’ said a short, compact adviser from a leather chair unflattcr- 
ingly large for his small frame. ‘I’ve seen you on television. You’ve 
got some pretty strong opinions.’ 

‘I couldn’t change those any more than a zebra could change his 
stripes, but there may be mitigating ciraimstances why they should 
remain privately held beliefs rather than publicly expressed ones.’ 

‘Arc you trading horses?’ asked a third contributor, this a tall. lanky 
man in an open shirt with deeply tanned features. 

‘I’m not trading anything,’ objeacd Kendnck firmly. ‘I’m attempt- 
ing to explain a situation that hasn’t been clarified and I think it damn 
well should.’ 

‘No need to get upset, young fella,’ said Bollinger earnestly, 
frowning at his large, suntanned adviser. ‘It’s not a demeaning choice 
of words, you know. “Trading" is intrinsic to our great democratic 
contract. Now, what’s this situation that should be clarified?’ 

‘The Oman crisis . . . Masqat .md Bahrain. The basic reason 
been singled out for higher political office.’ Suddenly, it was app: 
that the Vice President’s people all thought they were going t 
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given information that might wash away the Oman myth> vntiatc the 
potential candidate’s strongest appeal. All eyes were riveted on the 
congressman. ’I went to Masqat,’ continued Evan, ‘because 1 knew 
who was behind the Palestinian terronsts He used the same tactics 
on me, driving my company out of business and robbing me of 
millicns.’ 

‘You wanted revenge, then’’ suggested the heassset adviser in the 
gold-buttoned blazer 

‘Revenge, hell, I wanted my company baik - I still want it. The 
time will come fairly soon now and 1 want to head back to pick Up 
the pieces, to make up for all those profits I lett behind ' 

The fourth contributor, a Horid-lurd man svith a distinct Boston 
accent, leaned forward 'You goin' batk t‘ the .Middle East’’ 

‘No. to the Persian ('.ulf states - there's a ditterence The Emirates, 
Bahrain. Qatar, Pubai, thcs're not Lebanon or Svna or Gaddafi’s 
Libya, The svord from Europe is that construction's starting up all 
over again and I intend to he there 

‘You sold your conip.int ' said the tall, suntanned contributor with 
the open shirt h-.s sp eshLuonu but precise 

‘At a (er.ni ~jI, li ss as -.sorth five tunes what 1 was paid But that’s 
not too lartte i prohleni tor nu Against West (.erman, French and 
Japanesi > apital, 1 mas base a levs problems at the beginning, but my 
contacts are as estensise as ansonc else s .Mso ' Kendnck played 
out his M euario w ith understated , .an ution, 's'uchiiig on his relation- ' 
ships svirh (til- ro\,il homes ind ministers ot ('•man. Bahrain, Abu 
■j Uhabi and I Hib.u irentioiumt the pri'iection and the assistance, 
including prnate tr.insport.ition, provided tor him bv the govern- 
ments ot Oman and Bdiriin during the .Masqat crisis Then, as 
abruptly as he began, hr stopped He had drassn the picture suf- 
ficicntlv tor rheir imaeu. itioiis more michr be too much 

Tlic men in the hbrars looked at one another, and with an almost 
imperceptible nod imm ttie Vice President, the heavy man in the 
navy blue blazer spoke It strikes me that vour plans arc pretty well 
solidified. What woutd sou scan* ssuh a loh that pays a hundred and 
fifty thou a year and too mans chicken dinners’ You're not a 
polinaan.' 

Considering niy age, the time f.ictor tould bo atrractis-e FiS'c years 
from noss* 1 11 still be in ms tonics, and the ssas 1 read things, even if 
I started toniorrosv over there u would take me tsvo, perhaps three 
years to be in full operation — and I could be shs- a year there, there 
arc no guarantees. But if f go the other wav and acrively seek the 
nomination. I might actually get u - that's no reflection on you, Mr 
Vice President. It’s merely the result of the media treatment that Tve 
been given, ’ 

W'hen several others began speaking at once, Bollinger held up his 


hand, barely inches above the arm of his chair. It was enough to quiet 
them. ‘And, Congressman?’ 

‘Well, I think it’s pretty obvious. There’s no question in anyone’s 
mind that Jennings will win the clcaion, although he may have 
problems with the Senate. If I were fortunate enough to be on the 
ticket. I’d go from the House to the vice presidency, spend my time 
and come out with more international influence - and, quite frankly, 
resources - than I could ever hope to have otherwise.’ 

'That, Congressman,’ cried an angry young third aide from a 
straight-backed chair next to his colleagues on the couch, ‘is blatantly 
using the trust of public office for personal profit!’ 

There was a mass lowering and straying of the contributors’ eyes. 
‘If 1 didn’t think you spoke out impetuously and mistakenly because 
you don’t understand,’ said Es'an calmly, ‘I’d be extremely offended. 
I’m stating an obvious fact because 1 want to be completely open with 
Vice President Bollinger, a man I deeply respect. What 1 mentioned 
is the truth; it goes with the office. But in no way docs that truth take 
away from the energy or the commitment I’d give to that office while 
serving it and the nation. Whatever rewards might come from such a 
position, whether in the form of publishing, corporate boardrooms 
or golf tournaments, they wouldn’t be given to a man wlio took his 
responsibilities lightly. Like Vice President Bollinger, I couldn’t 
operate that way.’ 

‘Well said, Evan,’ commented the Vice President softly while 
looking harshly at the impulsive aide. 'You’re owed an apology.’ 

‘1 apologize,’ said the young man. ‘You’re right, of course. It all 
goes with the office.’ 

‘Don’t be too apologetic,’ admonished Kendrick, smiling. ‘Loyalty 
to one's boss isn’t anything to be sorry about.’ Evan turned to 
Bollinger. ‘If he’s a black belt. I’m getting out of here fast,’ he added, 
breaking the momentary tension with laughter. 

‘He plays a mean game of Ping-Pong,’ said the older aide on the 
left of the couch. 

‘He’s very creative keeping score,’ said the oldest staffer on the 
right. ’He cheats.’ 

‘At any rate,' continued Evan, waiting until the grins - mostly 
forced - had left the assembled faces, ’I meant it svhen I said I wanted 
to be completely frank svith you, Mr Vice President. These arc the 
things I have to think about. I've lost four, almost five years, of a 
career — a business - 1 worked extremely hard to develop. 1 was short- 
circuited by a mad killer and forced to sell because people were afraid 
to work for me. He’s dead and things have changed; they’re getting 
hack to normal, hut the European competition is heavy. Can I do it 
by myself or should 1 actively campaign for the ticket and. if I 
succeed, have certain guarantees that result from holding the offs;’ - 
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‘I'm sorry, sir, 1 have a message for you," said the butler, handing 
the Vice President a note. 

Bollinger read it; his face at first grew red, then rapidly paled. ‘Tell 
him to wait,’ he ordered. The butler left the room. ‘Where were wer’ 

‘At a price,’ said the man from Boston. ‘Tliat’s what we’re talkin’ 
about, isn’t it. Congressman?’ 

‘That’s a little blunt,’ answered Evan. ‘But the term is in the realm 
of possibility.’ 

‘You should understand,’ said the small man with the pinched face, 
‘that you passed through two separate powerful detectors. You may 
get sick from the X rays but you have no recording machines on 
you. ’ 

‘They'd be the last things I’d want.’ 

'Good,' said the tall man, getting out of the chair as if solely to 
impress the others with his formidable height and his image as the 
tanned rugged yachtsman; strength was the message. He sauntered to 
the fireplace mantel — High Noon in the Town of Corruption, 
thought Kendrick. ‘We caught your leeward drift about German, 
French and Japanese capital. How steep arc the waves in open water?’ 

‘I’m afraid I’m not a sailor. You’ll have to be clearer.’ 

‘What arc you up against?' 

‘Financially?’ asked Evan, pausing, then shaking his head in dis- 
missal. ‘Nothing I can’t handle. 1 can commit seven to ten million, if 
1 have to, and my lines of credit arc extensive . . . but, of course, so 
arc the interest rates.’ 

'Suppose lines of credit w'crc established without those kinda' 
burdens?' said the man familiar with constituency' fixing in his South 
Boston ward. 

'Gaulcmcit,' interrupted Bollinger sharply, petting out of his chair, 
as did those seated in deference to Ins obviously imminent departure. 
‘I understand that I have an urgent matter to attend to. If you need 
anything, feel free to ask for it.’ 

‘We won’t be long. Mr Vice President,’ said Kendrick, knoss-mg 
why Bollinger had to distance himself from whatever ensuing con- 
versation took place; deniability was the byword. 'As 1 mentioned, 
this is a problem that only I can properly resolve. 1 just wanted to be 
open svith you.’ 

‘It’s greatly appredated. Evan. Stop in and see me before you leave, 
d’ll be in my oflicc.’ 

■ Tlie Vice President of the United States left the book-lined room, 
and like Jackals descending on their prey, the contributors turned to 
•the congressman frotii Colorado. ‘We level now. son, said thc^wc^ 
foot-five yachtsman, his arm on the mantel like a leaning 
weed. 

' ‘I’m not a relative of yours, thank you. and I resent the fam 


- ‘Big Tom always talks like that,’ chimed m the florid Bostonian. 

‘He don’t mean no harm by it.’ . r l / 

‘The harm is in his presumption wnth a member ol the House ot 

Representatives.’ . , , • .u 

‘Oh come on, Congressman! intcqccted the obese man in the 

navy blue blazer. 

‘Let’s all relax,’ said the sm-iil-framcd, pinchcd-faced man sitting 
down in the overlarge armchair ‘We’re all here tor the same purpose 
and, courtesies aside. let’s get on with it We want you out, 
Kendrick. Do we have to be clearer?' 

‘Since you’re so adamant. I think you'd better be ' 

‘All right,’ continued the short contributor, his legs barely touching 
the carpeted floor. ’As someone said, let's be honest - doesn't cost a 
damn thing . . . We represent a political philosophy every bit as 
legitimate as you think yours is. but because it's ours we naturally 
feel it’s more realistic for the times. Basically, we believe in a fat 
stronger dcfence-oncntcd system of priorities for the country than 
you do.’ 

‘1 believe in a strong defence, too,’ broke in Evan. 'But not in 
budget-cnppling. excessively offetisive systems where 40 per cent of 
the e.xpcriditurc results in waste and incfTcctivcness. ' 

’Good point,' agreed Kendnek's undersized opponent from tht 
large chair 'And these areas of procurement will be rectified by the 
marketplace ' 

'But not until billions are spent 

'Naturally If it were otherwise, you'd be talking about another 
system of government that doesn't permit the Malthusian law of 
economic lailurc The forces of the free market will correct those 
excesses Gompctition, (.Congressman Kendrick. Competition.’ 

‘Not il they're rigged in the Pentagon or m those boardrooms 
where there arc too many atumni from the Defense Department.' 

‘Htlf exclaimed the sachtsman Irom the fireplace mantel. ‘If 
they’re that fucking obvious, let 'em hang’’ 

’Big Tom's right,’ said the flond-faced Bostonian ‘There’s plenty 
to go around, and those nickel-and-dimc colonels and generals ate 
just lubrication, anyway (let nd o( them if you like, but don’t Stop 
the treadmill, for Christ's sake'' 

Do you hear that' asked the giild-buttoncd blue blazer. ’Dotii 
Stpp until we re so strong no Soviet leader would even t/iiok about • 
strike.' 

‘Why do you think any ol them would consider it, consider blowin; 
up a large part of the civilized world’' 

‘Because they're Mar.xist fanatics’' ro.ircd the yachtsman, standinj 
crea in front of the mantel, his arms akimbo 

‘Because they’re stupid.’ correned the shon man from his chu 


calmly. ‘Stupidity is the basic road to global tragedy, which means 
the strongest and the smartest will survive . . . We can handle our 
critics in the Senate and the House, Congressman, but tiot in the 
administration. That we can’t tolerate. Am 1 clear?’ 

‘You really think I’m a threat to you?’ 

‘Of course you arc. You get on your soapbox and people listen, 
and what you say — very cfTcctivcly, 1 might add — is not in our 
interests.’ 

‘1 thought you had such respect for the marketplace.’ 

‘J do in the long run, but in the short run excessive oversight and 
regulation can cripple the country’s defence with delays. This is no 
time to throw the baby out with the bath water.’ 

‘Which means throwing away profits.’ 

‘They go with the job, as you so rightly explained regarding the 
office of Vice President . . . Go your way. Congressman. Rebuild 
your aborted career in Southwest Asia.’ 

‘With what?’ asked Evan. 

‘Let’s start with a credit line of fifty million dollars at the Gemcin- 
schaft Bank in Zurich, Switzerland.’ 

‘That’s very convincing but they’re only words. Who’s putting up 
the collateral?’ 

‘The Gcmcinschaft knows. You don't have to.’ 

It was all Kendrick had to hear. The, full weight of the United 
States government bearing down on a Zurich bank with known 
connections to men who dealt with terrorists from the Baaka Valley 
to Cyprus would be enough to break the Swiss codes of secrecy and 
sijcncc. ‘I'll confirm the line of credit in Zurich in twelve hours,’ he 
said, getting up. ‘Will that give you sufficient time?’ 

‘More than sufficient,’ replied the small man in the large chair. 
‘And when you have confirmation, you’ll do Vice President Bollinger 
the courtesy of sending him a copy of your telegram to Chicago 
irrevocably withdrawing your name for consideration on the national 
ticket.’, 

Kendrick nodded, glancing briefly at the three other contributors. 
‘Good evening, gentlemen,’ he said quietly and then headed for the 
library door. 

Out in the hallway a black-haired, muscular man with sharp, clean- 
cut features and the green dot of the Secret Service in his lapel rose 
from a chair beside a pair of thick double doors. 'Good evening. 
Congressman,’ he said pleasantly, taking a step forward. ‘It’d be an 
honour to shake your hand, sir.’ 

‘My pleasure.’ 

*I know we’re not to say who comes and goes around here,’ 
continued the member of the Treasury Department detail, gripping 
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Evan’s hand, ‘but I may break that rule for my mother in New York. 
Perhaps it sounds crazy, but she thinks you should be Pope.' 

‘The Curia might find me lacking . . . The Vice President asked 
me to see him before 1 left. He said he’d be m his office ' 

‘Certainly. It’s right here, and let me tell you he'd ivclcomc the 
interruption. He’s got an irritated man in there with such a short fuse 
1 didn’t trust the machines and nearly strip-searched him. 1 wouldn’t 
let him take his bag of paraphernalia inside ’ 

For the first time, Kendrick saw the garment bag draped across the 
chair at the left of the double doors. Beneath it, on the fioor, was a 
bulky black ease commonly referred to as a medical bag. Evan stared 
at it; he had seen it before. The inner screen of his mind was jolted, 
fragments of images replacing one another like successive explosions! 
Stone walls in another hallway, another door, a tall, slender man with 
a ready smile - too ready, too ingratiating for a stranger in a strange 
house - a dcclcr casually, amusingly stating that he svould merely 
thump a chest and take a s.imple of blood tor analysis 

‘If you don’t mind,' said Kendrick, somehow through the mists, 
realizing that he could barely be heard, ‘please open the door.’ 

‘I’ve got to knock first, (.'ongressman - ' 

‘No, pifair' Please do as 1 say 

'The 'Vipe - the Vice President - won't appreciate that. sir. We’re 
ilways to knock first 

'Open that door,' ordered E\an, his rasping voice a whisper, his 
ryes wide, fixed bnetiv on the Secret Service man Til take full 
■csponsibihty 

‘Sure, sure It anvonc's entitled 1 guess you arc ' 

The heavy doot on the right swung stlcntlv back, the words hissed 
ay a tight-throated Bollinger cicarlv heard 'What you're saying is 
ircpostcrous, msime' Yes, what n it’' 

Kendnrk svalkcd through the terrible space and stared at the 
hocked, panic-stricken lace of ’Hr Eugene Isons' 

Yflii! screamed Evan, ihc isoiaicd world inside his head going mad 
ts he lunged, racing across itic room, lus tsso iiands the claws of a 
naniacal animal intent only on the kill - the kill' 'He’s going to die 
accause of you - because of Ml of you'' 
in a blur of violence, arms gripped him. hands chopped into his 
lead, and knees crashed up into his groin and tiis stomach, his eyes 
aruised by experienced fingers Despite the agonizing pain, he heard 
he muted screams - one after another 
‘I’ve got him! He's not going to move ' 

‘Close the door’’ 

‘Get me my bag'' 

‘Keep everyone eiu'' 

‘Oh. Jesus, he knows ei'erydnn^'' 


‘What do wc do?' 

*. . . 1 know people who can handle this,’ 

‘Who the hell arc 

‘Someone who should introduce himself . . . Viper.' 

‘I’ve heard that name. It’s an insult! Who arc you?’ 

‘For the moment I’m in charge, that’s who I am.’ 

‘Oh, Christ . . . !’ 

Darkness — the oblivion that comes with the deepest shock. All was 
black; nothing. 
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from the cabin behind him. The trousers were a thick corduroy and 
the shirt a coarse black denim . . . not his clothes. 'Bastards!' he roared 
again, and again another thought. ‘Then they saw me get out at the 
hotel!' 

‘Sorry, but you didn’t go to the hotel. About the only thing you 
said to the driver was to drop you off at Balboa Park, that you had to 
meet someone and you’d take a cab home.’ 

‘You covered yourselves right down to my clothes. You’re all 
garbage, you hired killers!' 

'You keep getting it wrong. Congressman. We were covering for 
you, not anybody else. We didn’t know what you’d been snorting or 
shooting into your veins, but as my excitable grandfather would say, 
v/c saw you gopazzo, crazy, you know what I mean?’ 

‘1 know exactly what you mean.’ 

‘So naturally wc couldn’t let you be seen in public, you can 
understand that, can’t you?’ 

'Va bate, you Mafia prick. I heard you - “I’m in charge,’’ you said. 
“1 know people who can handle this," you said that, too.’ 

'You know, Congressman, although I admire you a great deal, I’m 
very offended by anti-Italian generalizations.’ 

‘Tell that to the federal prosecutor in New York,’ replied Kendrick 
as the boat dipped sharply, then rose with a heavy wave. ‘Giuliani’s 
been putting you away by the truckload.’ 

‘Yes, well, talking about things that go bump in the night, which 
wc weren’t but we could have been in this water, a number of people 
in Balboa Park saw a man who could easily fit your description — I 
mean dressed like you when you left the hotel and then in the limo - 
going into The Balthazar.’ 

‘The what?’ 

‘It’s a coffeehouse in Balboa. You know we’ve got a lot of students 
down here; they come from all over, and there’s a large contingent 
from the Mediterranean. You know, kids from families who lived in 
[ran and Saudi Arabia and Egypt . . . even what some still call 
Palestine, 1 guess. Sometimes the coffee gets out of hand, politically, 
that is, and the police have to quiet things and confiscate items like 
guns and knives. Those people are very emotional.’ 

‘And “1" was seen going inside, and naturally there’ll be those inside 
who’ll confirm “J” was there.’ 

‘Your braver)' has never been questioned. Congressman. You go 
nto the most dangerous places looking for solutions, don’t your 
Dman, Bahrain . . . even the house of the Vice President of the 
United States.’ 

‘Add bribery to your list, garbageman.’ —'v 

Now just a minute! I haven’t anything to do with whateve' 
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came to see Viper about, get that straight. I'm just providing a service 
beyond my oflicial duties, that’s all.’ 

‘Because you "tnpii* people who can handle this. like someone 
wearing my clothes and using my car and walking in Balboa Park. 
And niiaybe a couple of others who were able to get me out of 
Bollinger’s place with no one recognizing me ’ 

‘A private ambulance service is very lonsemcnt and discreet when 
guests become ill or ovcr-indulgc.' 

‘And, no doubt, one or two others to divert whatever press or 
maintenance people might be around ' 

‘My nongovcmmcTit associates are on call (or emergendes, sir. 
We’re happy to provide assistance scherever we can.' 

‘For a price, of course ' 

‘Definitely They pay. (ongrcssin.in Thej pay in lots of ways, 
now more tiiaii ever 

‘For also including a last boat and ,in cvpencnccd captain?’ 

'Oh, we can't take tr<-dit where it isn’t due,’ protested the man 
from the Mafia, cnjovmg himself 'This is iheir equipment, their 
skipper. There are just some things people do better for themselves, 
cspccullv if one ot them is going into the heavily patrolled waters 
between the L'S and Mevico There's clout and then again there’s 
different clout, it vou knoss what I'm saying ’ 

Kendrick t'el: a third presence but, turning in the chair, saw no one 
else on the deck ol the pleasure sadit I'hen he raised his eyes to the 
aft railing ot she bridge A figure stepped back into the sh.adows but 
not quickie ciiinigh It was the excessively tall, deeply tanned 
contnhutor trom Bollinger s hhrarv. ,ind trom what could be seen of 
his face, if was contoned in hatred ',^re all of the Vice President's 
guests on bo.ird- he asked, seeing that the Maficso had followed his 
gaze 

‘What guests’’ 

'You're cute. Luigi ' 

Tlicrc s a captain and one crew I've never seen either of them 
before ’ 

'Where arc we going’’ 

‘On a cruise ’ 

The boat slowed down as the beam ot a powerful searchlight shot out 
from the bridge The Mafia soldier unstrapped himself and got up; he 
walked across the deck and down into the lower cabin. Evan could 
hear him on an intercom, but with the wind and the slapping waves 
was unable to make out the words. Moments later the man returned; 
in his hand was a gun, a standard issue C olt 45 automatic. Suppress- 
ing the panic he felt. Kendnek thought of the sharks of Qatar and 
wondered if another Mahdt across the world was about to carrv out 


the sentence of death pronounced in Bahrain. If it was to be, 
made the same decision he had made in Bahrain: he V/*ou.d nght. 
Better a quick, expeditious bullet in the head than the prospect Oi 
drowning or being tom apart by man-eaters of the Pacific. 

'We’re here, Congressman,’ said the Mafioso courteously. 

‘Where is here?’ 

'Damned if I know. It’s some kind of island.’ 

Kendrick closed his eyes, giwng thanks to whoever cared to accept 
them, and began to breathe without trembling again. The hero of 
Oman was a fraud, he reflected. He simply did not care to die, and 
fear aside, there was Khalchla. The love that had eluded him all his 
life was his. and every additional minute he was permitted to live was 
a minute of hope. ‘From the looks of you I don’t think you really 
need that,’ he said, nodding his head at the weapon. 

‘Not from your press reports,’ replied the Secret Sertrice guard 
isitioncd by the upper ranks of the undcrv/orld. Tm going to 
ibuckle you, but if you make any sudden moves you won’t set foot 
1 land, captsceT 
Wfolto bctie,' 

‘Don’t blame me. I’ve been given my instmetions. When you 
rovide a service, you accept reasonable orders.’ 

Evan heard the snaps and felt the wide cloth straps loosening 
round his arms and legs. ‘Has it occurred to you that if you carried 
ut those orden you might never get back to San Diego?’ he asked. 
‘Certainly,’ answered the Mafioso casually. ‘That’s why we’ve got 
le Viper in a vice. “Viper in a rice.” Accepuble alliteration, wouldn’t 
ou say?’ 

‘I wouldn’t know. I’m a construction engineer, not a poet.’ 

‘And I’ve got a gun in my hand, which means I’m not a poet, 
ither. So behave. Congressman.’ 

‘I assume “Viper" is the Vice President.’ 

‘Yes, and he said he’d heard the name and it was an insult. Can you 
magine? Those fuckers had the moral turpitude to bug our unit?’ 

‘I’m appalled,’ replied Kendrick, rising awkardly from the meul 
hair and shaking his arms and legs, restoring circulation. 

cried the Secret Service man, leaping back, his .45 levelled 
It Evan s head. 


I did the way I 


‘You try sitting in that damned thing for as long as I ( 
lid and think you’re going to walk a straight h'nel’ 

Okay, okay. Then walk a crooked line over there to the side of 
.Infancy tug, to the steps. That’s where you’re getting off.’ 

The yacht arcled in what appeared to be a cove, then in fits and 
uarts - with sputtering forward and reverse screws - bamkedS^^ 

.ach smaller, faster, more powcrflil. bobbrig on the cier sfde.' 
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Shaded wire-meshed lights illuminated the watery berth as two 
figures raced out of darkness from the base of dry ground, stationing 
themselves beside the appointed pylons. As the boat was expertly 
manoeuvred into its tyre-protected resting place, lines were thrown 
fore and aft, the stem line whipped over by the Mafioso,^ the weapon 
in his left hand, the bosv line by the lone crewman ‘Off!' he yelled at 
Kendrick as the yacht bounced gently into the dock. 

Td like to personally thank the captain for a safe and pleasant 

‘Very funny,' said the Secret Service man. ‘but save it for the 
movies and get the hell off You're not going to sec anybody.' 

‘You want to bet, Luigi’’ 

‘You want your balls on the deck’ And the name's not Luigi.' 

‘How about Reginald’’ 

'Off!' 

Evan walked down the island pier tow.uds the sloping ground and 
an ascending stone path, the Mafioso behind him He passed between 
two signs, both hand painted white lettering on stained brown wood, 
each done tastefullv, protessioiiallv The sign on the left was in 
Spanish, the one on the right in English 

Pmait a f.’/nmi 
!'r(>piedad Prtvada 
Ahnniti 

Pafsat^f 10 Oliiiio 
PrirJIr Property 
Alarms 

"lold It there,' ordered the Secret Service man. 'Don’t turn around. 
)k straight ahead ' Kendrick heard the sound of running feet on 
mw dock, then quiet voices, the distinguishable words spoken in 
English but with Hispanic accents, instructions were being given. 
'Okay,' continued the Mafioso 'Go up the path and take the first 
right . . . Don't turn around'' 

Evan obeyed, although he walked with difficulty up the sharp 
incline; the long constricting trip on the yacht had severely numbed 
his legs. He tried to study the surroundings in the semi-darkness. the 
shaded lights from the dock only barely compensated by small amber 
lamps lining the stone path. The foliage was lush and thick and damp; 
trees everywhere rose to heights of twenty, perhaps thirty feet, with 
heavy vines that appeared to spnng from one trunk to another, arms 
enveloping arms and bodies. Clusters of bushes and undergrowth had 
been cut back and down with prcasion, forming identical waist-high 
walls on both sides of the path. Order had been imposed on the wild- 


Then his vision was sharply reduced by the steep ascent and the 
growing darkness away from the pier, and sounds became the focus. 
What assaulted his cars were not unlike the sounds of the incessant, 
staccato eruptions of the rapids during his runs in the white water, 
but these had a beat of their own, a pulse that controlled their own 
particular thunder . . . Woves, of course. Waves crashing against 
rocks and never very far away, or perhaps amplified by echoes 
bouncing up from stone and reverberating through the wild greenery. 
The ground-level amber lights divided into two sets of parallel 
lines, one heading straight ahead and up, the other to the right; 
Kendrick turned into the latter. Heading across, the path levelled off, 
a ridge cut out of the hill, when suddenly there was an alanning 
increase in visibility. Black shafts and swelling shadows became dark 
trunks and spotted palms and tangled, blue-green underbrush. 
Dircaly ahead was a cabin, lights shining through two windows 
flanking a central door. It was not, however, an ordinary cabin, and 
at first Evan did not know why he thought so. Then as he drew 
closer he understood. It was the windows; he had never seen any like 
them, and they accounted for the burst of light when the source 
appeared to be minimal. The bevelled glass was at least four inches 
thick, like, two huge rectangular prisms magnifying the interior light 
many times its candkpower. And there was something else that 
accompanied this imaginative feat of design. The windows were 
impenetrable . . . from both sides. 

‘That’s your suite. Congressman,’ said the Secret Serrice man who 
provided exrra-ofFidal services. ‘"Your own villa” describes it better, 
doesn’t it?’ 


'I really couldn't accept such generous accommodation. Why don’t 
you find me something a little less pretentious?’ 

You re a regular comedian . . . Go on over and open the door, 
there’s no key.’ 

'No key?' 


‘Surprises you, doesn’t it?’ laughed the Mafioso. ‘Me, too, until 
that guard c.xplaincd. Everything’s electromo. I’ve got a little widget, 
like a garage opener, and when I press a button a couple ousted faar^ 
2nd back into the door. They work inside, too." 

With time I might have figured that out for myself.’ 

|You’rc cool. Congressman.’ 

‘Not as cool as I should have been.’ said Kendrick, wslkhs dawn 
the path to the door and opening it. His eves greeted tr- nrsdc 
splendour of a well-appointed New England moinSin retrea- 
way reminiscent of southern CahTomia or north^i^S 

/ogs plastered together, tvro thick win-owj 
on each of the four walls, a break in the caittc of 
obsnously for a bathroom. Every convenience had 
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kitchen area was located at the far right, complete with a mirrored 
bar, on the far left was a king-sized bed and, in front of it, seating 
quarters with a large television set and several quilted armchairs. The 
builder in Evan concluded that the small house belonged more 
properly in a winter, snow-laden Vermont than in the waters 
somewhere south and west of Tijuana, Still, it was bucolically 
charming and he had no doubt that many guests on the island enjoyed 
it. But it had another purpose. It was also a pnson cell. 

‘Very pleasant,’ said Bollinger’s guard, walking into the large single 
room, his weapon constantly but unobtrusively levelled at Kendrick. 
‘How about a dnnk, Congressman’’ he asked, heading for the 
recessed mirrored bar. ‘1 don’t know about you, but I could use one.’ 

‘Why not?' replied Evan, looking around the room designed for a 
northern climate. 

‘What’s your pleasure?’ 

‘Canadian and ice, that’s all.’ said Kendnek, moving slowly from 
area to area, examining the interior construction of the cabin, his 
practised eye seeking Haws that might lead to a way out. There were 
none; the place w-as airtight, escapeproof The window sashes were 
secured, not with recessed magnesium nails but with bolts concealed 
by layered plaster; the front door had internal hinges, impossible to 
reach without a powerful drill, and, finally walking into the bath- 
room. he saw that it was windowlcss, the two vents small grilled 
- apertures lour inches wide 

if ’Great little hideaway, isn’t it’’ said the Mafioso, greeting Evan 
^ with his dnnk as he emerged from the bathroom. 

’So long as vou don't misb sightseeing,' replied Kendrick, his eyes 
aimlessly straying over to the kitchen area Something was odd, he 
considered, but again nothing specific came to him. Aware of the 
guard's weapon, he passed the mirrored bar and went to a dark- 
stained oval oak table, where prc-sumably meals were served. It was 
perhaps six or seven feet in front of a long counter m the centre of 
which a stove had been inserted beneath a line of cabinets. The sink 
and the refngerator, separated by another counter, were against the 
right wall. What was it that bothered him? Then he saw a small 
microwave oven built in below- the last cabinet on the left; he looked 
back at the stove. That was it 

Elearic. Everything was elrcm,, that was the oddity. In the vast 
majority of rustic cabins, propane gas was piped in from portable 
tanks outside to eliminate the need for clcctriaty for such appliances 
as stoves and ovens. The. maxim was to keep the amperage as low at 
possible, not so much because of expense but for convenience, in case 
of electrical maifunaions. Then he thought of the lamps on the pier 
and the amber ground lights along the paths. Electricity. An abun- 
dance of etearicity on an island at least twenty, jf not fifty, miles away 


from the mainland. He was not sure what it all meant, but it was 

something to think about. u i- • 

He walked out of the designated kitchen zone and over to the living 
room area. He looked down at the large television set and wondered 
what kind of antenna was required to pull signals across so 
miles of open water. He sat down, now only barely aware -of his 
armed escort, his mind on so many other things, including - painfully 
- Khalehla back at the hotel. She had expected him hours ago. What 
was she doing? What could she do? Evan raised his glass and drank 
several swallows of the whisky, grateful for the warming sensation 
that spread quickly through him. He looked over at Bollinger s guard 
who stood casually by the stained oak table, his weapon confidently 
on top of it, but on the edge, near his free right hand. 

‘Your health,’ said the man from the Mafia, raising the glass in his 
left hand.» 

‘Why not?’ Without returning the courtesy, Kendrick drank, again 
feeling the quick, warming effects of the whisky . . . No.' It was too 
quick, too harsh, not warming but burnitt^l Objects in the room 
suddenly pulsed in and out of focus; he tried to get up from the chair, 
but he could not control his legs or his arms! He stared at the 
obscenely grinning Mafioso and started to shout but no sound came. 
He heard the glass shattering on the hard wood floor and felt a terrible 
weight pressing down on him. For the second time that night the 
darkness came as he kept falling, falling into an infinite void of black 


space. 

The Secret Service man crossed to an intercom console built into 
the wall next to the mirrored bar. Frowning in thought, he pressed 
the three numbers he had been given on the boat. 

‘Yes, Cottage?’ answered a soft male voice. 

‘Your boy’s asleep again.’ 

‘Good, we’re ready for him.’ 

‘I’ve got to inquire,’ said the well-spoken capo. ‘Why did we bring 
him to in the first place?’ ° 

‘Medical procedure, not that it’s any of your business.’ 

‘I wouldn’t take that attitude, if 1 were you. We are owed and 
you re the debtors. 


All right. Without a medical history there are acceptable and 
unicccptsblc liinits of dossge.' 

■Two modentc applicitions ralher ihan a single excessive one’’ 
Wh.„g l,Ve ,ha,. One doc.o, is vcryVn»ced Tn ehese 

death tt' He’s on Kendrick’s 
. hauling bodi«.’ Hispanics, I’m not contraaed for 
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on another list.’ 


I 


‘MJ, he’s still not back and it’s threc-fiftcen in the morning!' cri 
Khalehla into the phone. ‘Have you learned anything?’ 

'Nothing that makes sense,’ replied the director of Special Projec 
his voice thin and weary. ‘I haven’t called you because I thought y 
were getting some rest.’ 

‘Don’t lie to me. Uncle Mitch. You’ve never had a problem tclli 
me to work all night. That’s Et>aii out there!’ 

‘I know, 1 know . . . Did he mention anything to you abo 
meeting someone in Balboa Park?’ 

‘No, I don’t think he knows what it is or where it is.’ • 

‘Do you?’ 

‘Of course. My grandparents live here, remember?’ 

‘Do you know a place called The Balthazar?’ 

‘It’s a coffeehouse for hotheads. Arab hotheads to be exact, studer 
mostly. 1 was there once and never went back. Why do you ask?’ 

‘Let me’ explain, ’ said Payton. ’After your call several hours ag 
we reached Bollinger’s house - as Kendrick’s office, of coiinc 
aying we had an urgent message for him. We were told he'd Is 
round nine o’clock, which contradicted your information that I 
ladn’t returned by eleven; at best it’s a thirty-minute drive from tl 
/ice President’s home to your hotel. So I contacted Gingerbread 
ihapoff - who’s terribly good in these situations. He tracked ever 
hing down including the driver of Evan’s car. Our congressm; 
sked to be let off at Balboa Park, so Gingerbread did his thing at 
'rustled up the neighbourhood", as he phrased it. What he Icami 
an be put in two enigmatic conclusions. One: a man fitting Evan 
lescription was seen walking in Balboa Park. Two: a number < 
icoplc inside The Balthazar have stated that this same man weatir 
lark glasses entered the establishment and stood for a long time 1; 
he cardamom coffee machines before going to a table.’ 

'Milch,' screamed Khalehla. 'I’m looking at his dark glasses nov 
'hey’rc on the bureau. He sometimes wears them during the day s 
le won't be recognized, but never at night. He says they dra: 
ttention at night and he's nght about that. That man wasn't Evi: 
t’s a set-up. They’re holding him somewhere!’ 

‘Hardbail,’ said Payton quietly. ‘We’ll have to get into the game.’ 

Lcndrick opened his eyes as a person docs who is unsure of where I 
; or what condition he is in or even whether he is awake or st. 
sleep. There was only bewilderment, clouds of confusion swirhs 
bout in his head, and a numbness caused by frightening uncertain:? 
i lamp was on somewhere, its glow'washing the beamed ceiling, h’ 
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moved his hand, lifting his right arm off the unfamiliar bed in the 
unfamiliar room. He studied both hand and arm, then suddenly, 
swiftly he raised his left arm. What had happened? He swung his legs 
off the bed and unsteadily stood up, equal parts of terror and curiosity 
gripping him. Gone were the thick corduroy trousers and the coarse 
black denim shirt. He was dressed in his own clothes! In his navy 
blue suit, his congressional suit, as he frequently and humorously 
referred to it, the suit he had worn to Bollinger's house! And his 
white shirt and striped regimental tic, all freshly cleaned and laun- 
dered. What had happened? Where was he? Where was the well- 
appointed rustic cabin with the all-clcctric appliances and the recessed 
mirrored bar? Tliis was a large bedroom he had never seen before. 

Slowly, regaining balaticc, he moved about the strange surround- 
ings, a part of him wondering if he was living a dream or had just 
lived one previously. He saw a pair of tall, narrow French doors; he 
walked rapidly over and opened them. They led out to a small 
balcony large enough for a couple to have coffee on but no more than 
that; a miniature round table and two wroughi-iron chairs had been 
placed for such a ritual. He stood in front of the waist-high railing 
and looked out' over the darkened grounds, dark except for a 
practically nonexistent moon and the parallel lines of amber lights 
that branched off in various directions . . . and something else. Far in 
the distaticc, lit up by the dim wash of floodlights, was a fenced area 
not unlike an immense wire cage. Within it there appeared to be 
blocks of massive machinery, some of it jet black and glistening, 
others chrome or silver, equally shimmering in the dull, cloud- 
covered moonlight. Evan concentrated on the sight, then turned his 
: head to listen; there was a steady uninterrupted hum, and he knew he 
: had found the answer to a question that had confused him. He did 
; not have to see the signs that read: DANCHR High Collage; they were 
r there. The wire-enclosed machinery were components of a huge 
; generator undoubtedly fed by giant underground tanks of fuel, and 
fields of photovoltaic cells to capture the solar energy of the tropic 
I sun. 

Below the balcony was a sunken brick patio, the drop twenty-five 
feet or more which meant a twisted ankle or a broken leg if a person 
tried to leave that way. Kendrick studied the exterior walls; the 
nearest drainpipe was at the corner of the structure, far out of reach, 

■: and there were no vines that could be scaled, only sheer stucco . . . 
Blankets? Sheers! Tied firmly together, he could handle a drop of 
eight to ten feet! If he hurried . . .He suddenly stopped all movement, 

: etidcd all thoughts of racing into the room and to the bed, as a figure 
- appeared walking down an amber-lit path on the right, a rifle strapped 
' over his shoulder. He raised his arm. a signal. Evan looked to the left; 
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3 second man was signalling back, patrols acknowledging each other, 
Kendrick pulled his watch up to his eyes, trying to read the second 
hand in the dull night light. If he could time the sentries’ coordinates, 
have everything prepared . , , Again he was forced to stop what plans 
his desperation" created. The bedroom door opened, and the reality 
that was, was now confirmed. 

T thought 1 heard you moving around.’ said the Secret Service man 
from the ranks of the Mafia. 

'And 1 should have realized the room was bugged,' said Evan, 
coming in from the balcony. 

‘You keep getting things wrong. Congressman. This is a guc.st 
room in the main house. You think these people would listen in on 
their guests’ private convcrs,inons or their perfectly natural indul- 
gences together?’ 

‘I think they’d do anything Otherwise, how did you know I was 
up?’ 

‘Easy,’ answered the Mafioso, crossing to the bureau against the 
far right wall .ind picking up a small flat object from the top. 'One of 
these. They're provided for people with infants My sister in New 
Jersey won't go anywhere without them - they conic in pairs. Plug it 
in one room, then plug it in another room .ind you can hear the child 
screaming l.et me tell sou, her children screani a lot. You can hear 
them in M.inhatt.m ' 

’Very enlightening When did I get my clothes back?’ 

’I don’t kiioss Tile Hispaincs niok care of you, not me. Perhaps 
you svcrc raped and don’i know it ' 

‘Again, enlightening Have vou am idea what you've done, 
svhat you’re insolved uC You’ve .ibdiuted a luu-unknown holder of 
governmeni oflice, a member ot tbc House ol Representatives.’ 

’Good Lord, you make it sound like snatching the maltre d'lwtcl at 
Vinnic’s Pasta Palace ’ 

‘You’re not amusing - ’ 

Yen arc. interrupted the gu.ird. removing his automatic from a 
shoulder holster You re aivo on call. ( singressman. You're wanted 
downstairs.’ 

'Suppose I refuse the invitation'’ 

Then I bloss' a hole through vour stomach and kick a corpse doss'n 
the stairs. Whichcs'cr. 1 really dtin’t care I'm being p.aid for a service, 
not a guaranteed dclis-ery. Take your choree, hero ' 

The room svas a naturalist s nightmare The he.ids of slain animals 
hung from the white stucco svalls. their false eyes reflecting the panic 
of impending death. Skins ot leopard, tiger and elephant were the 
upholstery, neatly stretched and brass-tacked over chairs and couches. 
If nothing else, it svas an assertion of the posver of man’s bullet over 


unsuspecting wildlife, and not so much imposing as sad. as sad as the 
hollow triumphs of the victors. 

The Secret Service guard had opened the door, gestured for 
Kendrick to go inside, and then closed it, remaining in the hallway. 
Once the initial effect of the room wore off. Evan realized that a man 
was seated at a large desk, only the back of his head visible. Several 
moments after the door closed, as if to make certain they were alone, 
the man turned around in the swivel chair. 

‘We’ve never met. Congressman,* .said Crayton Grinell in his soft, 
pleasant lawyer's cadence, ‘and discourteous as it may appear. 1 prefer 
to remain nameless . . . Please, sit down. There’s no reason to be 
more uncomfortable than necessary. It’s why your clothes were 
returned to you.' 

■‘1 gather they served their purpose in a place called Palboa Park.’ 
Kendrick sat down in a chair in front of the desk; the seat was covered 
with leopard skin. 

‘Providing us with options, yes.’ agreed Grinell. 

‘1 see.' Evan suddenly recognized the distinctive voice he knew he 
had heard before. It was on the blond European’s tape recording. The 
man in front of him was the vanished Crayton Grinell, tht attorney 
responsible for wholesale death in Cyprus, killer of the Secretary of 
State. ‘But since you don’t want me to know who you arc, am 1 to 
infer that one of those options might find me back in San Diego?’ 

'Quite possibly, but 1 must emphasize the questionable part. I’m 
being frank with you.' 

‘So were your friends at Bollinger’s house.’ 

Tm sure they were and so were you.’ 

‘Did you have to do it?' 

‘Do what?’ 

‘Kill an old man.’ 

‘We had nothing to do with that! Besides, he’s not dead.’ 

‘He will be.’ 

‘So will we all one day ... It was a gratuitously stupid act. as 
tupid as her husband’s incredible financial manipulations in Zfinch. 
,Ve may be many things. Congressman, but we’re not stupid, 
lowever. we’re wasting time. The Vativl.uidcrcns arc gone and 
vltatcver happened is buried with them. The erstwhile "Dr Lyons" 
vill never be seen again - ' 

‘1 wjnt him!' Kendrick broke in. 

‘But we got him and he got the maximum penalty a court can 
mposc.' 

‘How can I be sure of that?’ 

‘How can you doubt it? Could the Vice President, could an> 
olerate the association? . . . We deeply regret what’s happened 
Veingrass. but we had absolutely notliing to do with it. 1 repe. 



doctor and the Vanvlandcrcns arc gone. It’s all a dosed book, can ® 
you accept that?’ 

‘Was it necessary to drug me and bring me out here to convince 
me?' 

‘We couldn’t very well leave you in San Diego saying the things 
you were saying.’ 

‘Then what arc we talking about nosv?‘ 

‘Another book,’ replied Grincll. leaning forward in the chair. ‘We 
want it back, and in exchange you’re free. You’ll be returned to your 
hotel in your own clothes and nothing’s changed. It’s daytime in 
Zurich; a line of credit to the amount of fifty million dollars has been 
established in your name ‘ 

Stunned, Evan tried not to show his astonishment ‘Another book? 

. . . I’m not sure 1 follow you.' 

’Varak stole it.’ 

'Who?' 

'Milos Varak’’ 

‘The European His sudden recognition of the name uncon- 

sdously slipped oui It was the Milos 

‘Inver Brass's very professional, very dead lackey!’ 

'Inver le/ti'-' ’ 

‘Your would-be promoters, (.'ongressman You don’t think you 
got wlierc you are by yourself, do you^’ 

'1 kriesv someone was pushing me - ’ 

■pi/j/iiHi,'’ Catapulting is more like it Meddling lunatics! They 
didn’t realize that one of them was also one of us.' 

'What nukes you think the European that this Varak’s dead?' 
asked Evan, if only to gam moments to adjust to revelations that 
yverc coming too fast 

'It was m the paper - not listing him by name, of course, but 
unmistakable But before he died, he yvas somcsvhcrc else, with 
someone else who yvorked lor lo He had to be or he never would 
have come to the airport He Hole it ' 

‘This other book’’ said Kendnek, hcsitamlv 

‘An industrially coded ledger, meaningless to any but a selected 
few.’ 

'And you think I have it ' A statement 

'I think you knoyv where it is ' 

‘Why?’ 

Because in his zeal Varak would have mistakenly believed it should 
be in your hands. He louidn't trust Inver Brass any longer.' 

Because he learned that one of them was also cine of you.’ 

E.sscntially, yes. said CtrincII Tm hypothesizing, of course. It's a 
professional habit, but it’s served me well over the years.’ 

‘Not this time, I don't know anything about it.' 


‘I wouldn’t lie if I were you. Congressman. It would be futile in 
any event. There are so many ways of loosening minds and mouths 
these days.’ 

He couldn't allow dnt^s! Under them he would reveal everything, sij;nin^ 
Khalehla’s death warrant as well as giving the contributors all the ii^omiation 
they needed to mount their individual smoke screens and in other casa 
disappear. The dying Manny desenwd better than that! If ever he needed 
credibility it was now. He was hack in another compound, not in Masqat but 
on an island in the waters of Mexico. He had to be every hit as convincing as 
he was among the terrorists, for these men, these killers from the boardrooms, 
were no less than terrorists themselves. 

'Listen to me,’ said Evan firmly, leaning back and crossing his legs, 
his eyes levelled on Grinell. ‘You can think whatever the hell you care 
to think, but I don’t w’ant the vice presidency, 1 want a fifty-million- 
dollar line of credit in Zurich. Do I make myself clear?’ 

‘Clear and recorded, naturally.’ 

‘Good, _/ifif ! Run a full scam on me and put it on videotape - ’ 

‘But you sec, it is,’ interrupted the attorney. 

‘Excellent! Then we’re both in the same hot tub, aren’t we?’ 

‘Same tub, Congressman. So where’s the ledger?’ 

‘I haven’t the vaguest idea, but if this Varak sent it to me, I know 
how you can get it . . . I’ll call my office in Washington and tell my 
secretary, Annie O’Reilly, to express it out overnight to wherever 
you like.’ 

The two negotiators stared at each other, neither wavering for an 
instant. ‘That’s a fair solution,’ said Grinell, finally. 

'If you can think of a better one, use it.’ 

‘That’s even fairer.’ 

‘Am 1 on board?’ 

‘On board and on your way to Zurich,' replied Grinell, smiling. 

' ‘Once you settle certain items on our agenda, like Chicago.’ 

‘The telegram will go out in the morning. I'll have O'Reilly send it 
• from the office.’ 

‘With a copy to our esteemed Vice President, of course.’ 

‘Of course.’ 

; The chairman of the contributors’ board of directors sighed aud- 
ibly, pleasantly. ‘Oh, how venal we all are.' he said. ‘You, for 
instance. Congressman, you’re a bundle of contradirtions. Your 
public persona would never accept our accommodation.' 

‘If this is for the benefit of your videotape, let me make a statement, 
r 1 was burned and did my best to put out the fires in Oman because 
they had burned me, killing a great many friends. 1 sec no cotitrads*- 
tion of issues.' 

f ‘So recorded. Representative Kendrick.’ 

Suddenly, without any indication whatsoever, the quiet coi 
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•was broken apart by a combination of signals. A bright red iij 
started flashing from the console of the radio telephone on the de 
and a muted siren came from somewhere in the stuccoed wa 
probably from the mouth of a dead animal. The door crashed of 
and the tall figure of the deeply tanned captain of the boat, the laco 
angry- weed from the Town of Corruption, burst into the room. 

‘What arc you deingi' roared Grmell, 

‘Get that fart cut of here.' the yachtsman yelled '1 thought he m 
a trap from the beginning and I was right' There arc govemmi 
people dispatched by Washington all over Bollinger's place looki 
for him, questioning cvervone .is if thev svcrc in a police line-up.' 

‘»7i<i/.’' 

‘We’re handling that but ssc'vc got a bigger problem. The Icdg 
Bollinger got a call It's mth ihc bitch s own Uit'ycrV 

‘Shut lip'.' comm.vndcd (,nncll 

'He's talking ten niilln'n uhnh she told him her Andy-b 
promised her Nmv /u- wants it’’ 

*I told vou to shut up' What did you mean that the federal ni 
were questioning cvervone' 

■Just what I s.iid Ihcv'rc not only grilling them, they got scar 
warr.ints 1 hes won't tind .invthing. but not for lack of trying.’ 

‘in tile I IK /*n udeiil ' house' It’s tinhc<tr<t iif' 

■ I hrs re pl.umg it smart Ihes’re telling Bollinger that they 
proteiiuig hull Ironi his siihordiiuites But no one's going to convin 
me. I he s .uhtsinan turned on Kvan Tlui son of a bitch was sent 
to trap us ! he hero's vsurd against evervhodv else’s!' 

Grinell si.ued .it Keiidruk ' I here e.iii't Ise a hero's word if then 
no hero l./iu'. C ongressman ' (,nneil toiuhcd a button on t 
side ol his desk jiid the door n> the huge room of dead aniin; 
opened oiue .igam I he M.itioso's autoinatu waved back and forth 
he entered i.iuiioiisK ' 1 .ike him out,' ordered the atrorncy. *T 
Mexitans will tell sou ss here You realls tooled me, Congrci 
man. Ill reniembir the lesson Beware ilu pet-uasivc philosophii 
turncoat 

The sound ot the w.ises < rashmg against the island's rofkboiii 
coastline beloss grew louder as tbes walked down the amber lit pat 
Ahead the ground lights eaine to an end. .ind a ss'htte barrier w 
starkly in place between the tiiial domed tamps, the amber w*a 
illnminaimg the letters ot the two signs on the ss-hitc obscructio 
The left was again in Spanish, the tight m b.nghsh. 

jPeligri’i! IXingcr' 

Beyond the- barrier w-as a proinontcirv os’criooking the sea, t 
angry waters churning iii the erratic moonlight, the sound of t 
crashing waves now dcatemng Kendrick was being led to 1 
cvecutton. 



CHAPTER 41 


Pockets of swirling vapour spewed up from the rocks of the promon- 
tory above the Pacific. Evan suppressed his panic, remembering his 
covenant with himself: he would not die passively; he would not be 
killed without a struggle, no matter hov.- futile. Yet even last-ditch 
efforts presumed the outside possibility of surs’ival. and he had spent 
his adult life studying the complexities of specifics. There were 
tropical vines all around him, thick and strong from the moisture and 
the winds constantly assaulting their trunks. There was lush under- 
growth on both sides of the stnng of amber bulbs and loose wet dirt 
within that twisted foliage, mud that never knew a dry moment. The 
Mexican who had direacd the jMafioso to the killing ground was a 
reluctant partner to murder. His voice grew fainter as they approached 
the final steps towards the white barrier. 

*/Df frente, de fraiu!' he cried nervously, ‘jAdelantel’ 

‘Go over it or around it. Congressman,' said the Secret Service 
man, his tone cold, a professional doing his professional job, someone 
for whom life and death meant nothing. 

‘I can’t,' anssvered Kendrick, 'ft’s too high to step over and there's 
some kind of barbed wire spreading out from the sides.' 

; 'Where?' 

'Here.' Kendrick pointed down into the dark undergrowth. 

'I don’t see - ’ 

■ iVeu'l screamed the silent voice inside Evan’s throat as he whipped 
< around, both hands surging for the large ugly weapon, gripping it 
and pushing it away as he bent the Mafioso's wrist back and crashed 
■his shoulder into the guard’s chest, pulling the arm forward and 
-.desperately, with all the strength that was in him. heaving the man 
, off balance and into the brusii and the wet dirt. Tlie gun fired, the 
(explosion melding with the sounds of the crashing waves below. 
-Kendrick shoved the weapon into the soft earth and. freeing his right 
hand, grabbed a fistful of mud and slapped it into the Mafioso s face, 
grinding it into his eyes. 

, Tlic guard shouted garbled words of fury, trying simultaneously o 
Iwipc his eyes and yank the gun out of the earth and Evan s gr. 
iKcndrick remained on top of the writhing, thrashing killer, repearc . 
crashing his knee up into the man’s groin as his right hand cont 
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ously scooped up mud. crushing it into the Mafioso’s eyes an 
mouth. His knuckles struck a hard, jagged objea ... a red-! It \,y; 
almost too large for the panicked spread of his fingers, but nothin 
could, nothing iimitd, stop him. Straining muscles he had not cxcnc 
in months, years, holding off the cons-ulsive assaults beneath him, h 
pulled the heavy, jagged rock out of the mud, raised it, and crashed 
dow-n into the head of his would-be executioner. The killer-guar 
went limp as the man’s body sank into the wet undergrowth and th 
soft ground. 

Evan grabbed the gun and snapped his eyes up towards th 
Mc.xican. The Hispanic, waiting to see svho would live and wh 
would die yards away in the mist-laden, shadowed foliage, crouched 
backing into an amber lamp, smashing it with his foot. Seeing th 
survivor, he spun around, digging his feet into the path to run. 

‘Stop!' yelled Kendrick breathlessly, leaping up and lurching out a 
the bordering overgrowth. Stop or I'll kill you! You understand m 
well enough for that 

The Mexican stopped, turning slowly in the wash of light to fac 
Evan ’I am no part of these things, sehor,' he said in surprisingly 
clear English 

‘You mean you don’t pull the tngger, you just tell them where t/ir; 
can pul! it’’ 

‘I am no part.’ repeated the man ‘1 am a fisherman but there is n( 
decent pay on the boats these days I make my pesos and go home t( 
my family m El Ocscanso ’ 

’Do you svam to sec your lamilv again?’ 

'Si, very much,' replied the Hispanic, his lips and hands trembling 
‘If this IS sshat happens, ! will not come back,‘ 

‘Arc you telling me it's never happened before?’ 

‘Never, setior.’ 

‘Then how did you know the irjy’’ shouted Kcndnck against th( 
sound of the wind and the crashing waves. He was regaining hi; 
breath, gradually avsare ot the mud that covered him and the pair 
everywhere inside him 

We are brought here and given maps of the island, which we mus^ 
know completely in two days or we are sent home.’ 

‘Why? For multiple executions’’ 

*1 told you no, sehor. These arc drug waters - narcotkos - and vet) 
dangerous. Mexican and American patrols can be summoned quickl) 
but still the island must be guarded ' 

‘Summoned quickly?’ 

I'Thc owner is a posverful nun." 

‘Is his name Gnnell?’ 

‘1 do not know, sir. All I know is the island itself.' 
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‘You speak fluent English. Why didn’t you speak English before?' 
Evan gestured toward the dead Mafioso. ‘To /j/m!' 

‘I say it again, I wanted no part. I was told where to take you, and 
as we grew closer 1 began to understand ... No part, senor. But I 
have my family back in El Dcscanso, and the men who come here arc 
powerful men.’ 

Evan stared at the man in indedsion. It would be easy, so easy, to 
end his life and eliminate a risk, yet there was a glimmer of 
opportunity as well if the frightened Mc.vican was not a liar. Kendrick 
knew he was negotiating for his life, but there was. another life 
involved, too, and it made the negotiation easier. ‘You understand,’ 
he said, drawing closer to the man, raising his voice to be heard 
clearly, ‘that if you go back down to the house wthout him and he 
doesn’t appear or they find his dead body up here or washed up on 
the rocks, you’ll be killed. You do understand that, don’t you?' 

The Mexican nodded twice. 'St. ’ 

‘But if / don’t kill you, you’ve got a chance, don’t you?’ asked 
Evan, raising the Mafioso's gun. The member of staff closed his eyes 
and nodded once. ‘So, it’s in the best interests of you and your family 
back in El Dcscanso to join me, isn’t it?’ 

‘Si.’ The Mexican opened his eyes. ‘Join you in whatV 

‘Getting out of here - away from here. There’s a boat down at that 
dock next to a fuel tank. It’s large enough to handle the trip.’ 

‘They have other boats,’ interrupted the executioner’s guide. ‘They 
go faster than the government drug boats and there is a helicopter 
with powerful searchlights.’ 

‘Wiat? Where?' 

‘Down near the beach on the other side of the island. Tlicrc is a 
cement landing ground . . . Arc you a pilot, senor?' 

‘1 wish I were. What's your name?’ 

‘Emilio.’ 

‘Arc you coming with me?’ 

‘I have no choice. I want to leave here and go home to iny family 
and move to a town in the mountains. Otherwise I die and they will 
go hungry.’ 

*I warn you, if you give me any reason to think you're lying, you’ll 
never see El Dcscanso or your family.’ 

‘It is understood.’ 

‘Stay at my side . . . First I want to check out my hangman.' 

‘Your what, senor?’ 

‘My friendly cxcaitioncr. Let's jco! We’ve got a lot to do and not 
much time to do it.’ 

‘To the boat?’ 

‘Not yet,' said Kendrick, a vague, fragmented plar -ig into 
abstract focus. ‘We’re going to disrupt this goci 



just for you and me but for everybody. Evnybody . Is there a too’ 
shed - a place where they keep things like shovels, picks, hedgi 
clippers, those kinds of things?’ , , , 

‘The mantaiimienlo.' answered Emilio. ‘For the gardeners, althougl 
we are often required to assist them. 

‘We’ll m.ake a stop first, then take me there.’ continued Evan 
moving awkwardly and in pain back to the dead Mafioso. ‘Comi 
on!’ 

‘We must be careful, senor!' 

‘I know, the guards. How many are there?' 

‘Two on each of the four passable beach areas and the pier. Ten foi 
each shift. All carry radio alarms that set off sirenas - very loud sirens. 

‘How long are the shifts" asked Kendrick, bending over the corpsi 
of the Secret Service man 

‘Twelve hours Twenty gudrdjs and four jardmiros - gardenen 
Those not on duty arc in what they cal! the “barracks". It is a lonj 
building nonh of the main house ' 

‘Where arc the tools^' 

'In a metal garage tiftv metres south of the ^eiirrador.' 

‘The generator'' 

■Si.’ 

’Ciood hsan removed the Mafuissi’s wallet and black plastit 
idemitKaiion lasc, then ssent through the mud-soaked pockets find- 
ing more than a thousand dollars, undoubtedly not from a federa: 
payroll finalls, he took out the small electronic ‘key’ that relcaset! 
/ the bolls and l^pened the door ol the cabiii-ccll in the woods. 'Let*! 
go.' he repeated, rising svith difficulty from the soft, svet earth .and 
undergrowth 

They started down the path ol amber ground lamps. ‘ Uiio nicmeitlo! 
whispered 1-milio 'I he lights Kick them out, schor. The mort 
darkness, the better \sc are 

‘Good thinking ' agreed Keiidruk, heading back with the Mcxicar 
to the white barrier, where (hc> procccdi-d to crush each succccdinc 
domed bulb mi both sides They reached the mam island path that or 
the left led down to the boats and the dock, on the nght up to tht 
manor house on the top ot the hill, with an oiTshoot leading to tht 
escape proof rustic sabin Fsan and the Mrxjcan raced from onelamf 
to another, demolishing each until thes tame to the cabin path. ‘Tha! 
way!’ ordered Kcndriek, rushing ahead m the nght. 'Forget the lights- 
We’ll take them out on our \s ay bat k 

‘La cahaiia’’ 

‘Hurry up’’ Once again the startling magnified wash of light from 
the thick bevelled windows illuminated the tlearing tn front of tht 
small, solid house. Evan approaihrd the door and pressed a green 
button on the electronic key He heard the bolts slap back into th: 
frame; he turned the knob and went inside 'Get in here,’ he called tf 



Emilio. The Mc.xican did as he was told and Kendrick dosed the 
door, pressing the red button, locking it. 

He ran to the kitchen area, opening drawers and cabinets one after 
another, selecting items that struck him as useful: a torch, a large 
carving knife and several smaller knives, a meat cleaver, three small 
tins of Stemo, solid fuel, a box of camping matches — coated with 
parafTin, strikablc on any hard surface - and a stack of folded towels. 
With everything on the oval oak table, he glanced over at Emilio, 
who was watching him. He picked up one of the knives, the handle 
extended, and held it out for the Mexican. ‘1 hope you don’t have to 
use this, but if you do, don’t miss.’ 

‘TTierc arc men I could not kill without reasoning with them first, 
for they arc as desperate as myself for employment. But there arc 
others, the ones who have been here longest, I would have no such 
problems.’ 

‘Goddamn you, you can’t have any problems! If one alarm is 
raised - ’ 

‘No .alarms will be raised by my friends, senor, not if they know it 
is I, Emilio. Besides, most of them arc in the barracks asleep. They 
use the I’ctcranos for the night patrols; they fear the boats at night.* 

'You’d better be right.’ 

‘1 wish to go home, believe that.’ 

'Take some towels, a can of fuel and a handful of matches. Hurry!’ 
Picking up the remaining items and putting them in his pocJrcts, 
Kendrick left the meat cleaver until last. He gripped it, went to the 
intercom console on the wall and, standing sideways, sliced the heavy 
blade into the back of the equipment, prising it off the wall and out 
of its recess. ‘Get the two lamps over there,’ he said to the Mc.xican. 
‘Smash them. I’ll do the stove lights and the lamp on the other side 
of the room.’ 

Less than a minute later the two desperate men were our on the 
path, the previously brightly lit clearing in front of the cabin now 
eerily dark. ‘The rooh- the gardeners’ tools. Take me to them.' 

‘Con mucho aiidado! We must be careful going around the big house. 
We will put out the path lights only up to where I say. From the 
second level those in the house can see they are not on, and there will 
be alarms. If there arc patrols, let me study them first.' 

‘Let’s go. Tlicy’vc got problems up there, but pretty soon some- 
one's going to wonder where my executioner is. Hurr>- upV 

They smashed the amber lamps up to a ndge that preceded the 
level ground of tlie huge manor house - great house, thought Evan, 

thinking of the tropic zone and the great houses of the Caribbean. 

The Mexican suddenly grabbed Kendrick's arm and pulled 
through the bordering foliage of the path, then pushed his she 
down, gripping the flesh; the message was clear: Crouch and be. 
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side. Not in front and not in back, but at my side. Do you speak 
Spanish?’ 

‘Not well enough to talk to anyone.’ 

‘Then say nothing. Stay close!’ Emilio broke through the bordering 
edge, the rifle over his shoulder, and staned dowTi the path, 
hrashing against the dark tangled greenery, Kendrick did his best to 
rep pace, every now and then whispering to the Mexican to slow 
own. Once at a particularly thick area, Evan removed the meat 
eaver from his belt and hacked at a webbed mass of tropical vines, 
nly to hear Emilio cry out under his breath. '/Silauio!' . . ■ Then he 
card another command: ‘Now, senor! Come out and walk with me. 
luickly!’ 

Kendrick did so, forcing his way tlirough the bushes and joined the 
Mexican, who suddenly, emphatically, began accelerating his strides 
own the sloping path. 'Is going this fast such a good idea?’ asked 
Ivan breathlessly. ‘If we’re seen, someone might chink we were 
unning while on duty.’ 

‘We have come to the back of the mam house,’ answered Emilio, 
ushing forward. ‘There is no one here at this hour but two guards 
n dilTcrcnt paths who meet at the stone yu/erie then go back over the 
ill and down to the beaches. It takes them many minutes and they 
avc just left. We can run across the gjleriii and up the far path, then 
hrough the woods to the maiuatimienio - the tools, senor. ’ 

They reached a sunken brick pane, the same patio Kendrick had 
tudied from the small baJeonv of the guest room above. He 
cmcmbcrcd the two guards signalling each other from the bases of 
he opposing paths. The Me.xican. who was now very much in 
harge, grabbed Evan’s arm and nodded to his left, breaking into a 
un. They raced down into the sunken patio which was far larger 
han Kendrick had realized; it e.xtecded the length of the house itsSf 
nd white wrought-iron furniture had been placed around the cenrz! 
irca in front of a large brick barbecue pie. They ran by the side cf rite 
louse under the balconies, then sprinted across and up the south path 
)f amber lights to a flat area bordered by tall grass, a knoll cvcricci'- 
ng the ocean and two beaches separated by a rock-filled 
icrhaps six hundred feet below. The amber hghts were new- hehuT' 
hem, nothing in front but a narrow descending dirt road. 

From this vantage point, a great deal of the back parted dre^'y;' 

:ould be seen in the sporadic moonlight. Direcriv cc 
more than three hundred yards away and washed, in 
:hc enormous generator. Beyond the fenced- cnoa 
alurred outlines of a long, low- buildins, EmiliD’s 
issumcd. Then fir below, just above the teach ex 
mncretc standing out like a huge fiat beacon. - 

large militaiy heficoprer resnng in place ' 
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and vv-ith Mexican identification but unmistakably United States 

military, . 

'Come!' whispered Emilio. ‘And say nothing, for voices arc heard 
on this side of the island.’ The Mexican started down a dark, unlit 
path cut out of the woods, a forest alleyway used only in daylight. 
And then, thinking about Emilio’s words, Kendrick realized what 
was missing. The sound of the wind and the crashing waves had all 
but vanished - voices umtild carry across the calm of these acres, and 
a helicopter could manoeuvre into its threshold with minimum 
difficulty. 

The metal ‘garage’ Emilio referred to was an apt description but far 
larger than any garage Evan had es’cr seen except tor those outsized, 
sterilized padded structures housing an Arabian royal family’s various 
limousines. Conversely, this was an ugly mass of corrugated alumin- 
ium with several tractors, assorted power mowers, chain saws and 
clipping machines, none usetul because of the noise they ss'Ould make. 
On the side wall and the floor below, hosvcvcr. were more practical 
objects. They included a row ot petrol cans and, above, on hooks and 
suspended between nails, axes, hatchets, scythes, long-handled wire 
cutters, machetes and telescoped rubber-handled tree clippers -all the 
tools required to hold back the tropical foliage from its incredibly 
swift takeover 




The decisions were minor, instinctive and simple The meat clcavcr 
, went in favour ol a hatchet and a machete - for both himself and 
, j Eniiho .^dded to these ssetc the ssuc ^utters, one full can of petrol 
,r and one ten-foot extension tree clipper Everything else from the 
cabin remained in their pockets 

'Tlic helicopter'’ said Kendrick 

'There is a path joining the north and south roads below the 
Xcticradcr Hurts' I he guards have rc.uhcd the beaches by now and 
will soon start back fiies ran out ot tlic gardeners’ warehouse and 
OS’cr to the first dirt road, their tools precariously held by belts, in 
their hands and under their clenched arms With Emilio leading, they 
darted across into the border of high grass and worked their way 
doss'n to the narrosv path heading across the sloping hill. 'Citjanri/W’ 
whispered the Mexican, shoving Evan back into the still reeds of 
grass. A bobbing lighted cigarette glowed as the guard trudged up 
the hill and passed them less than eight feet away, ’Come!’ cried 
Emilio softly as the figure of the guard reached the knoll above. 
Crouching, they raced to the north road, there w as no sign of the 
second patrol so they walked out and began their descent to the 
concrete helicopter pad 

The huge repainted military aircraft stood like a silent behemoth 
about to strike out at an enemy only it could see in the night. Taut 
heavy chains were looped around the landing mounts and anchored 
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in cement; no sudden storms from the sea would move the chopper 
unless they were strong enough to tear it apart. Kendrick approached 
the enormous machine as Emilio stayed in the grass by the road 
watching for the return of the guard, prepared to warn his American 
companion. Evan studied the aircraft with only one thought in mind: 
Immobilize it and do so without making a sound loud enough to be 
carried up the quiet island slope. Nor could he use his torch; in the 
darkness the beam would be spotted . . . Cables. On top under the 
rotor blades and in the tail assembly. Gripping first a door handle, 
then the frame of a window, he pulled himself up in front of the flight 
deck, the long-handled wire cutters protruding from his trousers. In 
seconds he had crawled over the pilot’s curving windshield to the top 
of the fuselage; unsteadily, cautiously, he made his way on his hands 
and knees to the base of the rotor machinery. He pulled out the wire 
cutters, stood up, and three minutes later had severed those cables he 
could see in the dark night light. 

The whistle was sharp and brief! It was Emilio’s signal. The guard 
had come over the crest of the hill and would reach the helicopter pad 
above the beach in barely minutes. The engineer in Kendrick was not 
satisfied. Had he immobilized the aircraft or merely wounded it? He 
had to reach the tail assembly; it was his backup in this mechanical 
age where every machine that went airborne had backup after backup 
in case of in-flight malfunctions. He crawled down the fuselage as 
rapidly as possible without risking his balance and sliding off, 
plummeting twenty feet to the white concrete. He reached the sloping 
tail and could sec nothing; everything was encased in metal . . . no, 
not cvcrj’thing! Straddling the sleek body while holding on to the 
rising tail, he leaned over and spotted two thick, ropelike cables that 
branched off into the right aileron. Working furiously, his sweat 
. dripping and rolling down the shiny metal, he could feel the wire 
, ^tters doing their work as succeeding strands of the top cable sprang 
oose. Suddenly there was a loud snap — loo loud, a massive crack in 
.he still night — as a whole louvrcd section of the aileron thumped 
iown into a vertical position. He had done it; his backup was secure. 

Running feet! Shouts from below. ’^Qtie cosa? Que dcse?’ Beneath 
the tail assembly the guard stood on the concrete, his rifle angled up 
in his right arm aimed at Evan while his left hand reached for the 
radio alarm clipped to his belt. 



CHAPTER 42 


/( could not happen! As if he had suddenly lost all balance, all control, 
Kendrick raised his arms as he slid off the fuselage, crashing the wire 
cutters dow'n into the stock of the nfle The guard started to cry out 
in pain as the weapon was whipped out of his arm to the ground, but 
before the scream could reach a crescendo Emilio was on him. 
crashing the blunt end of his hatchet into the man's skull. 

‘Can you mei'e’’ the Mc.xican asked Evan, whispering. ‘Wc must 
leave here' Qiurkly' The other guard will run over to this side,’ 

Writhing on the concrete, Evan nodded his head and struggled to 
his feet, picking up the wire cutters and the rifle as he rose. ‘Get him 
out of here,’ he said, instantly realizing that he did not have to give 
the order. Eniilio was dragging the unconscious man across the 
helipad into the tall grass Limping, his left ankle and his right knee 
burning with pain, Kendrick followed 

‘I have made a mistake,' said the Mc.xican, shaking his head and 
. if 1 still whispering ‘We have only one chance 1 watched you as you 
'V- walked We ran never reach the dork and the boats without being 
f' seen before the other guard will understand he has no compahero.' 
Emilio pointed to his oblivious countryman 'in the darkness [ must 
fee him, and gei close enough before the other one realizes I am not.’ 

‘He'll shout first, ask \ou what happened What'll you say?‘ 

'1 stepped into the grass to relicvi- myself and struck a large sharp 
rock in my haste 1 will hnip as you arc limping and offer to show 
him where I bleed ' 

'Can you get away with it^' 

‘Pray to the Virgin that 1 can Otherwise wc both die.’ The 
Mexican rose and slung the rifle over his shoulder, ‘One request, 
please, he added. 'This tjiiarda is not a bad man. and he has family m 
E! Suazal, where there is no ssork at all Bind his legs and his arms 
and stuff his mouth with his own clothes I cannot kill him.' 

‘Do you know who the other guard is’‘ asked Evan harshly. 

‘No.‘ 

‘Suppose you can't kill him, cither'' 

'Why is it a problem’ I am a strong fisherman from El Descanso 
when there are boats that will hire me I can bind him myself - or 
bring back another companero for us ' 
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The second option was not to be. No sooner had the limping 
Emilio reached the dirt road at the side of the helipad than the south 
guaScal running down. As they drew closer there was a bnef 
exchange in Spanish, then suddenly a vocal eruption from one of the 
two men and it was not the fisherman from El D^canso. Silence 
instantly followed and moments later Emilio returned. 

*No companero,' said Kendrick, not asking a question. 

‘That snarling rata would claim his mother is a whore it the poltcta 

laid him enough!’ 

‘“Would,” as in the past tense?’ 


‘No comprende.' 

‘He’s dead?’ 

‘Dead, senor, and in the grass. Also, we have less than thirty 
minutes before the light comes up in the east.’ 

‘Then let’s go . . . Vour friend is bound.’ 

‘To the dock? To the boats?’ 

‘Not yet, amigo. We have something else to do before we get there.’ 
‘I tell you it will be light soon!’ 

‘If 1 do things right, there’ll be a lot more light sooner than that. 
Get the gasoline and pick up the tree clippers. I can’t manage much 
more than what I’ve got.’ 

Step by agonizing step, Evan climbed the narrow dirt road behind 
the Mexican until they reached the island’s immense, fence-enclosed 
generator, the bass-toned hum assaulting their ears to the point of 
painful vibrations. Signs of jPeligro! . . . Danger! were everywhere, 
and the single gate to the interior was secured by two huge plate- 
locks that apparently took the simultaneous insertion of keys to open. 
Limping around into the darkest shadows of the floodlights, Kendrick 
gave the order while handing Emilio the wire cutters. ‘Start here, and 
I hope you’re as strong as you say you are. This is heavy-gauge fence. 
Slice an opening, three feet’s enough.’ 

‘And you, senor’’ 

‘1 have to look around.’ 


He/o»rid them! Three iron discs screwed into concrete thirty feet 
apart, three enormous tanks, cisterns for fuel, supplemented by banks 
of photovoltaic cells somewhere which no longer concerned him. 
Opening a disc required a T-squared hexagonal wrench, its upper 
bars long enough for two strong men on each bar. But there was 
another way and he knew it well from the desert tanks in Saudi 
Arabia; an emergency procedure in the event the caravans of fuel 
^cks forgot the implement, not uncommon in the Jabal deserts 
Each supposedly impenetrable disc had fourteen ridges aaoss the top, 
*= manhole covers in most American cities, 
although much smaller. Hammered slowly counterclockwise, the 
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drculzr vatilts vi'oidd loosen nntil hands and fingers could read 
sides and unscrew thern. 

Kendrick walked back to EmiEo and the near deafening is 
generator. The .Mcjdcan had cut through two parallel vertial 
and was starling at the ground level base, ‘Come with mcl’ said E 
shouting into Emilio’s ear. ‘Have you got your hatchet?’ 

‘Puesst.’ 

‘So do 1.’ 

Kendrick led the Mexican back to the first iron disc and instn: 
him how' to use the towels from the electronic cabin to muftii 
blows from the blunt ends of their hatchets. ‘Slowly,’ he yellec 
spark can set off the fumes, eorr.prcnde?’ 

‘No, senor.’ 

'It's better that you don’t. Easy now! One tap at a time. N( 
hard! . . . It's moving'’ 

‘Now harder?’ 

‘Christ, no! Easy, amigo. As if you were cracking a diamond.’ 

‘It'has not been my pleasure - ’ 

‘It will be if we get out of here . . . There! h’s freel Unscrew 
the top and leave it there. Give me your towels.’ 

‘For what, senor?’ 

‘I’ll explain as soon as you get me through that door you’re cui 
in the fence.’ 

‘That will take time - ’ 

‘You’ve got about two minutes, dinijjo!’ 

‘Madrc de Dios!' 

‘Where did you put the gasoline?’ Kendrick moved dose 
heard. 

‘There!’ replied the Mexican, pointing to the left of the 'd 
was cutting. 

Crouching painfully in the shadows, Evan tied the towels 
tugging at each knot to make sure it was secure until he hai 
ten-foot length of cloth. His body aching with each tivistii 
ment, he unscrewed the top of the petrol can and drenched i 
of towels, squeezing each as if it were a dishcloth. In minut 
a ten-foot fuse. His knee now boiling, his ankle swelling s' 
crawled back to the fuel tank dragging the towels at; 
Straining, he pried up the iron cover, inserting three feet ( 
moving the heavy disc off centre so that a flow of air woiilij 
throughout the black tank below. Backtracking, he pre 
towel, each leg of his fuse, firmly in the ground, sprinklinr, 
each, but only ‘dusting’ them so as to retard the speed ol . 
from base to gaseous contact. 

The last towel in place, he stood — wondering briefly lu- 
could stand — and limped back to Emilio. The Me.xican ' 
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the heavy-gauged ait-out scaion of the fence towards him, bending 
it up to permit access into massive, glistening machinery that through 
the dynamoclcctrical process convened mechanical energy into 
electricity. 

'That's enough,' said Kendrick, bending over to speak close to 
Emilio’s car. ‘Now listen to me carefully, and if you don't understand, 
stop me. From here on everything is timing -something happens and 
we do something else. Comprende?' 

‘Si. We move to other places.’ 

‘That's about it.’ Evan reached into the pocket of his mud-encrusted 
jacket and withdrew the torch. ‘Take this,' he continued, nodding his 
head at the hole in the fence, ‘I'm going in there and I hope to hell I 
know what I’m doing - these things havx changed since I installed 
them - but if nothing else I can shut it down. There may be a lot of 
noise and big sparks - ’ 

'iComoV 

'Like short bolts of lightning and . . . and sounds like very loud 
static on the radio, do you understand?' 

‘It is enough - ’ 

‘Not enough. Don’t get near the fence - don’t touch it and at the 
first crack, turn away and shut your eyes . . . with any luck all the 
lights will go out and when they do, shine the torch on the opening 
in the fence, okay?' 

■Okay.’ 

‘As soon as 1 get through to this side, swing the light over there.' 
Kendrick pointed at the last of his knotted towels protruding out of 
the ground. 'Have your rifle over your shoulder and hold out one for 
me — have you got the cap you took from the first guardr If you have, 
give it to me.’ 

‘Si. Here.' Emilio took the cap out of his pocket and handed it to 
Evan, who put it on. 

‘When I'm dear of the fence. I’ll go over there and strike a match, 
setting the towels on fire. The second I do that we get out of here to 
the other side of the road, cemprenit?' 

‘I understand, senor. Into the grass at the other side of the road. 
We hide.’ 

*Wc hide; we work our way op the hill in the grass, and when 
everyone starts running around, we join them!' 

'(Como?’ 

‘Twenty-odd personnel.’ said Kendrick, checking his pockets and 
removing the two tins of fuel, rcplaring tJiem in his trousers, then 
ripping the coat ofThis back and the tie offhis neck. ’We re only tv.n 
of them in the dark, but we'll be making our way over the hill and 
down to the dock. With two rifles and a Colt .43. 

’I understand,’ 
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air, had openings of extremely limited dimensions, vertically and 
horizontally; this was his. It was either his or he was its in death; one 
slip meant instant electrocution, and even if he avoided death by 
millicounts of high voltage, he could be blinded by the exploding 
streaks of white electric light if he did not turn away in time, keeping 
his eyes tightly closed. But if he could do it, the island’s generator 
would be shut down for major replacement. Time . . . lime might 
well be the last gift he had to give. i 

He pulled the machete out of his belt, sweat pouring down his face 
despite the wind from the flywheel, and inched the blade towards the 
horizontal space . . . Trembling, he yanked the machete back; he had 
to steady his hands! He could not touch cither edge of the narrow 
space! He tried again, inserting one inch, then two, and three ... he 
rammed the heavy blade inside, snapping back both hands before the 
blade made contact and lurched to the ground behind him, his face 
and eyes buried under his arms. The self-contained electrical detona- 
tions were ear-shattering, and despite his tightly closed eyes, white 
blinding light was everywhere in the darkness. The flywheel would 
not stop! It kept chewing up the primitive metal of the machete while 
spewing out bolts of Frankensteinian electrical charges, spitting 
jaggcdly, violently into the fence. 

Kendrick leaped up, shielding his eyes, and, step by cautious step, 
crossed back to the tree clipper, its saw-toothed jaws embedded in 
the transformer’s conduit. He gripped the rubber handles, and in 
desperation crashed them back and forth until the jolt threw him.oflf 
his feet. He had struck the cable proper and the telescoped metal 
clippers fell into the metal fence. The whole generator complex went 
mad, as if its elearical inhabitants were infuriated by mere man’s 
interference with his superior inventions. Lights went out every- 
where, but there were still blinding, erratic, jagged streaks of electrical 
lightning within the lethal fenced enclosure. He had to get outl 

Scrambling on his stomach, his arms and legs propelling him like a 
racing spider’s, he reached the hole in the fence, the beam of the 
flashlight guiding him through. When he got to his feet, the rifle was 
thrust into his hands by Emilio. 

Slaichcs! yelled Evan, unable to reach his own; the Mexican gave 
him a handful while angling the torch over to the last towel. Kendrick 
ran, limping to his fuse, lurching to the ground and striking half a 
dozen matches on a rock. As they flared he threw them on the last 
towel, the flame caught and started its deadly journey, slowly, 
relentlessly, no more than a glow in the dirt. 

‘Hurry!’ cried Emilio, helping Evan to his feet and leading him. 
not to the path back to the dirt road, but instead into the high grass 
below. -Many have come out of the house and are running down! 
Pronto, senor!’ 
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They raced, literally diving into the grass as a swarm of panicked 
men, most with rifles, approached the blinding, erupting generator, 
shielding their eyes and shouting at one another. During the chaos 
Kendrick and his Mexican companion crawled through the grass 
below the terror-stricken crowd. They reached the road as another 
equally stupefied stream of men came rushing out of the long, low 
building that was the sufT s barracks. Most were only half dressed, 
many in undershorts, and not a few showing the etTccts of too much 
alcohol. 

'Listen to me,’ whispered Evan into Emilio's car. ‘We’ll get out 
there carrying our nfles and start up the road Keep shouting in 
Spanish as though sve were following someone’s orders. Sow!' 

‘jTraaies agua!' roared the Mexican as both men sprang out of the 
grass and joined the stunned, screaming crowd from the barracks. 
'jAgiia! . . jTraenes ogua'' They broke through the mass of excited 
bodies only to be confronted by the panicked contingent from the 
main house, half of whom had cautiously moved down the path to 
the dying, smoking, spitting machinery that had been the island’s 
source of power The darkness was awesome, made eerie by the 
maniacal voices shouting everywhere in the dim, intermittent moon- 
light Then beams of light shot out from the house above, 

'The path'' cried Kendrick ‘Head for the mam path down to the 
dock. For God's sake, /iKrry' That tank will blow any second and 
there'll be a stampede for die boats'' 

‘It is ahead We must pass through the y’u/erij,’ 

'C/irij(. they'll be at the csindows, on the balconies!’ 

'There IS no other \cay, no quicker way 
‘Let’s go'' 

The dirt road stopped, replaced by the narrow path that only 
minutes ago had been bordered by the parallel rows of domed amber 
lights. They ran. Kendrick lurching in agony, down into the sunken 
patio, raang across the bricks to the steps that led to the mam path. 

‘Slop!’ roared a deep voice as the beam of a powerful torch swung 
down on them 'Where arc you Jesus Chnst, it’s you!’ Evan 
looked up. Directly above, standing on the short balcony he had 
stood on barely an hour ago. was the outsized yachtsman. In his hand 
was a gun; it was being raised, aimed at Kendnek. Evan fired his rifle 
at the same instant the yachtsman’s weapon exploded. He felt the 
searing hot bullet slice into his left shoulder, hurling him back ofThis 
feet. He fired again and again as the giant above held his stomach, 
screaming at the top of hts lungs. 'It’s him! k's Kendrick'. . . . Stop the 
son of a bitch, step htm! He’s going down to the boats'.’ 

Kendrick took closer aim and fired a last shot. High Noon in the 
Town of Corruption grabbed hts throat, arched his neck, then fell 



forward over the railing and down into the brick patio. Evan’s eyes 
began to close, the mists swirling about his head. 

'No, senor! You must run! Get to your feet!’ Kendrick felt his arms 
being pulled out of their sockets and his face being repeatedly, harshly 
slapped. 'You will come with me or you will die, and I will not die 
with you! 1 have loved ones in El Dcscanso - ’ 

‘HOtat?’ shouted Evan, saying nothing, agreeing to nothing, but 
answering everything as part of the mists cleared. His shoulder on 
fire, the blood drenching his shirt, he rose and lurched for the steps, 
somehow in the far reaches of his mind remembering the Colt .45 he 
had taken from the Mafioso, ripping it out of his back pocket, tearing 
the stretched cloth to remove the weapon too large for its recess. 'I’m 
with you!’ he cried out to Emilio. 

‘I know,' replied the Mexican, slowing his pace and turning around. 
‘Who pulled you up the steps, senor? . . . You arc hurt and the path 
is dark so I must use the IiiKcnia- the flashlight.’ 

Suddenly the earth exploded, shaking the ground with the impact 
of a block-sized meteor, smashing windows throughout the big house 
on top of the hill and sending fire up into the night sky. The 
generator’s fuel tank erupted into the heavens as the two fugitives 
raced down the path, Kendrick staggering, trying desperately to focus 
on the wavering beam of light ahead, his knee and ankle scaring in 
pain. 

ShplJ. Gunfire! Bullets snapped above them, around them, digging 
up the earth in front of them. Emilio switched off the torch and 
grabbed Evan's hand. ‘It is not much longer now’. I know the way 
and 1 will not let go of you.’ 

‘If we ever get away from here, you’re going to have the biggest 
fishing boat in El Dcscanso!’ 

'No, senor, 1 will move my family to the hills. These men will 
come after me, after my nirlos.' 

'How about a ranch?’ The moon abruptly emerged from beyond 
the nishing, low-flying clouds, revealing the island’s dock barely two 
hundred feet away. The gunfire had ceased; it started up again, but 
again the earth seemingly blew apart, an isolated galactic mass in 
frenzy. 'It happened]' shouted Kendrick as they neared the base of the 
dock. 

'Senor? cried the Mexican, terrified at the ear-shattering, uncx- 
peacd detonation, panicked by the ball of smoke and the branches of 
fire that rose beyond the house on the hill. ‘This island will go into 
the sea! IHifli happened?’ 

Tile second tank blew! I couldn’t predict, I could only hope. ’ 

A single gunshot. From the dock. Emilio was liii! He doubled over 
grabbing his upper thigh as the blood spread through his trousers. A 
man with a rifle moved out of the moonlit shadows fifty feet aivay. 
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raising a hand-held intercom to his face. Evan crouched, his who! 
body now a festering boil, and raised his left hand to steady his righ 
and the Colt automatic. He fired twice, one or both of his shot 
hitting the target. The guard reeled, dropping both the nfle and thi 
radio; he fell on the thick wood planks and was still. 

‘Come on, cried Kcndnck, gripping Emilio’s shoulder. 

‘I cannot moi'c! I have no legV 

'Well, I'm not going to die with you. you bastard! I've got a coupl 
of loved ones, too, over there. Get off your ass or swim back to E 
Dcscanso and your ninotV 

'(Como?’ shouted the Mexican furiously as he struggled to rise. 

'TTiat’s better. Get angry! We’ve both got a lot to be angry about. 
His arm around Emilio’s waist, his barely functioning shoulder anc 
legs supporting the Mexican, the two men walked out on the darl 
dock. ‘The big boat on the right’’ yelled Evan, grateful that the moor 
had gone back behind the clouds ’You know about boats, amigo?’ 

‘1 am a fisherman!' 

‘Boats like this'’ asked Kendrick, propelling Emilio over the side 
on to the deck, laying the 45 on the gunwale. 

‘You don't catch fish on these boats, you catch turistas.' 

’There's another definition - ’ 

‘£s igual Still, 1 have run many boats i can try . . , The otha 
boats, senor' They will come out and find us for they are much faster 
than this beautiful one ’ 

'Could any of them make it to the mainland?’ 

'Never They cannot take heavy swells, and burn fuel too quickly. 
Thirty, forty kilometres and they must come back This is the fcarw 
for us. ’ 

‘Give me your Stcnio’' yelled Evan, hcanng shouts up on the main 
path. The Mexican yanked the small tin out of his right pocket as 
Kendrick removed his two and pned up the lids with the carving 
knife. 'Open yours, if you can’’ 

‘1 have. Here, senor. 1 go up to the bndge.’ 

'Can you make it’’ 

‘I have to ... El Dcscanso.’ 

‘Oh, Chnst' A key’ For the engine'.' 

'In these pnvate docks it is customary to leave the key on board in 
case storms or heavy winds make it necessary to move - ’ 

‘Suppose they didn’t?’ 

‘All fishermen go out with many drunken captains. There ate 
panels to open and wires to cross Get the lines, senor!’ 

‘Two ranches,' said Evan as Emilio hobbled to the bridge ladder. 

Kendrick turned, grabbing the Colt automatic from the gunwale 
and digging out the solid fuel of the Stemo with his fingers. He ran 
down the dock throwing handfuls over the canvas of each hugt 




but his body had sunk below the bridge’s windows. Kendrick grabb 
the railing and got to his feet, barely able to steady himself. 1 
lurched over to the wheel, appalled by the darkness and the swell 
the waves that rocked the boat. Emilio fell to the floor, his hai 
springing away from the circular rudder. ‘What ran 1 doV yell 
Evan. 

‘The . . . radio,' choked the Mexican. 'I haul nets and I am noi 
capuin, but 1 have heard them in bad weather . . . There is a chanr 
for urgenda, mimero dieciscis!' 

•What?’ 

‘Sixteen!' 

‘Where's the radio?' 

‘On the right of the wheel. The switch is on the left. Pronto!' 

'How do I call them?’ 

‘Take out the micro/ono and press the button. Say you arc premero 
inayoV 

‘May Day?‘ 

‘/SiV . . . Madre de Dios , . ' Emiho collapsed on the bridge dec 
unconsaous or dead. 

Kendnek lifted the plastic-coiied microphone out of its cradi 
snapped on the radio and studied the digital readout below tl 
console Unable to think, the boat battered by swells he could n 
sec, he kept t.apping the keyboard until the number 16 appeared at 
then pressed the bu'ton. 

‘This IS Congressman Evan Kendnek'.’ he screamed. ‘Am 1 rcaehii 
anyone?’ He released the button. 

‘This IS Coast Guard. San Diego, ‘ came the flat reply. 

‘Can you patch me into a telephone line at the Westlake Hotel? It 
an emergaiq'V 

‘Anybody can say anything, sir. We’re not a phone service.' 

‘1 repeat. I’m Congressman Evan Kendrick from the ninth distri- 
of Colorado and this is an emergency I’m lost at sea somewhere we 
or south of Tijuana!’ 

‘Those are Mexican svaters - ’ 

‘Call the mire House! Repeat what I’ve just told you . . . Kcndric 
of Colorado!’ 

‘You‘rc the guy who went to that Oman . . . ?‘ 

‘Get your orders from the White House!* 

'Keep your radio open, 1*11 take your coordinates for the RDF - ' 

‘I don't have time and 1 don’t know what you’re talking about.' 

‘It’s the radio directional finder - ’ 

‘For Christ’s sake, Coast Guard, patch me through to the Westla! 
and get your orders! 1 have to reach that hotel.’ 

‘Yes, sir. Commando Kendrick!’ 

‘Whatever works,’ mumbled Evan to himself as the sounds froi 


he console speaker erupted in different tones until there was the hum 
)f a telephone ringing. The switchboard answered. 'Room Fifty-One! 
durry, please.' 

'Yes?' cried the strained voice of Khaiehla. 

‘It's ;nc!’ shouted Kendrick, pressing the button for transmission, 
hen instantly releasing it. 

‘For God’s sake, where arc you?’ 

‘In the ocean somewhere, J'orgci it! There’s an attorney, a lawyer 
^rdis used for herself, and he’s got a ledger that spells out everything! 
Find him! Get it!' 

‘Yes, of course. I’ll reach MJ right away. But what about yon? Arc 
you - ’ 

Another voice intruded, the deep commanding tones unmistakable. 
‘This is the President of the United States. Find that boat, find that 
fnflii, or all your asses arc in a sling!’ 

The swells tossed the boat like an insignificant bauble in a furious sea. 
Evan could no longer hold on to the wheel. The mists returned and 
he collapsed over the body of the fisherman from El Descanso. 
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CHAPTER 43 


He was aware of violently swaying weightlessness, then of hands 
grabbing him, and a harsh wind buffeting him. finally of a deafening 
roar above him. He opened his eyes to blurred figures frantically 
moving around him, unbuckling straps . then a sharp puncture in 
his flesh, on his arm He tned to rise but was restrained as men carried 
him to a flat, padded surface inside a huge, vibrating metal cage. 

'Easy, Congressman'' shouted a man in a white Navy uniform that 
gradually came into focus 'I'm a doctor and you're pretty bashed up. 
Don’t make things more difficult tor me because the President himself 
will offiaatc at tny court martial if I don't do my job.’ 

Another puncture He coidd not take any more pain. ‘Where am It 

‘A logical question,’ replied the medical officer, emptying a syringe 
into Kendnek's shoulder 'You’re in a big whirlybird ninety miles off 
the coast of Mexico You were on your way to China, man, and 
those seas arc rugged ' 

'That's It’’ Evan tried to raise his voice, but could barely hear 
himself 

‘What’s "it"’' The doctor leaned down as a medical aide above him 
held a bottle of plasma 

‘Passage to China - an island called Passage to China! Seal it cjp.' 

Tm a doctor, not a member of the Seals - ’ 

’Do as I tell you! Radio San Diego, get planes out there, boats 
out there' Take fi'erypncl' 

‘Hey man. I’m no expert, but these arc Mexican waters - ’ 

‘Goddamn it, call the tl7ii(r House' ,\o' Contact a man named 
Payton at the CIA . Mitchell Payton, CIA'. Tell him what 1 just 
told you. Say the name Grincll'' 

'Wow, this IS heavy.' said the voung doctor, looking up at a third 
man at the foot of Kendrick's padded resting place, 'You heard the 
congressman. Ensign. Go up to the pilot An island called Passage to 
China, and a man named Payton at Langley, and someone else called 
Grincll! Hop to it. guy, this is the President’s boyl . . . Hey, is th'a ' 
anything like what you did to the Arabs?' 

'Emilio?' asked Evan, dismissing the question. ‘How is he?' 

’The Mex?' 

'My friend . . .• the man who saved my life.’ 
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‘He’s here right beside you; we just got him up,’ 

‘How is he?* 

‘Worse off than you - much worse. At best it's sixty-forty against 
him. Congressman. We’re flying back to the base hospital as fast as 
we can,’ 

Kendrick elbowed himself up and looked at the prone, unconscious 
figure of Emilio, barely two feet away .behind the doctor. 7Ec 
^Icxican’s arm was on the deck of the helicopter, his face ashen, close 
I a mask of death. ‘Give me his hand,* ordered Evan. ‘Giuf it to me!' 
‘Yes, sir,’ said the doaor, reaching over and pulling Emilio’s hand 
p so Kendrick could grasp it. 

‘El Dcscansol' roared Evan. ‘El Descanso and your family - your 
'ije and the niiiasl You goddamned son of a bitch, don’t die on me! 
’ou fucking know-nothing fisherman put some juice in your 
tomach!' 

'^C6mo?’ The Mexican's head thrashed back and forth as Kendrick 
ightened his grip. 

‘That’s better, amigo. Remember, we’re angry! We stay angry. You 
lang in there, you bastard, or I’ll kill you myself. Comprende?' 

His head turned towards Evan, Emilio partially opened his eyes, a 
mile creasing his lips. ‘You think you could kill this strong 
Isherman?' 

‘Try me! . . . Well, maybe I couldn't, but I can get you a big boat.' 
‘You arc loco, senor,’ coughed the Mexican. ‘. . . Still, there is El 
Descanso.’ 

‘Three ranches,’ said Kendrick, his hand falling away under the 
effect of the Nzvy doaor’s hypodermic needle. 


One by one the graceful limousines drove through the dark streets of 
Cynwid Hollow to the big house on Chesapeake Bay. Whereas on 
previous occasions there had been four such vehicles, on this night 
there were but three. One was missing; jt belonged to a company 
founded by Eric Sundstrom, traitor of Inver Brass. 

The members sat around the large circular table in the extraordinary 
library', a brass lamp in front of each. All the lamps on the table were 
lit but one, and that was the one in front of a fifth empty chair. Four 
pools of light shone dov/n on the polished wood; the fifth source was 
^extinguished, implying no honour in death, instead, perhaps, a 
^reminder of human frailry in an all too human world. On this night 
•vu humorous small talk, no badinage to remind them that 

.-they were monal and not abo^ the common touch despite their 

features in 

,, , - , , you for your comments.’ 

ave only one, Gideon Logan stated firmly, his large black hea'. 
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in shadows. 'Wc can't stop, the alternative is too devastating. The 
unleashed wolves will take over the government - what they haven’t 
usurped already.’ 

‘But there’s nothing to slop, Gid,’ correacd Margaret Lowell. ‘Poor 
Milos set everything in motion in Chicago.' 

‘He hadn’t finished, Margaret.’ said Jacob Mandel, his gaunt face 
and frame in his accustomed chair next to Winters. ‘There’s Kendrick 
himself. He must accept the nomination, be convinced that he should 
take it. If you recall, the subject was brought up by Eric, and now 1 
wonder why. He might has’c left well enough alone, for it could be 
our Achilles’ heel.’ 

■ ‘Sundstrom was consumed, as always, by his insatiable curiosity,’ 
said Winters sadly. 'The same curiosity that, when applied to space 
technology, made him betray us. Having said that, however, it 
doesn’t answer Jacob’s question Our congressman could walk away.’ 

‘I’m not sure Milos thought it was so senous a problem, Jacob,’ 
reflected Attorney Lowell, leaning forward, her elbow on the table, 
her extended fingers against her right temple. ‘Whether he actually 
said It or not is immaterial, but he certainly implied that Kendrick 
was an intcnsclv. if unfashionably. moral man. He loaths corruption 
so he went into politics to replace a corrupter.’ 

’And he went to Oman,’ added Gideon Logan, ‘because he believed 
that with his expertise he could help with no thought of reward for 
himself - that was proved to us ’ 

‘And ihoi was what persuaded all of us to accept him,’ said Mandel, 
nodding ‘Everything dovetailed The extraordinary man in a very 
ordinary field of political candidates. But is it enough? Will he agree 
even if there’s the national ground swell that Milos had so well 
orchestrated ‘ 

‘The assumption was that if genuinely summoned, he would 
respond to the call,' said Winters flatly. ‘But is it an acairate | 
assumption?’ | 

‘I think It IS.' replied Margaret Lowell. ' 

‘1 do, too. ‘ Logan nodded his large head and moved forward ir 
the refleaed pool of light from the table. 'Still Jacob has a point. 1 
can’t be sure, and if we’re wrong, it’s Bollinger and business as usu 
and the wolves take over next January. ‘ 

‘Suppose Kendnek was confronted with the alternative of yo 
wolves, with proof of their venality, their entrenched bchind-tl 
scenes power that’s permeated the entire Washington structure?’ ask 
Winters, his voice no longer a monotone but very much alive. ‘Unc 
those circumstances, do you chink he will answer the call?’ 

The huge black entrepreneur leaned back into the shadows. 1 
large eyes squinting. ‘From everything wc know . . . yes, yes, I do 

‘And you, Margaret?’ 
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•1 agree wth Gid. He is a ’remarkable man - with a political 
conscience, I believe.’ 

’Of°coursc, Samuel, but how is it to be done? We have no 
documentation, no official records - good heavens, we bum our own 
notes. So apart from the fact that he'd have no reason to believe us, 
we can’t reveal ourselves and Varak’s 
*l have another to take his place. A man who, if necessary, can 
make certain Evan Kendrick is given the truth. The whole truth if he 
doesn’t know it already.' 

Stunned, all eyes were on the spokesman for Inver Brass. What 
the hell arc you saying, Sam?’ cried Margaret Lowell. 

'Varak left instruaions in the event of his death, and I gave him 
my word not to open them unless he was killed. I kept my word 
because in all honesty 1 didn’t care to know the things he might tell 
me ... 1 opened them last night after Mitchell Payton’s call.’ 

'How will you handle Payton?' asked Lowell suddenly, anxiously. 
‘We’re meeting tomorrow. None of you has anything to fear; he 
knows nothing about you. We’ll either reach an accommodation or 
we won’t. If we don’t. I’ve lived a long and productive life - it will 
be no sacrifice.’ 

‘Forgive me, Samuel,’ said Gideon Logan impatiently, ‘but we all 
face those decisions - we wouldn’t be at this table if we didn’t. What 
were Varak's instructions?’ 

‘To contan the one man who can keep us - or conceivably the 
collective you - completely and officially informed. The man who 
was Varak’s informer from the beginning, the one without whom 
Milos could never have done what he did. When our Czech uncovered 
the discrepancy in the State Department’s logs sixteen months ago, 
the omission that had Kendrick listed as entering the State Department 
but with no record of his departure, Varak knew where to look. 
What he found was not only a willing informer but a dedicated one 
. . . Milos is, of course, irreplaceable, but in this day of high 
technology, our new coordinator is among the most rapidly rising 
young offici.ils in government. There isn’t a m^or department or 
agency in W^bington that’s not vying for his services, and the private 
sector has offered him contracts reserved for former presidents and 
secretaries of state ai least twice his age/ 

He must be a hell of a lawyer or the youngest foreign service 
expert on record, mtcijccted Margaret Lowell. 

'^-Wte-haired spokesman of Inver 
Brass. He s considered the foremost technologist of computer science 
m the country perhaps in the West. Fortunately for us Te comes 
pom considerable wealth and isn’t tempted by private htdust/ In 
way he s as committed as Milos Var'ak in p'uLit oVtt Son's 
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excellence ... In essence, he was one of us when he understood his 
gifts.’ Winters leaned forward over the table and pressed an ivory 
button. ‘Will you come in, please?' 

The heavy door of the extraordinary library' opened and in the 
frame stood a young man still in his twenties. What set him apart 
from most others of his age were his striking looks; it was as though 
he had walked out of a glossy advertisement for men’s fashions in an 
expensive magazine. Yet his clothes were subdued, neither tailored 
nor cheap . . . just ordinarily neat. It was the chiselled, nearly 
idealized Grecian face that was startling. 

'He should forget computers,' s.tid Jacob Mandcl quietly, 'f have 
friends at the William Morns Agency. They’ll get him a television 
scries,’ 

‘Do come in, please,' interrupted Winters, plaang his hand over 
Mandel’s arm. ‘And, if you will, introduce yourself’ 

The young man walked confidently but without arrogance to the 
west end of the table below the black cylinder that when lowered was 
a screen. He stood for a moment looking down at the pools of light 
on the tabic. 

'It’s a particular honour for me to be here,’ he said pleasantly. ‘My 
name is Gcr.i!d Brvee, and 1 am currently director of GCO, Depart- 
ment of State. ' 

‘GCO’’ asked Mandcl. ‘Another alphabet?’ 

‘Global Computer Operations, sir,' 

The California sun streamed through the windows of the hospital 
room as Khalchla, her arms around Evan, gradually released him. 
She sat b.ack on the bed above him and smiled wanly, her eyes 
glistening from the residue of tears, her light olive skin so pale. 
'Welcome to the land of the living,' she said, gripping his hand. 

‘Glad to be here.’ whispered Kendrick weakly, staring at her. 
‘When I opened my eyes, i wasn't sure u was you or whether 1 was 
. . . whether they were playing more tncks on me.' 

•Tricks?’ 

'They took my clothes I was m some old corduroy pants - 
then 1 was back in my sun - my blue - ' 

‘Your "congressional threads”. 1 believe you called them,’ inter- 
rupted Khalchla gently ’You'll have to get another suit, my darling- 
What was left of your trousers after they cut them away was beyond 
a tailor.’ 

Extravagant girl Christ, do you know how good it is to sd 
you? I never thought I’d sec you again - it made me so goddamned 
angry.’ 

I know how good it is to see you. That hotel carpet has been worn 
through . . . Rest now; we’ll talk later. You just woke up and the 
doaors said - ’ 
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‘No . . . To hell with the doctors, I want to know what’s happened. 
^°Hc’lfmake it, but one lung is gone and his hip is shattered. He 11 

icvcr walk properly again, but he’s alive.’ ^ ^ 

'He doesn’t have to walk, just sit in a captain s chair. 

•What’’ . > 

‘Forget it ... The island. It’s called Passage to China -- 
‘We know,’ broke in Khalehla firmly- 'Since youre so rotten 
stubborn, let me do the talking . . . What you and Carallo did was 
incredible - ’ 

‘Carallo? . . . Emilio?’ , c 

‘Yes. I’ve seen the photographs - my God, what a mess. 1 he nre 
spread everywhere, especially over the east side of the island. The 
house, the grounds, even the dock where the other boats exploded - 
gone; all gone. By the time the Navy choppers arrived with Marine 
assault troops, everyone on the place was frightened to death and 
waiting on the west beaches. They greeted our people as if we were 
liberators.’ 

‘Then they got Grinell.' 

Khalehla looked down at Evan; she paused, then shook her head. 
‘No. I’m sorry, darling.’ 

‘How Kendrick started to rise, wincing at the pain in his 

stitched and bandaged shoulder. Again gently, Rashad held him, 
lowering him down on the pillow, ‘He couldn’t have got away! They 
didn’t loohl’ 

‘Tliey didn’t have to. The Mexicans told them.’ 

‘What? How?' 


‘A seaplane flew out and picked up the hombre patron.' 

‘1 don’t understand. All communications were out’’ 

‘Not all. What you didn't know - couldn’t know - was that Grinell 
had small auxiliar)' generators in the cellar of the main house with 
enough power to reach his people at an airfield in San Felipe - we’ve 
learned that much from the Mexican transmission authorities; not 
who but where. He can run and even disappear, but he can’t hide 
forever; we’ve got the tail of a trail,’ 


‘Vcr>' alliterative, as my executioner might say.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Forget it-’ 

‘I wish you’d stop saying that.’ 

Sorry, 1 mean it. What about Ardis’s lawyer and the ledger 1 told 
; you about?’ 

Again, wc’rc closing in but we’re not there yet. He’s taken a hike 
somewhere, but where no one knows. All his phones ate monitored 
and sooner or later he 11 have to call one of them. When he does we’ll 
f. have lum. * 
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‘Could he have any idea that you’re after him?’ 

‘It’s the big question. Grinell was able to reach the mainland, and 
through San Felipe he could have sent word to Ardis’s lawyer. We 
simply don’t know.’ ^ 

‘Manny?’ asked Evan hesitantly. ‘Then again you didn t have 

time - ’ 

'Wrong, I had nothing hut time, desperation time, to be exact. I 
called the hospital in Denver last night, but all the floor nurse could 
tell me was that he was stable and, ! gather, something of a 
nuisance.’ 

‘The understatement of the week ’ Kendrick closed his eyes, 
shaking his head slowly ‘He’s dying. Khalchla. He’s dying and 
there’s nothing anyone can do about it ' 

‘We’re all dying, Evan Every day is one day less of life. That's not 
much help, but Manny's over eightv and the verdict’s not in until it’s 
in.’ 

'I know,’ said Kendrick, looking at their entwined hands then u 
at her face 'You're a beautiful lady, aren't you’’ 

‘It’s not something I dsscll on. but I suppose I’ll pass for okay-plu: 
You're not exactly Quasimodo vourself ' 

‘No, 1 just walk like him It’s not very modest but our kic 
have a fair chance of being decent looking little bastards.’ 

Tm all for the first part but somesvhat dubious about the second.’ 

’You understand that voujust agreed to marry me, don’t you?’ 

‘Try getting awav from me and you'll find out how really good 
am with a gun ’ 

'That’s nice “ Oh, Mrs Jones, have you met my wife, th 
gunslinger’ if anyone’s crashed your party, she’ll nail him righ 
between the eyes 

‘I’m also black belt, first class, in ease a weapon makes too mud 
noise.’ 

'Hey, terrific Nobody’s going to push me around any more. Pid 
a fight with me. I’ll let her ofi’thc leash ’ 

‘Grrrr,’ grosvled Khalchla, baring her bright lovely teeth, the 
composing her face, looking down as if studying him, her dark eyt 
soft, floating. '1 de love vou God knows what we two misfits thin’ 
we’re doing, but I guess sve’rc going to give it a try.' 

'No, not a try,’ said Evan, reaching for her with his right hand. 
lifetime,’ he added She bent down and they kissed, holding cad 
other like two people who had nearly lost each other. And th 
telephone rang. 

'Damn!' cned Khalchla, springing up 

‘Am I that irresistible?’ 

’Hell, no, not yon. It's not supposed to ring in here, those svcrc m; 
instrurtions!’ She picked up the phone and spoke harshly. ‘Yes, am 
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whoever you arc I'd like an explanarion, How' did you get through to 
h* oom?* 

* 'S^Splanation, Officer Rashad.’ said Mitchell Payton in Langley, 
Virginia, ‘is comparatively simple. I countermanded a subordinate’s 

you haven’t seen this man! He looks like a nuked Godzilla!’ 
‘For a grown-up woman, Adrienne, one who has admitted in my 
cscncc that she’s over thirty, you have an untidy habit of frequently 
king like an adolescent . . . And I’ve also spoken to the doctors. 
, -an needs some rest and must keep his ankle strapped and his leg 
lict for a day or so and his shoulder wound periodically checked. 
It beyond these minor inconveniences, he could go right back into 

,c field.’ . , . 

■You arc one frozen^/). Uncle Mitch! He can barely talk. 

'Then why have you been talking to him?’ 

‘How did you know . . .?’ 

‘1 didn’t. You just told me . . . May we please deal with realities, 
ly dear?’ 

‘What’s Evan? Unreal?’ 

‘Give me that phone,’ said Kendrick, awkwardly taking the instru- 
nent from Khalchla’s hand. ‘It’s me, Mitch. What’s happening?’ 

‘How arc you, Evan? ... I suppose that’s a foolish question.’ 

‘Very. Answer mine.’ 

‘Ardis Vanvlandcren’s lawyer is at his summer house in the San 
acinto Mountains. He called his office for messages and we got an 
irca fix. A unit is on its way there now to evaluate. They should be 
[here in a matter of minutes.’ 


‘Evaluate? What the hell is there to evaluate? He’s got the book! Go 
in and get it! It obviously spells out their whole global structure, 
every rotten arms merchant they’ve used in the world! GrineU can 
run to any of them and be hidden. Grab it!’ 


You re forgetting about Grinell’s own sense of survival. I assume 
Adrienne . . . Khalehla told you.’ 

‘Yes, a seaplane picked him up. So what?’ 

‘He wants that ledger as much as we do, and he’s no doubt reached 
Mrs Vanvlandercns man by now. Grinell won’t risk coming up 
himself but he 11 send someone he can trust to retrieve it. If he knows 

"I “ of eyes on the 

misird instructions sviU be to his 

r Mexico?’ 

Where he could be stopped at the border or in an airport - ’ 

ith us m attendance. What do you think he’ll tell that person'’ 

’P^eScTv'^' 

’I hope your men arc good at what they do.’ 


581 



‘Two men, and one is just about the best we have. His name is 
Gingerbread; ask your friend about him.’ 

‘Gingerbread? What kind of dumb name is that?’ 

‘Later, Evan,’ interrupted Payton. ‘I’ve got something to tell you. 
I’m flying out to San Diego this afternoon and we have to talk. I hope 
you’ll be up to it because it’s urgent. ’ 

‘I’ll be up to it, but why can’t we talk no%v?’ 

‘Because I wouldn’t know what to say . . . I’m not sure I will later, 
but at least I’ll have learned more. You see. I'm meeting with a man 
an hour from now, an influential man who's intensely interested in 
you - has been for the past year. ’ 

Kendrick closed his eyes, feeling weak as he sank back into the 
pillows. ‘He's with a group or a committee that calls itself. . . Inver 
Brass.’ 

‘You knoll’?' 

‘Only that much I've no idea who they are or what they arc, just 
that they’ve screwed up mv hfe.' 

The tan car, its coded government plates signifying the Central 
Intelligence Agency, drove through the imposing gates of the estate 
on Chesapeake Bay and up the nrcular drive to the smooth stone 
steps of the entrance The tall man in an open rainco.n that revealed a 
rumpled suit and shirt - evidence of nearly seventy-two hours' 
continuous wear - got out of the back scat and walked wearily up the 
C, steps towards the large, stately front door He shivered briefly in the 
II cold morning air ol' the overcast day that promised snow - snow for 
Chnstmas, reflected Payton It was Christmas Eve, simply another 
day for the director of Special Projects, yet a day he dreaded, the 
impending meeting one he would trade several years of his life not to 
have insisted upon. Throughout his long career he had done many 
things that caused the bile to erupt in his stomach, but none more so 
than the destruction of good and moral men He would destroy such 
a man this morning and he loathed himself for it, yet there was no 
alternative For there was a higher good, a higher morality, and it 
ss'as found in the reasonable !.iws of a nation of decent people. To 
abuse those laws was to deny the decency; accountability was 
paramount and constant He rang the bell. 

A maid preceded Paytoji through an enormous sitting rootu 
overlooking the bay to another stately door. She opened it and tht 
director walked inside the extraordinary library, trying to absorb 
everything that struck his eyes The huge console that took up the 
entire wall on the left with its panoply of television monitors and 
dials and projection equipment; the lowered silver screen on the rigH 
and the burning stove in the near corner; the cathedral windows 
directly opposite and the large arcular table in front of him. Samuel 
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Win:cK got up from the chair beneath the wall of sophisticated 
technology and came forward, his hand extended. 

'ft's been too long, MJ - may I call you that?’ said the world 
renowmed histonan. ‘As I recall, everyone called you Ml.’ 

schSar^ hands and the septuagenarian 

scholar waved his arm, encompassing the room 

I do. Who are the others?’ 

'If you don’t mind, I'll keen it mu- 
conference.’ P not be a long 

|You’re certain of that?’ 

’mr ^^yton. sitting down. 

it’s nnusuahSeSif 

he parameters of discussion Anrt “^Position without regard tc 

■omphment.’ ^ somewhat condesinding, 

Thzt's rather hostile, isn’t it?’ 

nd be elected to natiom'l who should run 

•ts* Io°“'‘^"’' Seth’s [he ’ 

■Thai's sophisiryi hut don', imiaulk" 

sake, look 



at Philadelphia in 1787! The Consiitiiticn, Doctor! The people rcan 
goddamned quickly to oppression and malfeasance!’ 

‘Tell that to the citizens of the Soviet Union. ’ 

‘Checkmate. But don’t tr^' to explain that to the refuseniks and the 
dissidents who every day make the world more aware of the dark 
comers of Kremlin policy. They arc making a difference, Doaor.’ 

'Excesses!' cried Winters. ‘Everywhere on this poor, doomed planet 

there is e.xcess. It will blow us apart.' 

‘Not if reasonable people expose excess and do not join it in 
hysteria. Your cause may have been right, but in your excess you 
violated laws - written and unwritten - and caused the deaths of 
innocent men and women because you considered yourself above the 
laws of the land. Rather than telling the country what you knew, you 
decided to manipulate it.' 

‘That IS your dctcrnunation'’ 

‘It is. Who are the others in this Inver Brass?' 

‘You hiow that name-' 

‘1 just said It Who arc they'' 

‘You’ll never learn from me ' 

‘We’ll find them ultimately But for my own curiosity, where 
did this organization start’ If you don't care to answer, it doesn't 
matter ' 

'Oh, but I do care to answer,' said the old historian, his thin hands 
trembling to the point where he gnppcd them together on the table. 
‘Decades ago Inver Brass was bom in chaos, when the nation was 
being tom apart, on the edge of self dcstmction. It was the height of 
the great depression; the country had come to a stop and violence was 
crapting everywhere Hungry people care little about empty slogans 
and emptier promises, and productive people who’vc lost their pride 
through no fault of their own arc reduced to fury . . . Inver Brass 
was formed by a small group ol immensely wealthy, influential men 
who had follosvcd the advice of the likes of the financier Bernard 
Mannes Baruch and were unscathed by the economic collapse. They 
were also men of social constacncc and put their resources to work in 
practical ways, stemming riots and violence not only by massive 
infusions of capital and supplies into inflamed areas, but by silently 
ushering laws through Congress that helped to bring about measures 
of relief. It is that tradition that wc follow.’ 

‘Is it?' asked Payton quietly, his eyes cold, studying the old man. 

'Yes,' answered Winters emphatically. 

‘Inver Brass . . . What docs it mean?’ 

‘It's the name of a marshy inlet in the Highlands of Scotland that’s 
not on any map. It was coined by the first spokesman, a banker of 
Scots descent, w'ho understood that the group had to act in secrecy.’ 

‘Therefore without accountability?' 
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‘I repeat. We seek nothing for ourselves!’ 

'Then why the secrecy?’ . , 

‘It’s necessary, for although our decisions arc arrived at dispassion- 
■ly for the good of the country, they’re not always pleasant or in 
: eyes of many even defensible. Yet they were for the good of the 


‘‘°Ewn defensible?”’ repeated Payton, astonished at what he was 

‘I’ll give you an example. Years ago our immediate predecessors 
ere faced with a government tyrant who had visions of reshaping 
ic laws of the country. A man named John Edgar Hoover, a giant 
■ho became obsessed in his old age, who had gone beyond the 
ounds of rationality, blackmailing presidents and senators - decent 
icn - with his raw files, which were rampant with gossip and 
inucndo. Inver Brass had him eliminated before he brought the 
xccutive and the legislative, in essence the government, to its knees, 
ind then a young writer named Peter Chancellor surfaced and came 
50 close to the truth, h was he and his intolerable manuscript that 
aused the demise of Inver Brass then - but not its resurrection.’ 

‘Oh, my GoJl' exclaimed the director of Special Projects softly. 
Good and evil, decided solely by you, sentences pronounced only by 
’ou. A legend of arrogance.’ 

“^fsit! There was no other solution. You’re wrong!’ 

‘It s the truth.’ Payton stood up, pushing the chair behind him. 

1 VC nothing mote to say, Df Winters. I’ll leave now.’ 

'What arc you going to do?’ 

What has to be done. I’m filing a report for the President, the 
mtomey General and the congressional oversight committees. That’s 
e <Ju' . . You re out of business, Doctor. And don't bother to see 
me to the door, !’!i find my way.’ 

Payton walked out into the cold grey morning air. He breathed 
Sccply, trying to fill his lungs but unable to do so. There was too 
a offensive - on Christmas 

Car whcn Suddenly, 

htnecd om report ~ a Payton’s driver 

' 50 th hands the drive, his weapon steadied by 

;:4^vchic!c' He w!" ? continued towards the back door of 

uw from- h s h There were no reservoirs of strength to 
rgenq- to % fmplctc. Nor was there now the 

cirad by his o\vn finished, its leader 

Winters, it was in\hamM authority of Samuel 

?-Te message of the manner of his death would send 

c had to be told remained . . . Evan Kendrick? 

told the whole story, all sides of it, and make up his 
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own mind. But it could wait - a day at least. All MJ could think of 
the driver opened the door for him was to get home, have sevei 
more drinks than were good for him, and sleep. 

‘Mr Payton,’ said the driver, ‘you had a radio Code Five, sir.’ 
‘What was the message?’ 

‘"Contact San Jacinto. Urgent".’ 

‘Return to Langley, please. ’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘Oh, in case 1 forget. Have a Merry Christmas.’ 

‘Thank you, sir.’ 



CHAPTER 44 


idii-vd'" b?h" d X coi' s '’“’’I' ' "" 

pm Ibroogb w hisrooX'*'’”'^'"® »f Phones, there are to be no calls 
‘We understand. Here’s rh^ • . 

operator has at the switchboard AU ^Ik ^ ^ 

the Westlake Hotel.' ‘ referred to you at 

;pat’s corrca._ Thank you very much.’ 

with fricndj’and sinci^^arS^^ Chnstmas Eve and instead of being 
'’°ni“,ei ilr'’" “X ’ 

‘Take r’ ^ c L together.’ 

PmInXn £ reS;.'”"' 
a mite Y - 

Tm ® medical opinion. 

. mamcssissvhatlam.’ 

‘You’re sT'^ 1 should be such a mess.’ 
and squcczin'Jjf ’ j^^aichla, putring her hand on the nurse’s arm 

‘Menn,, f'L ■“■ 'goodnight. See you tomorrow.' 

<jj ^ ^Jnstmas, dear.’ 

white corrid ^ merry one yourself.’ Rashad walked down the 
She bad m elevators and pressed the lower butto 

oiinutes ^hout needing .sleep; except for a brief tweni 

eyes in nca *ho and Evan dozed off she had not closed hi 

meal, and K hours. A hot shoss-cr, a warm room-scrvic 

*hop’in on 'he night. In the morning she ' 

J^oplc whn K j 'hat stayed open for the benefit o'" _ 

her. j,f°tgottcn someone and buy a few silly presi , . 

It was hly God. she thought. For my/.re.Y. Too 

gentler ’ 'hough, boss- Christmas undenUb'y ' 

cr aspects of human nature — regardless 


587 



lack of both. The nurse, for instance. She was sweet, and probably; 
rather lonely woman with too large a body and a pudgy face unlikely 
to be chosen for a recruitment poster. Yet, she had tried to be warn 
and kind. She had said that she knew how the congressman’s lady fcl: 
because she had seen them together. She had not. Khalehla remem- 
bered every person who had come into Evan’s room and the nuts: 
was not one of them. Kindness . . . rcaching-out, whatever one cared 
to call it, it was Christmas. And her man was safe. The elevator doors 
parted and she walked into the descending cage feeling secure and 
warm and kind. 

Kendrick opened his eyes to the darkness. Something had awakened 
him . . . what was it? The door to his room ... Yes, of course, i; 
was the door. Khalehla had told him he was going to be checked and 
re-checked all night long. Where did she think he would go? Out 
dancing? He sank back into the pillow, breathing dcply, no strengft 
in him, all energy elusive , . . No. It was not the door. It was ; 
presence. Someone was there in the room! 

Slowly he moved his head, inch by inch on the pillow. There \v» 
a blurred splash of white in the dark, no upper or lower c.vtcnsions, 
just a dull space of white in the darkness. 

‘Who is it?’ he said, finding his barely audible voice. ‘Who’s ihcrr" 

Silence. 

'Who the hell are you? What do you iiwir?’ 

Then, like a rushing onslaught, the white mass came towards him 
out of the dark and crashed into his face. A pillow. He could act 
fircflf/ic! He swung his right hand up, pushing against a muscular arm. 
then sliding otT the flesh into a face, a soft face, then into the scalp cf 
. woman’s hair! He yanked the strands in his grip with all tl- 
strength he could summon, rolling to the right on the narrow hosp'.u! 
bed, pulling his predator down to the floor beneath him. He rclejift- 
the hair and hammered the face under him, his shoulder in tormea!, 
the stitches broken, blood spreading through the bandages. He trie- 
to yell, but all that emerged was a throated cry. The heavy wonim 
clawed at his neck, her fingers sharp, hard points breaking his skv 
. '. . then up into his eyes, tearing his lids and scraping his forchcJ- 
He .surged up, spinning our of her grip, beyond her reach, crashia: 
into the wall. The. pain was intolerable. He lurched towards the doc- 
hut she was on him, hurling him into the side of the bed. Hh h^‘- 
struck the carafe of water on the table; he grabbed it and, spinn^ 
again, swung it up into the head, into the maniacal face above hi® 
The woman was stunned; he rushed forward throwing his rig- 
shoulder into her heavy body, smashing her into the wall, tfcm 
lunged for the door and yanked it open. The white antiseptic hall 
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bathed in dim grey light except for a bright lamp behind the desk 
halfway down the corridor. He tried again to scream. 

‘Someone . . . ! Help me!* The word.s were lost; only giirtural. 
muted cries came out of his mouth. He limped, his swollen ankle and 
damaged leg barely able to support him. Where i<w everybody? No 
one was there ... no one at the desk! Then two nurses came casually 
through a door at the far end of the hallway, and he raised his right 
hand, waving it frantically as the words finally came. ‘Help me . . . !' 

‘Oh, my GodV screamed one of the women as both nishcd forward. 
Simultaneously, Kendrick heard another set of racing feet. He spun 
around only to watch helplessly as the heavy, musailar nurse ran out 
of his room and down the hall to a door beneath a red-lettered lixit 
sign. She crashed it open and disappeared. 

‘Call the doctor down in emergency!' cried the nurse who reached 
him first. ‘Hurry. He’s bleeding all over the place!’ 

‘Tlien I’d better call the Rashad girl,’ said the second nurse, heading 
for the desk. ’She’s to be called with any change of status, 3nd, Jesus, 
this is certainly that!’ 

‘No!' yelled Evan, his voice at last a clear, if breathless, roar. ‘Leave 
her alone!’ 

‘But Congressman - ’ 

‘Please do as I say. Don’t call her! She hasn’t slept in two or three 
days. Just get the doctor and help me back to my room . . . Tlien 1 
have to use the phone.’ 

Forty-five minutes later, his shoulder restitched and his face and 
neck cleaned up, Kendrick sat in bed. the telephone in his lap, and 
dialled the number in Washington he had committed to meinors' 
Against strenuous objections he had ordered the doctor and the nurses 
not to call the military police or even the hospital’s security. It had 
been established that no one on the floor knew the heavyset woman 
other than as a name, obviously false, through transfer papers 
presented that afternoon from the base hospital in Pensacola, Florida. 
Highly qualified nurses were coveted additions to any stafl; no one 
questioned her arrival and no one would stop her in her swift 
depanure. And until the whole picture was clearer, there could be no 
official investigations triggering news stones in the media. The 
blackout was still in elTect. 

‘Sorry to wake you, Mitch — ’ 

'I-van?' 

'You’d better know what happened.’ Kendrick dcscrilsed the all too 
real nightmare he had lived through, including his dcasion to avoid 
the pofice, civilian and military. ‘Maybe I was wrong, but 1 reckoned 
once she reached that exit door there wasn’t much chance of getting 
her and every chance of hitting the papers if they tried.’ 
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'You were right,’ agreed Payton, speaking rapidly. 'She was a hired 
gun-’ 

'Pillow.' corrected Evan. 

'Every bit as lethal if you hadn’t woken up. Tlie point is, hir 
killers plan ahead, usually with several different exits and an cqt 
number of changes of clothes. You did the right thing.’ 

'Who hired her, Mitch?’ 

‘I’d say it’s pretty obvious. Grinel! did. He’s been a malignani 
busy man since he got off that island.’ 

‘^at do you mean? Khalehla didn't tell me.’ 

‘Khalehia, as you call her, doesn’t know. She has enough stn 
with you on her hands. How is she taking tonight?’ 

'She hasn’t been told. 1 wouldn’t let them call her.’ 

‘She’ll be furious.’ 

‘At least she’ll get some sleep What about Grinell?’ 

'Ardis Vanvlandercn’s lawyer is dead and the ledger is nowhere 
be found. Grineli’s people got to San Jacinto first.' 

'Goddamn it’' shouted Kendrick hoarsely. ‘We’ve lost it!' 

‘It would appear so. but there’s something that doesn’t quite ai 
up ... Do you recall my telling you that all Grinell needed in ord 
to know we were closing in was someone watching the attomcj 
house ' 

'Certainly.' 

? 'Gingerbread found him ’ 

'And?' 

'If they did get that book, why station a lookout after the fat 
Indeed, why risk it?’ 

'Force the lookout to tell you! Drug him up, you’ve done it befort 

‘Gingerbread thinks not.’ 

‘IVIty not?’ 

‘Two reasons. The man may be a low-scale watchman who knot 
absolutely nothing, and second. Gingerbread wants to follow him.’ 

‘You mean this Gingerbread found the lookout but the looko 
doesn’t know it?’ 

T told you he was good. Grinell’s man doesn’t even know v 
found the dead lawyer. All he saw was a company truck and tv 
gardeners in overalls who proceeded to mow the lawns,’ 

‘But if the lookout’s so low-scale, what will Gingerbread - Chri; 
that’s a dumb name - what will he learn by following him?’ 

‘I said he may be low-scale with only a relay telephone number 
call periodically that wouldn’t tell us anything. On the other hand, 1 
may not be. If he’s upscale he could lead us to others.’ 

‘For God’s sake, Mitch, drug him and find out!’ 

‘You're not following me, Evan. A relay phone is called periodical 


590 



, , . „ specific times, if *c sdefide's bnta, wcscodGfci.— 
“Tolv “l »„vol«« tote.' sdd . wetoed. esespeemi 
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’You don’t want to talk about yesterday morning - about your 
meeting with the top dog from that Ins’cr Brass; 

‘Perhaps tomorrow. It’s no longer urgent. Without him there is no 

Inver Brass.’ 

‘Without him?’ 

‘He killed himself. . . Merry Christmas, Congressman.’ 


Khalchla Rashad dropped the packages in her arms and screamed. 
' IHia; happened?' she cried, rushing to the bed. 

‘Medicare’s a bunch of bullshit,’ replied Evan. 

'That’s not funnf. . . . The SPs at your door and the way they 
looked at my ID downstairs when I said I was coming to see yee ~ 
what happened?' 

He told her, omitting the parts about the replaced stitches nc the 
blood in the hallway. ‘Mitch agrees with what I did.’ 

*!’il have his keadl’ yelled Khalehla. ‘He should have csllii me!*' 

‘Then you wouldn’t look as lovely as you do. The shadows oRund:'. 
your eyes arc only half black. You slept.’ 

‘Twelve hours,’ she admitted, sitting on the edge of me bed. "Tm: 
sweet, pudgy nme? I can’t believe it!’ 

•I could have used some of youi black bdt. Erse dass,, manme i 
don’t make a point of fighting very often, and burdlr ever.- -.wm- 
women- except bookers who overcharce.’' 

•Remnd me never to let you pay . T. Oh. Qd Enm idoKsw ; 

should have insisted on a larger room wre two beds: and ‘- 

you!' ■ 

Don't carry this protective roemse toe & knf " 

remember?’ 


‘And you remember tha 
moves, all right?' 

•There gocth all my iBa5admecc(m 

bonbons and champagne while you b 
'Only a man could ev- 
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‘Not mine.’ They kissed again and quite naturally the telephone 
rang. ‘Don't yell!’ he insisted. ‘It’s probably Mitch.’ It was. 

‘Breakthrough!' c.xclaimcd the direaor of Special Projects from 
Langley. Virginia. ‘Has Evan told you? About Grincll?’ 

‘No, nothing.’ 

'Put him on, he can explain things to you - ’ 

'Why didn’t you (all me last night - this morning?’ 

‘Pul him on!’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘What is it, Mitch?’ 

‘The break we've needed - we've got it!' 

‘Gingerbread?’ 

‘Oddly enough, no. From an entirely different source. You look 
for crazy things in this business and sometimes you find them. On an 
outside chance we sent a man to the offices of Mrs Vanvlandercn’s 
attorney with a mocked-up document permitting him access to the 
flics of the Vice President's late chief of staff. In her employer’s 
absence tlie secretary wasn't about to let anyone prowl around the 
files, so she called the San Jaanto house. Knowing she wouldn't get 
an answer, our man hung m there for a couple of hours playing the 
agry Washington offiaal with orders from the National Security 
Council while she kept trying to reach the lawyer. Apparently she 
tas genuinely upset; he was supposed to be in an all-day conference 
uc there with important clients . . . Whether it was frustration or 
:lf-dcfcncc that made her say it. we don't know and don’t care, but 
le blurted out the fact that our man probably wanted all those 
□nfidential pages she’d Xeroxed, but he couldn't get them anyway 
ccause they were all in a safety box down in a bank vault.’ 

‘Bmgo,' said Evan quietly, inwardly shouting. 

‘Unquestionably. She even described the ledger . . . Our astute 
etomey was perfectly willing to sell Grinell the book, then proceed 
) blackmail him with the copy. Grinell's lookout was there out of 
mple cunosity. nothing more, and the ledger will be ours within 
le hour.’ 

‘Get It, Mitch, and break it down! Look for a man named Hamcndi, 
■bdel Hamcndi.’ 

‘The arms dealer,' said Payton audibly, nodding. 'The photographs 
1 Vanvlandcrcn's apartment - Lausanne, Amsterdam.' 

‘That's the one. They'll use a code name for him, of course, but 
ace the money, the transfers in Geneva and Zurich - the Gemein- 
-chaft Bank in Zurich.’ 

‘Naturally.’ 

‘There’s something else. Mitch. Let’s clean house as much as we 
can. A man like Hamcndi supplies arms to all the fanatic splinter 
groups he can find, each side killing the other with what he sells 
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them. Then he looks for other the 
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Sixteen days passed, Christmas a painful memory, the New Year 
’rcctcd cautiously, with suspicion. On the fourth day Evan had 
idsitcd Emilio Carallo and gave him a photograph of a fine new 
fishing boat, along with its owmership papers, a prepaid course for 
his captain’s licence, a bank book and a guarantee that no one from 
the island of Passage to China would ever bother him in El Descanso. 
It was the truth; of the selcacd brethren of the inner government 
who had conferred on that insidious government’s island, none cared 
to acknowledge it. Instead, they huddled with their batteries of 
lawyers, and several had fled the country. They were not concerned 
with a crippled fisherman in El Descanso. They were concerned with 
saving their lis'cs and their fortunes. 

On the eighth day the ground swell came out of Chicago and rolled 
through the Middle West. It started with four independent news- 
papers within a sixty-mile radius editorially proposing the candidacy 
of Congressman Evan Kendrick for the vice presidential nomination. 
"Within seventy-two hours three more were added, in addition to six 


television stations owned by five of the papers. Proposals became 
endorsements and the voices of the journalistic turtles were heard in 
the land. From New York to Los Angeles, Bismarck to Houston, 
Boston to Miami, the brothexhood of media giants began studying 
the concept, and the editors of Titnc and I'fcwsweek called emergency 
meetings. Kendrick was moved to an isolated wing of the base 
hospital and his name removed from the roster of patients. In 
Washington Annie Mulcahy O’Reilly and the staff informed 
hundreds of callers that the representative from Colorado was out of 
the country and not available for comment. 

On Je devemh day the congressman and his lady returned to 

tf’ey found Emmanuel 

r/w? overseeing an army of carpenters repairing 

the house. Manny s pace was slower and he sat dotvn a greatS 
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but his illness had no cfTcrt on his ever-present irascibility. It was 
constant; the only time he lowered his voice even a decibel was whe 
he spoke with Khalehla - his ‘lovely new daughter, worth muc 
more than the bum who was always hanging around’. 

On the fifteenth day Mitchell Payton, working with a youn 
computer genius he had borrowed from Frank Swann at State, brol 
the codes of Grinell’s ledger, the bible according to the inni 
government. Working through the mght with Gerald Bryce at tl 
keyboard, the two men compiled a report for the President, Langfot 
Jennings who told them exaaly how many pnntouts were to 1 
made. One additional report rolled out of the word processor bcfoi 
the disk was destroyed, but Mj was not aware of it. 

One by one the big cars arnved at night, not at a darkened estate o 
Chesapeake Bay but instead at the south portico of the White Housi 
The passengers were escorted by marine guards to the Oval Office t 
the President of the United States. Langford Jennings sat behind h: 
desk, his feet on a favourite ottoman to the left of his chaii 
acknowledging with a nod everyone who came - all but one. Vit 
President Orson Bollinger was simply stared at, no greeting c.xtendcc 
only contempt. The chairs were arranged in a scmiarclc in front c 
the desk and the awesome man behind it. Included in the entouragi 
each carrying a single nianila envelope, were the majority an 
minority leaders of both Houses of Congress, the Acting Secretary' of 
State .ind the Secretary of Defense, the directors of the Central 
IntelligciKe and the National Security agencies, the members of the 
Joint C hiefs ol Stafi, the Attorney General, and Mitchell Jarvis 
Payton. Special Projects, C.'IA. All sat down and waited in silence. 
The w'aiting was not long. 

‘We're in a pile of deep shit.’ said the President of the United 
States. ‘How it happened I'll be damned if 1 know, but I’d better get 
some answers tonight or I'll sec a number of people in this town 
spending twenty years on a rock pile. Do I make myself clear?’ 

There was a scattered nodding of heads but more than a few 
objected, angry laces and voices resenting the President’s 
implications. 

‘Hold on! continued Jennings, quieting the dissenters, ‘I want the 
ground rules tlioroiighly understood. Each of you has received and 
presumably read, the report prepared by Mr Payton. You’ve a!! 
brought it with you and again presumably, as ordered, none of you 
has rn.idc copies. Arc these statements accurate? . . . Please answer 
individually, starting on my left with the Attorney General.’ 

Each of the assembled group repeated the action and the words of 
the nation s chief law enforcement officer. Each held up the manih 
envelope and said, ‘No copies, Mr President,’ 


594 



‘Good.’ Jennings removed his feet from the ottoman and leaned 
forward, his forearms on the desk. ‘The envelopes arc numbered, 
gentlemen, and limited to the number of people in this room. 
Funhcrmorc, they will remain in this room when you leave. Again, 
understood?' The nods and the muttcrings were affirmative. ‘Good 
... I don’t have to tell you that the information contained in these 
pages is as devastating as it is incredible. A network of thieves and 
killers and human garbage who hired killers and paid for the services 
of lenorisis. Wholesale slaughter in Fairfax, in Colorado - and, oh my 
God - in Cyprus, where a man worth any five of you bastards was 
blown up with his whole delegation , . . It’s a litany of horrors; of 
boardrooms across the country' in constant collusion, of setting prices 
for outrageous margins of profit, buying influence in all sertors of the 
government, turning the nation’s defence industry into a grab bag of 
riches. It’s also a litany of deceptions, of illegal transactions with arms 
merchants all over the world, lying to armaments control committees, 
buying licences for export, re-routing shipments where they’re disal- 
lowed. Christ, it's a fucking mess! . . . And there’s not one of you 
icrc that isn't touched by it. Now, did 1 hear a few objections?’ 

‘Mr President - ’ 

‘Mr Prc5i£fr«t-‘ 

‘I‘ve spent thirty years in the Corps and no one has ever dared - ’ 

‘7 dare!’ roared Jennings. ‘And who the hell are you to tell me I 
an’t? Anyone else?’ 

‘Yes, Mr President,’ replied the Secretary of Defense. ‘To indulge 
n your language, 1 don’t know what the fuch you’re specifically 
illuding to and 1 object to your innuendos,’ 

'Specifics? [nnuendos? Screw you, Mac, read the figures! Three 
niliion dollars for a tank that's estimated to cost roughly one million 
Ivc to produce? Thirty million for a fighter aircraft that's been so 
avcrloadcd with Pentagon goodies it can’t perform, then goes back 
;o the drawing board and another ten million per machine? Forget the 
:oi!ct scats and the goddamned wrenches, you've got much bigger 
problems.' 

‘They’re all minor expenditures compared to the totality, Mr 
President.’ 

'As a friend of mine said on television, tell that to the poor son of a 
bitch who has to balance a budget. Maybe you're in the wrong job, 
Mr Secrctar),-. We keep telling the country that the Soviet economy is 
a shambles, its technology light years behind ours, and yet every year 
when you produce a budget, you tell us we're up shit’s creek because 
Russia's outperforming us economically and technologically. There’s 
a slight contradiction there, wouldn't you say?' 

‘You don’t understand the complcxirics - ’ 

'I don't have to. I undersund the contradictions . . . And what 
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about you, you four glorious stalwarts from the House and Scnan 
members of my party and the loyal opposition? You never smcl 
anything?' 

‘You’re an extremely popular President,’ said the leader of t 
opposition. ‘It’s politically difficult to oppose your positions.’ 

‘Even when the fish is rotten?’ 

‘Even when the fish is rotten, sir.’ 

‘Then you should get out, too . . . And our astute military cli 
our Olympian Joint Chiefs of Staff. Who's watching the goddamn 
store, or are you so rarefied you forgot the address of the Pentago 
Colonels, generals, admirals, marching in step out of Arlington it 
the ranks of defence contraaors and selling the taxpayers down t 
drain.’ 

‘I object'.' shouted the chairman of the JCS, spitting through 1 
capped teeth. 'It’s not our job, Mr President, to keep tabs on eve 
officer’s employment in the pnvate sector,' 

‘Perhaps not. but your approval of recommendations maV 
damned sure who gets the rank that makes it possible . . . And he 
about the country’s super spies, the CIA and the NSA? Mr Payti 
here excluded - and if any of you try to railroad him to Siberia, yor 
answer to me for the next five years - where the hell were you? An 
sent all over the Mediterranean and the Persian Gulf - to ports t 
Congress and 1 said were off limits! You couldn’t trace the traffic? W1 
the hell was on the swiulP' 

’In a number of cases, Mr President,’ said the director of the Central 
Intelligence Agenev, 'when wc had reason to question certain activi- 
ties. we assumed thev were being carried out with your authority, for 
they reflected vour policy position Where the laws were involved wc 
believed you were being advised bv the Attorney General, as is the 
accepted procedure. ’ 

’So you shut your eyes and said "Let Joe Blow handle the pot of 
hot potatoes." Very commendable for saving your ass, but why 
didn't you check with me'' 

’Speaking tor the NSA.’ broke in the director of the National 
Security Agency, ’we spoke several times with both your chief of 
staff and your National Secuntv adviser about several unorthodox 
developments that turned up on out desks. Your NSC adxriscr insisted 
that he knew nothing about what he termed “vicious rumours", and 
Mr Dennison claimed they were - and 1 quote him accurately, Mt 
Prc-sident - "a bunch of shit spread by ultra libera! wimps takdiij 
cheap shots at you”. Those were his words, sir.’ 

‘You'll notice.’ remarked Jennings coldly, ‘that neither of those i 
men is in this room. My NSC adviser has retired, and my chief cM 
staff is on leave attending to personal business. In Herb Dennison’s | 
defence, he may have run a tight, pretty autocratic ship, but Hi* 





You’re going to stay right where you are and make damned sure v 
g« back on course . . . Understand me dearly, I don't care vvh 
people think of me or you or the house I’m temporarily occupyin 
but 1 do care about the country, I care about it deeply. So deeply 
fact that this ptcliminary report - preliminary because it isn’t finishi 
by a long shot - is going to remain the sole property of this Preside 
under the statutes of executive nondisclosure until 1 think the time 
right to release it . . . which it tt'ill be. To release it now wou 
cripple the strongest presidency this nation has had in forty years ar 
do irreparable damage to the country, but I repeat, it trill be rcleasi 
, . , Let me explain something to you. When a man, and I trust son 
day a woman, reaches this office, there's only one thing left, ar 
that’s his mark on history. Well, I'm taking my.sclf out of that ni 
for immortality within the next five years of my life, because durir 
that time this (ompicted report, with all its horrors, will be mai 
public. But not until every wrong committed on my watch has bet 
righted, every enme p.iid for If that means working night and da' 
then that's what you're all going to do - all but my panderini 
sycophantic Vice President who's going to fade away and with ar 
luck will have the grace to blow his brains out ... A final won 
gentlemen. Should any of you be tempted to jump this rotten shi 
we've all created bv omission and commission, please remember th 
I'm the President of the United States with incredible pow’crs. In tl 
broadest sense thev include life and death - that's merely a statemei 
of fact, but if you care to take it as a threat . . . Well, that’s yo 
■ pnvilcgc Nosv. get out of here and start thinking. Payton, you staj 
■|/ "Yes, Mr President ' 

‘Did they get the message. Mitch’’ asked jcnnmgs, pouring himsi 
and Payton a dnnk Ironi a bar recessed in the left wall of the O' 
Office 

'Let's put It this svay,' replied the director of Spcaal Projects. ‘I 
don t have that whisky in a nutter of seconds. I'm going to sta 
shaking again 

The President grinned ins tanious gnn as he brought Paytor 
drink to him at the window 'Not bad for a guy who’s supposed 
got the IQ of a telephone pole, huh’' 

‘It was an extraordinary performance, sir.' 

That s what tnis office has been largely reduced to. I’m afraid.' 

‘I didn’t mean it that way, Mr President.’ 

‘Of course you did and you're right. It’s why the king, with allk 
clothes on or naked, needs a strong prime minister who, in tor 
creates his own royal family - from both parties, incidentally.’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

'Kendrick. 1 want him on the ticket.’ 
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‘Then you’n have to convince Hm, I’m afraid. According to my 

)irrr - 1 call her my niece but she’s not really - . ' 

‘1 know all about it. all about her,’ interrupted jenmngs. What 


That'San’s perfectly aware of what’s happened - what’s happen- 
ing - but hasn’t made up his mind. His closest fnend, Emmanuel . 
Weincrass, is extremely ill and not expected to live. ^ 

‘I’m aware of that, too. Y ou didn’t use his name but it s in your 


report, remember?’ . , , , r t.- i . 

‘Oh, sorry. I haven’t had much sleep lately. I forget things - • • At 

any rate, Kendrick insists on going back to Oman and 1 can t dissuade 
him. He’s obsessed with the arms merchant Abdel Hamcndi. He 
quite rightly believes that Hamendi’s selling at least eighty per cent of 
all the firepower used in the Middle East and Southv/est Asia, 
destroying his beloved Arab countries. In his way, he s like a modern 
day Lawrence, trying to rescue his friends from international con- 
tempt and ultimate oWivion.’ 

‘What exactly docs he think he can accomplish?' 

'From what he’s told me, it’s basically a sting operation, 1 don’t 
think it’s clear to him yet, but the objective is. That’s to expose 
Hamcndi for what he is, a man who makes millions upon millions by 
selling death to anyone who’ll buy it.’ 

‘What makes Evan believe Hamcndi gives a damn what his buyers 
think of him? He’s in the arms business, not evangelism.’ 

‘He might if more than half the weapons he’s sold do not function, 
if the explosives don’t explode, and the guns don’t fire,’ 

‘Good God,' whispered the President, turning slowly and v/alking 
back to his desk. He sat down and placed his glass on the blotter, 
staring in silence at the far wall. Finally, he turned in his chair and 
looked up at Payton by the window. ‘Let him go, Mitch. He’d never 
forgive cither one of us if we stopped him. Give him everything he 
needs, but make goddamned sure he comes back ... 1 want him 
back. The country needs him back.' 


Across the world, pockets of mist drifted in from the Persian Gulf, 
blanketing Bahrain's Tujjar Road, causing inverted halos beneath the 
strcctlainps and obscuring the night sky above. It was rrectselv 
thirty in the morning as a large black car inMied upon tins cesortec 
waterfront section of the sleeping aty. R came to a stop rr snnr of 
the glass doors of the building' known as the Sahalhuddin ^ unni 
sixteen mo, nhs ago the pnneely high chambers of the man-monster 
who called himselt the Mahdi, Two robed Arabs emersed from rear 
doon ot the imposing vehicle and walked into the wash of duU neon 

tS taSe entrance; the limousine quietly drove away. 

File taller man ,apped softly on the glass; inside, the guard at the 


reception desk- glanced at his wristwatch. got out of his chair and 
walked rapidly to the door. He unlocked it and bowed to the odd- 
hour visitors. 

■All is prepared, great sirs,’ he said, his voice at first barely above a 
whisper. ‘The outside guards have been granted early dismissal; the 
morning shift arrives at six o’clock.’ 

‘We’ll need less than half that time,’ said the younger, shorter 
visitor, obv-iously the leader. ‘Has your well-paid preparedness 
included an unlocked door upstairs?’ 

‘Most assuredly, great sir.’ 

'And only one elevator is in use?’ asked the older, taller Arab. 

‘Yes, sir.' 

‘We’ll lock it above.’ The shorter man started towards the bank of 
elevators on the right, his companion instantly catching up with him. 
‘If I’m correa,’ he continued, speaking loudly, ‘we walk up the final 
flight of stairs, is that so?’ 

‘Yes, great sir. All the alarms have been disengaged and the room 
restored exaaly as it was . before that tcrnblc morning. Also, as 
instructed, the item you requested has been brought up; it was in the 
cellars. You may be aware, sir, that the authorities tore the room 
apart, then scaled it for many months We could not understand, 
great sir ' 

‘It wasn’t necessary that you did . You will alert us if anyone 
seeks entrance into the building or even approaches the doors.’ 

‘With the eyes of a hawk, great str'' 

‘Try the telephone, please ' The two men reached the elevators and 
S j the taller subordinate pressed the button, a panel opened immediate! 
Tlicy walked inside and the door closed ‘Is that man competeni 
asked the shorter Arab as the machinery whirred and the clcvaf 
began us ascent 

‘He docs what he is told to do and what he has been cold is n 
complicated Whv was the Mahdi's olTicc scaled for so mai 
months?' 

‘Because the authorities svcrc looking for men like us, w-aiting f 
men like us ’ 

‘They tore the room apart said the subordinate hesitantl 

qucscioningly. 

‘As with us, they did not know where to look.’ The elevat 
slowed down, then stopped and the panel opened. With quickenii 
steps the two visitors walked to the staircase that led to the Mahd 
floor and former 'temple'. They reached the office door and tl 
shorter man stopped, his hand on the knob. ‘I've waited over a ye 
for this mordent. ’ he said, breathing deeply. 'Now that it's arrive 
I'm trembling.' 

Inside the huge, strange mosquchke room with its high domi 
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tion. was a modem metal scaffold nsmg to a height of eight feet, 
bars permitting access to the top. The taller Mab spoke- ^ 

•Thi^s could be Allah’s resting place - may His wiU be done. 

‘You didn’t know the Mahdi, my innocent friend, replied the 
associate’s superior. Try Midas the Phrygian king . . Quickly now 
SVC waste time. Move the scaffold to svhere I teU you, then climb 
above.’ The subordinate walked rapidly to the raised platform and 
looked back at his companion. ‘To the left,’ continued the leader. 

‘Just beyond the second slit of the window. ^ 

‘I don’t understand you,’ said the tall man, stepping on the slip 
clamps and climbing to the top of the scaffold. 

‘There arc many things you don’t understand and there s no reason 
ss'hy you should . . . Now count to the left, six tiles from the window 


scam, then five above.’ 

‘Yes, yes . . . it is a stretch for me and 1 am not short.’ 

‘The Mahdi svas far taller, far more impressive - but not without 
lis faults.’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘No matter . . . Press the four comers of the tile at the very edges, 
hen force the palm of your hand with all your strength into the 
rentre. New!' 

The mosaic tile literally burst from its recess; it was all the tall Arab 
could do to hold on to it without falling. ‘Beloved AUahV he 
exclaimed. 

Simple suction balanced by weights,’ said the shorter man below 
without elaboration. ‘Now reach inside and withdraw the papers; 
they should all be together.’ The subordinate did as he was told, 
pulling out layered sheets of an extensive computer printout held 
toget icr by two rubber bands. ‘Drop them to me,’ continued the 
leader, and replace the tile exactly as you removed it, starting first 
with pressure in the centre.’ 


1 1 C Arab awkwardly carried out his orders, then climbed down 
* T j s crossbars on to the floor. He approached his superior, 
who had unfolded several sheets of the printout and was scanning 
them intemlj^ This was the treasure you spoke of?’ he asked softly. 

- fh,. western shores of the Mediterranean, 

•- thr the younger man, his eyes racing across 

wh« h cry executed the Mahdi, but they could not destroy 
^ c created. Retreat was necessary, retrenchment demanded — 
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Father, that things are difTcrent now. Subtlety and long-range objec- 
tives arc the order of the times. We will employ your methods where 
they arc called for - killing is no problem for us - but it is a far larger 
part of the globe that we seek than you ever sought. We will have 
cells in all of Europe and the Mediterranean, and we will communicate 
in ways you never thought of - secretly, by satellite, interception 
impossible. You see, my Father, the world no longer belongs to one 
race or another. It belongs to the young and the strong and the 
brilliant, and we are they.’ 

The new Mahdi stopped whispering and lowered his eyes to the 
top of the desk. Soon what he needed would be there. The greater 
son of the great Mahdi v.-ould continue the march. 

We must control. 

Everywhere! 




Book Three 




CHAPTER 45 


It was the thirty-second day since the wild departure from the island 
of Passage to China, and Emmanuel Weingrass walked slowly mtc 
the enclosed veranda in Mesa Verde; his words, however, v/cri 

rushed. 'Where’s the bum?’ he asked. 

‘logging in the grounds,’ replied Khalchla from the couch, v/hw 
she was hawng her breakfast coffee and reading the newspaper. C 
up in the mountains by now, who knows?’ 

*lt’s two o’clock in the afternoon in Jerusalem,’ said Manny. 

■And four o’clock in Masqat,’ added Rashad. ‘They’re all so elev 
over there.’ 

‘My daughter, the smart mouth.’ 

‘Sit down, child,’ said Khalchla, patting the cushion beside her. 
‘Smarter mouth infant,’ mumbled Weingrass, walking over 
removing his short cylinder of oxygen to lower himself to the couch. 
‘The bum looks good,’ continued Manny, leaning back and breathing 
heavily. 

‘You’d think he was training for the Olympics.’ 

‘Speaking of which, you got a cigarette?’ 

‘You’re not supposed to have one.’ 

‘So give.’ 

‘You’re impossible.’ Khalchla reached into her bathrobe pocket, 
withdrew a pack of cigarettes and shook one up while reaching for a 
ceramic lighter on the coffee table. She lit Weingrass’s cigarette and 
repeated. ‘You are impossible.’ 

‘And you’re my Arab Mother Superior,’ said Manny, inhaling as 
though he were a child wallowing in a forbidden thiid dessert. ‘Hov/ 
arc things in Oman?’ 

My old fnend the sultan is a little confused, but my younger friend 
his bST’""'' ■ J"cidcntally, Ahmat sends you 

He should He owes me for his grades at Harvard, and he never 
paid me for the broads 1 got him in Los Angeles.’ 

Somehow you always get to the heart of things . . , How is 
everyone in Jerusalem?’ B - • • now is 

•Speaking of sending regards, Ben-Ami sends you his.’ 

nwy.' cned Rashad, sitting forward. ‘Good Lord, I haven’t 



thought of him in years! Docs he still wear those silly designer bit: 
jeans and strap his weapon back over his tail?’ 

'He probably always will and charge the Mossad double for both.' 

‘He’s a good guy and one of the best control agents Israel's evr 
had. We worked together in Damascus; he’s small and a little cynical 
but a good man to have on your side. Tough as nails, actually.’ 

‘As your bum would say, "Tell me about it.” We were closing i: 
on the hotel in Bahrain and all he did was give me lectures over th; 
radio.’ 

‘He’ll join us in Masqat?’ 

‘He’ll join yon, you not very nice person who has shut me out.’ 

‘Come on, Manny - ’ 

‘1 know, 1 know. I’m a burden.’ 

‘What do you think?’ 

‘All right. I’m a burden, but even burdens are kept informed.’ 

‘At least twice a day. Where's Ben-Ami going to meet us? ArJ 
how? 1 can’t imagine that the Mossad wants any part of this.’ 

‘After the Iranian mess the moon’s too close, especially with CM 
input and banks in Switzerland. Ben will leave a telephone number r 
the palace switchboard for a Miss Adrienne - my idea . . . Abe. 
someone's coming with him.' 

•Who?' 

‘A lunatic.’ 

‘That helps. Does he have a name?’ 

‘Only one I knew was code Blue.’ 

‘Asra!' 

‘No. that was the other one.’ 

j '1 know, hut the Israeli killed Azra, the Arabic Blue. Evan toldr.; 
it sickened him, two kids with such hatred.' 

‘With the kids it's all sickening. Instead of baseball bats, they carr; 
repeating nfles and grenades . . , Has Payton straightened out )' 0 - 
transportation?’ 

‘He worked it out with us yesterday. Air Force cargo to Frankfc^ 
and on to Cairo, where we go under cover in small craft to Kuw't' 
and Dubai, with the last leg by helicopter. We’ll reach Oman at nigkt 
landing in the Jabal Sham, where one of Ahmat’s unmarked cars w. 
meet us and drive us to the palace.' 

That s really underground,’ said Wcingrass, nodding, impressed. 

It has to be. Evan’s got to disappear while stories are planted the 
he svas seen in Hawaii and is supposedly holed up at an estate e" 
Maui. Graphics is ss'orking up some photos showing him overtht" 
and they’ll hit the newspapers. ‘ ' 

‘Mitchell’s imagination is improving.’ 

‘There’s none better, Manny.’ 

‘Maybe he should run the Agency.’ 
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‘No he hates administrative work and he’s a terrible politician. If 
c doKn’t like someone or something, everybody knows it. He s 

cneroffwhcreheis.’ , , - . j - j- 

The sound of the front door opening and closing had an immedme 
ffect on Weingrass. 'Of he cried, shoving his cigarette into the 
tartlcd Khalehla’s mouth and blowing away the smoke above him, 
vaving his hands to move the incriminating evidence towar^ 
lashid. ‘Naughty sbiksal’ he whispered. ‘Smoking in my presence!’ 

‘ImponiMt,’ said Khalehla softly, removing the cigarette and crush- 
ng it in an ashtray as Kendrick walked through the living, room and 
in to the porch. 

‘She'd never smoke that close to you,’ admonished Evan, dressed in 
! blue sweat suit, perspiration rolling down his face. 

‘Now you've got the cars of a Doberman?’ 

‘And you’ve got the brains of a hooked snapper.’ 

'Very smart fish.’ 

‘Sorry,’ said Rashad calmly. ‘He can be terribly demanding.’ 

‘Tell me about it.’ 

'What did I just say?’ shouted Weingrass. ‘He says that all the time. 
It’s the sign of a highly developed, misplaced superiority complex 
and very irritating to really superior intellects . . . Have a good 
workout, dummy?’ 

Kendrick smiled and walked to the bar where there was a jug of 
orange juice. ‘I’m up to thirty minutes, fast pace,’ he answered, 
pouring himself a glass of juice. 

That s very nice if you’re a cowboy’s horse on a roundup.’ 

He says things like that all the time,’ protested Kendrick. ‘It’s 
aggnvating.’ 


Tell me about it,’ Khalehla replied, drinking her coffee. 

Any calls?’ asked Evan. 

]lt’s barely p«t seven, darling.’ 

Zurich. It s past one in the afternoon over there. I was 
talking to them before I went out.’ 

•W • whom?’ asked Rashad. 

bladrlrrV *he Gemcinschaft Bank. Mitch scared his 

ttMf^ ' ■ ’^formation we have and he’s trying to cooperate 
’No anyone check the telex in the study?’ 

'^^tttago.’saSwebgrtT" 

porch and^ar^”^ turned and walked rapidly out of the 

Khalehla room to a door beyond the stone hallway, 

shrupced watched him, then looked at each other and 

telex shea in bU K congressman returned, gripping a 

‘They did it!’ be cxda expression conveying his excitement. 


Ana 
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'Who did what?’ asked Weingrass, 

'The bank. You remember the fifty million line of credit Grim 
and his consortium of thieves in California set up for my buy-out?' 
‘My God,' exclaimed Khalehla. ‘They couldn’t have left it SMndmi 
‘Of course not. It was cancelled the moment Grinell got off tl 
island.' 

'jSo?' said Manny. 

'In this age of complicated telecommunications, computer erre 
crop up now and then and a beaut svas just made. There’s no tcco 
of the cancellation ha\nng been received. The credit’s on; only ii 
been transferred to a sister bank in Bern with a new, coded accou 
number. It's all there.’ 

‘They’ll never pay!’ Weingrass was emphatic. 

'It’ll be charged against their reserves, which are ten times fi( 
million.’ 

‘They'll fight it. Evan,’ insisted Khalehla, as emphatic as the o 
man. 

‘And parade themselves in the Swiss courts? Somehow 1 doubt it 

The Cobra helicopter without markings stuttered across the desert 
an altitude of less than five hundred feet. Evan and Khalehl 
exhausted from nearly twenty-six hours in the air and racing to covf 
connections on the ground, sat next to each other, Rashad’s head i 
Kendrick’s shoulder his own slumped down into his chest: both wc 
asleep. A man in belted khaki overalls with no insignia walked out 
the flight deck and down the fuselage. He shook Evan’s arm in tl 
dim light. 

‘We'll be there in about tifteen minutes, sir.' 

’Oh?’ Kendrick snapped up his head, blinking his eyes and opcnii 
them wide to rid them of sleep 'Thanks. I'll wake my friend hci 
they always do things before arriving anywhere, don’t they?’ 

‘Not this "they",’ said Khalehla out loud without moving. ‘1 slo 
to the very last minute ’ 

'Well, forgive me. but 1 don’t ! can’t. Necessity calls.’ 

'Men, remarked the agent from Cairo, removing her head fro 
his shoulder and shifting to the other side of the seat and into tl 
bulkhead. No control, she added, her eyes still closed. 

'We'll keep you posted.' said the Air Force flight officer, laughii 
quietly, and returning to the deck. 

Si.xtecn minutes passed and the pilot spoke over the intcrcor 
Flare spotted directly ahead Buckle up for touchdown, please,' T! 
helicopter decelerated and hovered over the ground, where tl 
headlights of two cars faang each other had replaced the flare. Slow! 
the chopper was lowered into its threshold. ‘Depart the aircraft 
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quickly as possible, please.’ continued the pilot. "We have to get out 

ofhercfasl, if you catch my drift.’ ,, ,, t j 

No sooner had they stepped down the metal ladder to the groun 
than the Cobra, its rotors thundering, rose in the night sky; it turned, 
smttcring in the desert moonlight, kicking up what sand there was, 
and headed north, accelerating rapidly, the noise receding in the 
irkncss above. Walking into the beams of a car s headlights was the 
Dung sultan of Oman. He was in slacks, an open-necked white shirt 
rpladng the New England Patriots football jersey he had worn that 
rst night he met wnth Evan in the desert sixteen months ago. 

'Let me talk first, okay?’ he said, as Kendrick and Rashad 
pproached. 

‘Okay,’ replied Kendrick. 

‘First reartions can be not too smart, agreed?’ 

‘Agreed,’ agreed Evan. 

‘But I’m supposed to be smart, right?’ 

‘Right.’ 

‘Still, consistency is the product of small minds, isn’t that so?’ 
‘Within reasonable boundaries.’ 

•‘Don't qualify.’ 

‘Don’t you play lawyer. The only bar you ever passed was with 
Manny in Los Angeles.' 

‘Why that hypocritical Israeli nut - ’ 

‘At least you didn't say Jew.’ 

‘I wouldn’t. I don’t like the sound of it any more than 1 like the 
sound of "dirty Arab" . , . Anyway, Manny and 1 didn’t pass too 
many bars in LA that we didn’t go into,’ 

'What's your point, Ahmat?’ 

The young ruler breathed deeply and spoke quickly. ‘1 know the 
whole story now and I feel like a damned idiot.' 

‘The whole story?’ 

Everything. That Inver Brass crowd, Bollinger’s munitions ban- 
u' MU Hamendi who my royal Saudi brothers in Riyadh 

should have executed the moment they caught him ... the whole 
a of wax. And 1 should have known you wouldn’t do what I 
t ought you did. ‘‘Commando Kendrick” versus the rotten Arab isn"t 
you, It never uw you ... I’m sorry, Evan.’ Ahmat walked forward 
and embraced the congressman from Colorado’s Ninth District. 

in fTom of hen® """ 

lew, you Cairo tigress!' cried the sultan, rdeasirsr j 

taking Rashad in his arms. ‘We had a girl, you krow' HairAmi 
half Omani. Sound familiar?’ ^ 

‘Unow. 1 wasn't permitted to contact vau- ’ 
wc understood/ 


‘But I was so touched. Her name’s Khalehla.' 

"If it weren’t for you, Khalehla One, thcre’d be no Khalehla Two 

Come on, let’s go.’ As they started for Ahmat’s limousine the 
sultan turned to Evan. ‘You look pretty fit for a guy who’s been 
through so much.’ 

'Iheal rapidly for an old man,’ said Kendrick. ‘Tell me something, 
Ahmat. Who told you the whole stoiy', the whole “ball of wax”?’ 

‘A man named Payton, Mitchell Payton, CIA. Your President 
Jennings phoned me and said 1 was to expect a call from this Payton 
and would 1 please accept it; it was urgent. Hey, that Jennings is one 
charming character, isn’t he? , . . Although I’m not sure he knew 
everything that Payton told me.’ 

‘Why do you say that?’ 

‘I don’t know, it was just a feeling.’ The young sultan Stood by the 
•car door and looked at Evan. 'If you can pull this off, my friend, 
you’ll do more for the Middle East and us on the Gulf than all the 
diplomats in ten United Nations. ’ 

’We’re going to pull it off. But only with your help.’ 

’You’ve got It.' 

Ben-Ami and code Blue walked down the narrow street into the A1 
Kabit b.ataat looking fot the outdoor cafe that served evening coffee. 
They were dressed in lu-.it. dark business suits, as befitted their 
Balirainian visas which stated that they were executives widi the 
Bank of England in Manainah Thc> saw the pavement cafe, threaded 
their way through the crowds and the stalls, and sat at the empty 
table nearest the street as instructed Three minutes later a tall man in 
white robes and Arab headdress joined them. 

'Have you ordered cotTce^' asked Kcndnck. 

’Nobody s come around,' replied Ben-Ami. ‘It’s a busy night. How 
arc you. Congressman^’ 

’Let's try Evan, or better yet, Ainal. I’m here, which in a way 
answers your question.’ 

‘And Weingrass?' 

‘Not very well. I’m afraid Hello. Blue?’ 

‘Hello,’ said ihe young man, staring at Kendrick. 

You look very businesslike, very unnnlitary in those clothes. 1 ni 
not sure I d recognize you jf I didn't know you were going t® 
here.’ 

Tin not military .iny longer. I had to leave the Brigade.’ 

‘It’li miss you.’ 

I miss it, but my wounds didn’t heal properly — various tendons, 
they tell me. Azra was a good fighter, a good commando.’ 

‘Still the hatred?’ 
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n» iB n.y voi«. Angc, of ov-««o, ovo. o.oov 
*i„ibo.noth»td fcr.h_e I h>d to HI. 

‘What arc you doing nowr ^ 

•lilt rt for X’ S^pted Ben-Ami. ‘For the Mossad. ' 

-Speaking of which. Ahmat apologizes for not having 70 U to the 

- ^^‘Is he nary? Ah he needs is members of the Mossad in his house. It 
ouldn t do us much good if anyone found out, either. ’ 

•How much did Manny tell you?’ 

•With his big mouth- what didn’t he tell me? He also called after 
ou left the Sutes with more information that Blue was able to use. 
‘How, Blue? . . . Incidentally, do you have another name?’ 

•With respect, sir, not for an American. In consideration for us 

'^'Ah right, 1 accept that. What did Weingrass say that you could 
ISC, and how?’ 

The young man leaned over the table; all their heads were closer. 
He gave us the figure of fifty million - ’ 

"A brilliant manipulation!’ broke in Ben-Ami. ‘And I don t believe 
for a minute that it was Matmy’s idea.’ 

•'kTut . . . ? Well, it could have been. Actually, the bank had no 
choice. Washington leaned hard on it. What about the fifty million?’ 
'South Yemen,’ answered Blue. 

‘I don’t undentand.’ 

‘Fifty million is a very large amount,’ said the former leader of the 
.Masada Brigade, ‘but there are larger amounts, espedally in the 
cumulative sense. Iran, Iraq, et cetera. So we must match the people 
v,’ith purses. Therefore, South Yemen. It is terrorist and poor, but its 
'.distant, almost inaccessible location, sandwiched between the Gulf of 
Aden and the Red Sea, makes it strategically important to ocher 
i,terrorist Qtganiiations supported by far wealthier sources. They 
constantly seek out land, secret training grounds to develop their 
torccs and spread their poison. The Baaka is constantly infiltrated, 
an no one arcs to deal with Gaddafi. He’s mad and cran’t be trusted 

and any week may be overthrown.’ 

^- emcrEd^al f '’'7' Ben-Ami again, ‘that Blue has 

knowledgeable experts on counter' 

;Fm kginning to see that. Go on, young man.’ 

You are not so much older than me.’ 

‘YouS?^’' 7^’ 3head.’ 
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Masqat, where supposedly corrupt officials close their eyes and 
them fly on to Lebanon and the Baaka Valley. Correct?’ 

‘Yes, and as each cargo plane comes in the damage is done by 
sultan’s guards posing as Pdestinians, checking the supplies for wl 
they’ve paid Hamendi while the crews are in quarantine. Each pi 
holds, say, sixty to seventy crates, which will be prised open 
teams of ten men per plane and saturated with corroding add. 1 
process won’t take more than fifteen to twenty minutes an aira 
the timing’s acceptable and we’re in. total control. The Mj! 
garrison will cordon off the area and no one but our people will 
allowed inside.’ 

‘Commendable,’ said Blue, ‘but I suggest that the process wo 
also be too rushed and too risk-prone. Pilots object to leaving tl 
planes in this part of the world, and the crews, by and large hoodie 
with strong backs and no minds, will cause trouble when pus' 
around by strangers; they smell officialdom, believe me . . . Instt 
why not persuade the most prominent leaders in the Baaka Valle) 
go to South Yemen with their veteran troops. Call it a new pre 
sional movement financed by the enemies of Israel, of which there 
quite a few around. Tell them there is an initial fifty million in ai 
and equipment for advanced training as well as for sending tl 
assault forces up to Gaza and the Golan Heights - more to be suppl 
as needed. It will be irresistible to those maniacs . . . And insteail 
many air cargo shipments, one ship, haded in Bahrain, rounding 
Gulf here and proceeding south along the coast on its way to thep 
of Nishtun in South Yemen.’ 

‘Where something will happen?’ suggested Kendrick. 

‘I’d say in the waters west ofRa’s al Hadd.’ 

‘ IVIiat happens?’ 

‘Pirates,’ answered Blue, a slight smile creasing his lips. 'OnK 
control of the ship, they would have two days at sea to accomp' 
what they must far more subtly and thoroughly than they "t- 
racing around an airport’s cargo area, where, indeed, Hamendi m'i 
station his own people.’ 

A harried waiter arrived, whining his apologies and cursing 
crowds. Ben-Ami ordered cardamom coffee as Kendrick studie:' k, 
young Israeli counter terrorist. ‘You say “once in control",’ ' ' 
Evan, ‘but suppose it doesn’t happen? Suppose something goes w , 

. . . say, our hijackers can’t take the ship, or just one messJ. 
radioed back to Bahrain — only a word, “Pirates”. Then there ■ 
control. The undamaged weapons get through and Hamendi v 
away free, more millions in his pocket. We’d be risking too muc , 
toolittle.’ ; 

‘You risk far more at the airport in Masqat,’ argued Blu' , 
whisper emphatic. ‘You must listen to nic. You came back hf 
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only 3 few days a year and a half ago. You haven't lived here in years; 
you don’t know what airports have become. They arc zoos of 
corruption! . . . Who is bringing in what? Who has been bribed and 
how do I blackmail him? Why is there a change in procedure? Tell 
me, my Arab astiga, or my good Hebrew frcuniP. They arc reer! 
Nothing escapes the eyes of the jackals looking for money, and 
money is paid for such information . . . Taking a ship at sea is the 
lesser risk with the greater benefit. bclict>c me.' 

‘You’re convincing.’ 

'He's right,’ said Ben-Ami as their coffee arrived. 'ShuUmi,' said 
the Mossad control agent, thanking and paying the svaitcr as the man 
raced to another table. ‘It must, of course, be your dcasion, Amal 
Bahnidi.’ 

‘Where do we find these pirates?' asked Evan. ‘If they can be found 
and if they are acceptable?' 

‘Being convinced of my projections." replied Blue, his eyes rigid 
on Kendrick’s face, which went in and out of the shadows created by 
tlic passing crowds, ‘1 broached the possibility of such an assignment 
to my former comrades in the Masada. I had more volunteers than I 
could count. As you loathed the Mahdi, we loathe Abdel Hamendi. 
who supplies the bullets that kill our people. 1 chose six men.' 

‘Only six?’ 

‘This must not be solely an Israeli operation. 1 contacted six others 
I knesv on the West Bank . . . Palestinians svho arc as sickened by the 
Hamendis of this world as I am. Together we will form a unit, but it 
is still not enough. We need six others.’ 

‘Prom where?' 

‘From the host Arab country that willingly, knowingly breaks the 
back of Abdel Hamendi. Can your sultan provide them from his 
personal guards?’ 

‘Most arc his relatives, cousins, 1 think.’ 

‘That helps.’ 

Tlic illegal purchase of armaments on the international market is a 
relatively simple procedure, which accounts for the fact that relatively 
simple people from Washington to Beirut can master it. Tlicre arc 
basically three prerequisites. The first is immediate access to undis- 
closed and undisclosablc funds. Tlic second is the name of an 
intermediary, usually supplied over lunch - not over the teleplione - 
by any senior executive of an arms producing company or a br.tubic 
member of an intelligence organization. Tins intermediary must be 
capable of reaching the primary middleman, who will put the paikage 
together and coordinate the processing of end-mer ccntlicatcs. Ttii'. 
aspect in the United States simply means that export licences are 
granted for armaments on tiicir way to friendly nations, they arc 
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elite of Oman known as Bobbie. 'She’s so hcautiful]' e.xclaimcd the 
agent from Cairo. 

‘She had to be,’ said the father behind the desk, Evan Kendrick in a 
chair beside him. ’She has a name to live up to.’ 

‘Oh, nonsense.’ 

’Not from where I’m sitting,’ said tlie American congressman. 

‘You’re an ov'crscxcd bear.’ 

‘I’m also leaving tonight.’ 

‘And so am 1,’ added the sultan of Oman. 

‘You can’t - ’ 

‘You can’ll' The high female voices were in concert. ‘What the hell 
do you think you’re doinq?' yelled the sultan’s wife, 

‘What 1 wish to do,’ replied Ahmat calmly. ‘In these areas of royal 
prerogative, I don’t have to consult anyone.’ 

'That’s hulhhitl' cried the wife and mother. 

‘1 know, but it works.’ 

The training was over in seven days, and on the eighth dap tssenty- 
two passengers climbed into a trawler off the coast of Ra’s al Hadd, 
their equipment stowed below the gunwales. On the ninth day, at 
sundown in the Arabian Sea, the cargo ship from Bahrain was picked 
up on the radar. When darkness came the trawler headed south to the 
intercept-coordinates. 

Death to the merchant of death. 
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CHAPTER 46 


The cargo ship was a bobbing hulk on the swells of the dark sea, its 
bow rising and falling like an angry predator intent on feeding. The 
trawler from Ra’s al Hadd stopped in the water half a mile to 
starboard of the approaching vessel. Two large PVC lifeboats were 
lowered over the side, the first holding twelve men, the other ten and 
one woman. Khalchla Rashad was betsveen Evan Kendrick and the 
young sultan of Oman. 

All were encased in tank suits, their darkened faces barely visible 
within the folds of the form-fitting black rubber. In addition to canvas 
knapsacks across their backs and the bound, waterproofed weapons 
clipped to their belts, each wore large, circular suction cups strapped 
to their knees and forearms. The two boats pitched and rolled beside 
each other in the dark sea as the cargo ship ploughed forward. Then, 
as the great black wall of the vessel rose above them, the lifeboats 
pulled alongside, their quiet motors drowned out by the slapping 
waves. One by one the ‘pirates’ clamped their cups on to the hull, 
each checking his companion on the left to make certain he was 
secure. All were. 

Slowly, like a cluster of ants crawling up a filthy garbage can, the 
force from Oman made its way to the top of the hull, to the 
gunwales, where the surtion cups were released and dropped back 
into the sea. 

‘Are you all right?' whispered Khaiehla beside Evan. 

‘All rjij/if?’ protested Kendrick. ‘My arms are killing me, and 1 think 
my legs are somewhere in the water down there, which I don’t intend 
to look at!’ 

‘Good, you’re all right.' 

‘You do things like this for a living?’ 

‘Not very often,' said the agent from Cairo. ‘On the other hand, 
I’ve done worse.’ 

‘You're all maniacs.’ 

'/ didn't go into a compound filled with terrorists. I mean, that’s 
crazy!’ 

'Shhh!' ordered Ahmat Yamenni, sultan of Oman, on Rashad's 
right, ‘The teams are going over. Be quiet.’ 

The Palestinians took out the barely awake men on watch at the 
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bow, midships and stem while the Israelis raced up the gangways to 
an upper deck and captured five seamen who were sitting against a 
bulkhead drinking wine. By design, as they were in the waters of the 
Gulf of Oman, the Omanis ran up to the bridge to formally instruct 
the captain that the ship was under their control by royal decree and 
that its present course was to be maintained. The crew was rounded 
up and checked for weapons, all their knives and guns removed. 
They were confined to quarters with an Omani, a Palestinian and an 
Israeli, in rotating units of three, standing guard. The captain, a gaunt 
fatalist with a stubble of a beard, accepted the circumstances with a 
shrug of his shoulders and offered neither resistance nor objection. 
He stayed at the wheel, asking only that his first and second mates 
relieve him at the proper times. TTie request was granted and his 
subsequent comment summed up his philosophical reaction. 

‘Arabs and Jews together arc now the pirates of the high seas. The 
world is a little madder than I thought.* 

The radio man, however, was the most startling surprise. The 
communications room was approached cautiously, Khalchia leading 
two members of the Masada Brigade and Evan Kendrick. At her 
signal, the door was crashed open and their weapons levelled at the 
operator. The operator pulled a small Israeli flag out of his pocket and 
grinned. ‘How’s Manny Weingrass?’ he asked. 

‘Good God!' was the only response the congressman from Colorado 
could manage. 

‘It was to be expected,’ said Khalchia. 

For two days on the water approaching the port of Nishtun, the force 
from Oman worked in shifts around the clock in the hold of the 
cargo ship. They were thorough, as each man knew the merchandise 
he was dealing with, knew it and cfrcctivcly destroyed it. Crates were 
rescaled, leaving no marks of sabotage in evidence; there were only 
neatly repacked weapons and equipment precisely as if they had come 
off assembly lines all over the world and been gathered together by- 
Abdel Hamendi, seller of death. At dawn on the third day. the ship 
sailed into the harbour of Nishtun, South Yemen. The ‘pirates’ from 
the West Bank, Oman and the Masada Bngadc, as well as the female 
agent from Cairo and the American congressman, had all changed 
into the clothes packed in their knapsacks. Half Arab, half Western, 
they wore the dishevelled garments of erratically employed merchant 
seamen scratching for survival in an unfair world. Five Palestinians, 
posing as Bahrainian cargomen, stood by the gangplank that in 
moments would be lowered. The rest watched impassively from the 
lower deck as the crowds gathered at the one enormous pier in the 
centre of the harbour complex. Hysteria was in the air, it was 
everywhere. The ship was a symbol of deliverance, for rich and 
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powerful people somewhere thought the proud, suffering fighters of 
South Yemen were importanf. It was a carnival of vengeance; over 
what they might not collectively agree upon, but wild mouths below 
wild eyes screamed screams of violence. The vessel docked and the 
frenzy on the pier was car-shattering. 

Selected members of the ship’s crew, under the watchful eyes and 
guns of the Omani force, were put to work at their familiar machineiy 
and the massive unloading process began. As skids of crates were 
lifted out of the hold by cranes and swung over the side down to the 
cargo area, rabid cheers greeted each delivery. Two hours after the 
unloading started, it ended with the emergence of the three small 
Chinese tanks, and if the crates sent the crowds into frenzy, the tanks 
took them up into orbit. Raggedly uniformed soldiers had to hold 
back their countrymen from swarming over the armour-plated vehi- 
cles; again they were symbols of great importance, of immense 
recognition . . . from somewhere, 

‘Jesus Christ!' said Kendrick, gnpping Ahmat’s arm, staring dowTi 
at the base of the pier. 'Look!' 

•Where?’ 

‘1 sec!’ broke in Khalchla, in trousers, her hair swept up under a 
Greek fisherman’s hat. 'My God, I don’t beliei’e it! It’s him, isn’t it?’ 

‘Who?’ demanded the young sultan angrily. 

'Hamendi!' answered Evan, pointing at a man in a white silk suit 
surrounded by other men in uniforms and robes. The procession 
connnued on to the pier, the soldiers in front clearing the way. 

‘He’s wearing the same white suit he wore in one of the photo- 
graphs in the Vanvlandcrens’ apartment,’ added Rashad. 

Tm sure he's got dozens,’ explained Kendrick. 'I’m also sure he 
thinks they make him look pure and godlike . . . I'll say this for him - 
he’s got balls leaving his armed camp in the Alps and coming here 
only a few hours by air from Riyadh.’ 

‘Why?’ said Ahmat. ‘He’s proteacd; the Saudis wouldn’t dare 
inflame these crazies by taking any action across the border.’ 

‘Besides.’ interrupted Khalchla, ‘Hamendi smells millions more 
where this ship came from. He’s securing his turf and that’s worth a 
minor risk.’ 

‘I know what he’s doing,’ said Evan, speaking to Khalchla but 
looking at the young sultan. ‘“The Saudis wouldn’t dare,”’ continued 
Ktmdrick, repeating Ahmat’s words. ‘The Omanis wouldn’t dare . , 

There arc perfectly sound reasons to leave well enough alone 
where fanatics arc concerned and let them sink in their own quag- 
mires,’ responded the sultan defensively. 

’That's not the point.’ 

‘What is?' 

‘We re counting on the fact that when all these people, espedally 
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the leaders from the Baaka Valley, find out that most of what they 
paid for is a bunch of crap, Hamendi will be called a fifty-million- 
dollar thief He’s a pariah, an Arab who betrays Arabs for money.’ 

‘The word will spread like falcons in the wind, as my people would 
have said only a couple of decades ago,’ agreed the sultan. ‘From 
what 1 know of the Baaka, hit teams will be sent out by the dozens to 
kill him, not simply because of the money but because he’s made 
fools of them.’ 

‘Tliat’s the optimum,’ said Kendrick. ‘That’s what we’re hoping 
for, but he’s got millions all over the world and there arc thousands 
of places to hide. ’ 

‘What is your point, Evan?’ asked Khalehla. 

‘Maybe we can move up tlie timetable and with any luck ensure the 
optimum.’ 

‘Speak English, not Latin,’ insisted the agent from Cairo. 

"Hiat’s a circus down there. The soldiers can barely hold back the 
crowds. All that’s needed is for a movement to get started, people 
shouting in unison, (luuuinsi until their voices shake the damn city 
. . . Farjunna! Farjunna! Furjunna!' 

'Show us!' translated Ahmat. 

‘One or two crates prised open, rifles held up in triumph . . , then 
ammunition’s found and handed over.’ 

‘And shot off by lunatics into the sky,’ completed Khalehla, 'hut 
they don’t frc.' 

‘Tlien other crates are opened,’ went on the sultan, catching the 
shared enthusiasm. ‘Equipment ruined, life rafts slashed, flame- 
throwers fizzling. And I lamendi’s right there! ... 1 low can we (’ct 
down there?’ 

‘You can’t, either of you,’ said Kendrick firmly, sig.iialling a 
member of the Masada team. The man ran over and livan rontinned 
rapidly, not giving Ahmat or Rashad a chance to speak, only to state 
at him, stunned. ‘You know who I am, don’t you?’ he asked the 
Israeli. 

’I’m not supposed to but, of course, I do.’ 

‘1 am considered the leader of this entire unit, aren’t I?’ 

‘Yes, but I’m grateful that there arc others - ’ 

‘Irrelevant! 1 am the leader.’ 

‘All right, you’re the leader.’ 

‘1 want these two people placed under cabin arrest imincdi.itelv 

Tlic sultan’s and Khalehla’s protests were drowned t'ut hs' the 
Israeli’s ossm reaction. ‘Are you out of your minii.’ V'/idt man o ' 

‘I don’t care if he’s Muhammad himself and she’s (.VtVjsffM Iv'vk 
them up!' Evan raced away tosvards the gangplank ami tlie hs'leuval 
crowds below on the pier. 

* 
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Kendrick found the first of the five Palestinian 'cargomcn’ and pulled 
him away from a group of soldiers and screaming awed ciwlians 
surrounding one of the Chinese tanks. He spoke quickly into the 
man’s ear, the Arab responded by nodding his head and pointing to 
one of his companions in the crowd, gesturing that he would tell the 
others. 

Each man ran along the pier from one frenzied group to another, 
shrieking at the top of his lungs, repeating the message over and over 
until the feverish cry was picked up for the command it was. Like an 
enormous rolling wave pounding across a human sea, the shouting 
erupted, a thousand disparate voices slowly coming into concert. 

‘Fatjuma! Farjunna! Faijtmria . . . /’ The crowds converged ft: masse 
on the cargo area, and the small elite procession in which Abdel 
Hamendi was the centre of attraction was literally swept aside, inside 
the huge doors of the run-down warehouse near the end of the pier. 
Apologies were shouted to and accepted by the arms merchant with 
false grace; he looked as though he had come to the wrong part of 
town and could not wait to get out, would have were it not for the 
rewards that could be his by staying. 

'This way!’ yelled a voice Evan knew only too well. It was 
Khalchla! And beside her was Ahmat, both barely holding their own 
within the tumultuous, frantic crowds. 

'What the hell are you doing here?’ roared Kendrick, joining them, 
bodies pushing and shoving all around them. 

‘Mr Congressman,’ said the sultan of Oman imperiously, ‘you may 
be the leader of the unit, which is entirely debatable, but I command 
the ship! My damned troops took it!’ 

'Do you know what’ll happen if she loses her hat or her shirt and 
these lunatics see she's a woman? And have you any idea of the 
reception you'll get if anyone has the slightest clue who you - ’ 

'Will you two stop it!’ cried Rashad, giving an order, not asking a 
question. ’Hurry up! The soldiers could lose control any minute, and 
we’ve got to make sure it happens our way.’ 

‘How?’ shouted Evan. 

‘The cratesV answered Khalehla. ‘The stacks on the left with the red 
markings. Go ahead of me. I’ll never get through by myself. I’ll hold 
your arm.’ 

‘That’s quite a concession. Come on!’ The three of them crashed 
sideways through the dense, constantly moving, jostling, crowds, 
pummelling their way to a double stack of crates at least ten feet high 
held together by wide jet-black metal straps. A cordon of nearly 
panicked soldiers, too few to lock arms but gripping hands, formed a 
circle around the lethal merchandise, holding back the increasingly 
impatient, increasingly angry throngs who now demanded Faijunna, 
farjunna - to be shown the supplies that signified their own import- 
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ancc. ‘Tiicsc arc the guns and cver>-onc knows it!’ yelled Kendrick 
into Rashad’s car. ‘They're going rrur)'!’ 

‘Of course they know it and of course they’re going crazy. Look at 
the markings.’ All over the wooden crates were stencilled dozens of 
the same insignia; three red circles, two progessively smaller ones 
within the largest. ‘Bull’s eyes, the universal symbol of a target,’ 
explained Khalchla. ‘And bull’s eyes mean weapons. It was Blue’s 
idea; he figured that terrorists live by guns so they’d flock to them.’ 

‘He knows his new business - ’ 

‘Where’s the ammunition:’ asked Ahmat, pulling two small, pronged 
instruments from his pockets. 

‘The West Bankers arc taking care of it,’ replied Rashad, crouching 
under the assault of thrashing arms around her. ‘The crates arc 
unmarked, but they know which ones they are and will brc.ak them 
open. They’re waiting for us!’ 

‘Let’s go then,’ cried the young sultan, handing Evan one of the 
instruments he had removed from his pockets. 

‘What . . . ?‘ 


‘Pliers! We have to snap as many of the crate straps as we can to 
make sure they all fall apart.’ 

‘Oh? They would have anyway - never mind! We have to rush this 
bunch of maniacs forward and break the ring. Move back, Ahmat, 
and you get behind us,’ said Kendrick, to the agent from Cairo, 
fending off the furious arms and fists, knees and feet that kept 
hammering at them from all directions. ‘When I nod,’ continued 
Evan, shouting at the sultan of Oman as they smashed through the 
frenzied bodies all trying to reach the crates. ‘Hu the line like you just 
got signed up by the Patriots baseball team!' 

‘No, ya i/iijik/i,’ yelled Ahmat. ‘Like 1 just got signed by Oman - 
under fire, as it should be. These arc the enemies of my people'' 

‘Now!’ roared Kendrick as he and the young, muscular ruler crashed 
forward into the figures in front of them, shoulders and extended 
arms propelling the screaming terrorists into the tirtle of soldiers 


The line broke! The assault on the ten-foot-high double staif.s ot 
heavy crates was total . . . and Evan and Ahmat surged through 
balloon-trousered legs and flailing arms to the wood and the ide 
metal straps, their pliers working furiously The binding, s sii.i('(><'d 
and the crates tumbled down as if c.xploded from ssithin, the wei.ghi 
and strength of a hundred assaulters prei ipit.iting ihcu Mofui 
descents. Wooden slats everywhere came apart, anil when d'> ' ' '' 
not, maniacal hands prised them apart Ihcn, life si.u''"', 
attacking the sweet leaves of trees, tlie terrorists ol Souih ' > ' 
the Baaka V'allcy crawled over the crates, vanfuig oiu ^ ^ 

their plastic casements and throwing them to ' 
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shrieking and straddling the large cartons that took on the grotesque 
images of coffins. 

Simultaneously, the Palestinian team from the West Bank heaved 
boxes of ammunition all around and over the collapsed wooden 
mountain of death, supplied by the seller of death. Abdel Hamendi. 
The guns were varied, all types and all sizes, ripped with abandon 
from tlicir soft recesses. Many did not know what shells went into 
which weapons, but many others, mainly from the Baaka, did, and 
they instructed their less sophisticated brothers from South Yemen. 

The first repeating machine gun that was fired in triumph from 
atop the ersatz pyramid of death blew off the face of the one who 
pulled the trigger. In the midst of staccato sounds everywhere, others 
were fired; there were several hundred fruitless clicks, hut also dozens 
of explosions where heads and arms and hands were blown away. 
Blown away! 

Hysteria fed upon hysteria. Terrorists threw down their guns in 
terror, while others used their hands and whatever implements they 
could find to prise open the unmarked crates everywhere. It was as 
the young sultan of Oman had predicted. Items of equipment were 
dragged out all over the pier, yanked from boxes and unfolded or 
pulled apart or ripped from their plastic casings . . . and displayed for 
all to see As each piece was examined, the crowds went wilder and 
wilder, but no longer in triumph, instead in animal fury. Among the 
items were infra-red binoculars with smashed lenses, rope ladders 
with their rungs severed, grappling hooks without points, underwater 
oxygen tanks with holes dnlied m the cylinders; flamethrowers, their 
^ nozzles crushed together guaranteeing instant incineration to whoever 
operated them and anyone within thirty yards; rocket missile launch- 
ers without detonating caps, and again, as Ahmat had projected, 
landing craft held up to show where the scams had been split, all of 
which threw the manic crowd into paroxysms of race over the 
betrayal. 

In the chaos, Evan weaved through the hysteric.al bodies to the 
warehouse at the midpoint ot the huge pier; he pressed his back 
against the wall and sidestepped to within three feet of the massive 
open doors. The white-suited Hamendi was shouting in Arabic that 
everything would be replaced; his and their enemies in the Bahrain 
depots who did this would be killed, every our h'Kedl His protestations 
drew looks of narrow-eyed suspicion from those he addressed. 

And then a man in a dark conservative pin-striped suit appeared 
rounding the comer of the warehouse and Kendrick froze. It was 
Crayton Grincll. attorney and chairman of the board for the govern- 
ment within the government. After his initial shock. Evan wondered 
why he was astonished, even surprised. Where else could Grincll go 
but to the core of the international network of arms merchants? It 
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was his last and only secure tcfujtc. The lawyer s\toke huelly U> 
Hamendi, who instaruly translated Crinell’s wonK, explatnini*. that 
his associate had already contacted Hahiaiii and teamed what had 
happened, U was jciej! he exclainred, Israeli tettotists hatl assattUed an 
island depot, killed all the nicn on watch, .md dt>ne these teuihle 

things. , , , t 

‘Mow could that he?' asked a stocky malt In the ttnly pressed 

rcs'ohttioiraty uniform replete with at least a ih*/en medals. All these 
svipplies were in the orip.inal etates, even hi’xes within taitims, the 
casiirps unhroken. I low could it I'C?* 

‘The lews can he irrp,cnioust‘ scieanred I lainemtl. 'S^trn Imi'SV that 
as well as I do. I shall lly hack immediately, replace the eiiliie older, 
and learn the truth!’ 

‘What do we do in the meantinre?' asked the ohvimis leadei ol 
South Yemen's revolutionary ree.ime. ‘What (ht 1 tell otn hnttliers 
from the Ilaaka Valley? We are all, all of ns, (/Irfnlfcdr 

‘You will have yovir veni'.eance as well as yom weapons, he' 
assured.’ Grinell spoke again to the aims mei chant, and oiuc lliOK' 
Mamendi translated. '1 am informed !>y my assodatc ihiil Olii ladiii 
clearances are truly in eflet't foi the next ihiec liolits m im 
extraordinary expense to me irersonally, 1 might add ' and we imtst 
leave at once.' 

‘Re.storc ns onr dignity, fellow Arah, ot we will Ihiil yon and you 
will lose yonr life,' 

‘Yon have my guarantee (hat the htst will happen, and theie will 
he no necc.ssity for the second, I leave.’ 

Tliey were going, to get away! ihonghi Kendild., (hrddamn it, 
they were going to get (ueayl CirineU harl given I lamemll the ututuvms 
words, and both of them weie g.oiiig to lly oiil (»rihls huh ol' insanity 
and go on doing their insane, ohsieiie hiisiness as nsnalt lie had to 
slop them. He had to niacrl 

As the two arms inefehaiits walked i.rpidly out ttf the tioots of the 
warchonsc and around the totnei rtf the hiillding, P.vaii i.iced aci(»vs 
the opening - as one moic hysterical teiioilst and ihiavhcd his way 
towards the two well-dressed men thiongh the exeUed nowds vm the 
trier. Me svas within feet of Crayton Cilnell. then iiielie.s, He pulled 
his long-hladrd knife oni of its seahhard on his hrli and hinged, 
circling liis left arm arontid the Atneiiean aitoiney’s neck and fordng 
; him to pivot, to confront liim face to fire, im lies one fmm the tnhei 
'Yoiil' srrcanicd (Jrinell. 


1 "’**‘’’* ‘'yh'g. and thousands of otheis you’ve 

killed, The kmfr plunged into the lawyet's stomath, ami then 
Kcndnck nmred jt up throngl, (|,(. Crinell fell to the planks on 

rx^l'lng. paranoid terrmisis who had no 
them vaelWressfd trirorist had hern killed ami lay hrnrafh 
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Hamendi! He had raced ahead, oblivious of his associate, determined 
only to reach the vehicle that would take him to his radar-cleared 
plane out of South Yemen across hostile borders. He must not reach 
it! The merchant of death could not be allowed to deal in death any 
morel Evan literally slcdgchammcrcd a path through the onslaught of 
running, screaming figures to the base of the pier. There was a wide 
ascending stretch of concrete that led up to a dirt road, where a 
Russian Zia limousine waited, the exhaust fumes indicating that the 
engine was roaring, waiting for the car's escaping passenger. 
Hamendi, his white silk jacket billowing behind him, was within 
yards of his escape! Kendrick called upon strengths within him that 
defied the outer regions of his imagination and raced up the concrete 
incline, his legs about to collapse, and then they did collapse twenty 
feet from the Zia as Hamendi approached the door. From his prone 
position, his weapon barely steadied by both trembling hands, he 
fired again and again and again. 

Abdel Hamendi. the king of the court of international arms 
merchants, reached for his throat as he fell to the ground. 

It was not ooerl screamed a voice in Kendrick's mind. There was 
something else to do! He crawled down the concrete incline, reaching 
into his pocket for a map code Blue had given everyone in case of 
separation and possible escape He tore off a fragment, taking a small 
blunt penal from another pocket, and wrote the following in Arabic; 

Hamendi the liar is dead. Soon all the merchants will die for 
everywhere the treachery has begun, as you have seen for yourself 
this day Everywhere they have been paid by Israel and the Great 
Satan America to sell us defective weapons. Everywhere. Reach 
our brothers everywhere and tcl! them what I have told you and 
what you have wimcsscd this day. No weapons from this day on 
can be trusted. Signed by a silent friend who knows. 

Painfully, as though the wounds from the island off Mexico had 
returned, Evan got to his feet and ran as fast as he could back into the 
sogry, still shrieking crowds towards the doors of the warehouse. 
Feigning hysterical pleas to Allah over the death of a brother, he fell 
prostrate in front of the small group of leaders, which now included 
those from the Baaka Valley in Lebanon. As hands came down to 
offer comfort he shoved the paper towards them, rose suddenly to 
his feet screaming, and raced out of the warehouse doors, disappear- 
ing into the now wailing, grieving crowds kneeling beside mutilated 
corpses everywhere. In panic he heard the bass-toned whistles from 
the «rgo ship - signals of departure! He pummelled his way to the 
far side of the pier, where he saw Khalchla and Ahmat standing by 
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the gangplank, shouting up tc the men; cn. deck, if possible more 
panicky than himself. 

‘Where the hell have you besr.U screamed Rashad, her eyes furious. 

‘They were i>’ing their way ourT yelled Kendrick as Ahmat shoved 
both of them on to the gangplirdc. which, at his signal, began its 
retreat into the ship. 

‘Hamendi?’. asked Khalehla. 


‘And Grinell - ’ 

‘Grinell?' shouted the agent from Cairo as the three of them 
staggered forward. ‘Of ccune Grinell,’ added Rashad. ‘Where else - ' 
‘You’re a goddamned fool. Congressman!’ roared the young sultan 
of Oman, still shoving his charges, now on to the deck of the ship, 
which had already floated away from the pier. ‘Another thirty seconds 
and you would have stayed back there. Any minute that crowd could 
have turned on us, and 1 couldn’t risk the lives of these men!’ 


‘Christ, you’ve really grown up.’ 

‘We all do our thing when it’s our turn . . . What about Hamendi 
and this whoever-he-is?’ 

‘1 killed them.’ 

Just like that, said Ahmat breathlessly, but calmly. 

‘We all do our thing when it’s our turn. Your Highness.’ 

Gerald Bryce walked into the computerized study of his house rn 
Georgetown and went dirertly to his processor. He sat down in front 
of It and turned on the switch; as the screen lit up he typed in a code. 
Instantly the green letters responded. 


Uitra Maximum Secure 
No Existing Intercepts 
Proceed 


ty^c young, stnkmgly handsome expert smiled and continued to 


Clk and Sd reaching the 

report is incredible and alrea^dy the JSS S'Jn ® T"' 

To date, barely tv/o weeks are seen 

01 Ihe mos. pLinem Sm Vemen. 

It IS estimated that the flow ssssssinated, 

cut ^ 60 per cent Our rr-- ^ ^^sf has 

y^ife House must - recea^ ni ' we possess the 

f’esrd'. We we ’cere - 

wih the L-tmesf frrcamscecfcr 

^ •'£ nevertheless., cure to 
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exercise. For regardless of oulcome, positive or negative, nations 
and international laws have been broken, the administration ha 
been directly and indirectly associated with murder, terrorism, coi 
ruption and, indeed, approached the edge of that all-inciusivi 
condemnation, crimes-against-humanity. As we agree, there mus 
always be a benevolent, selfless power above the White House t( 
give it direction, and the means to that power is to know th< 
innermost secrets of any administration. In this we are succeedire 
in ways undreamed of by those w^ho came before us. If there is i 
God, may He grant that we and our successors are truthful to ou 
beliefs. Penultimatety, it strikes me that the sound and the partia 
cadence of Inver Brass is not far distant from a medical term 
Intravenous. It's quite appropriate, 1 believe. Rnally, 1 am working 0 ( 
several other projects and will keep you informed. 

In a boat off Glorious Cay in the Bahamas, a large black man sat ii 
the opulent cabin of his Bertram yacht studying the computer screei 
in front of him. He smiled at the words he read. Inver Brass was ii 
good hands, young capable hands, immense intelligence coupled will 
decency and a desire for excellence. Gideon Logan, who had spen 
much of liis wealthy adult life for the betterment of his people - cvei 
to the point of disappearing for three years as the silent, unseCT 
ombudsman of Rhodesia during its transition to Zimbabwe - felt thi 
relief that came with principled, outstanding succession. Time wi 
winding down for him as it was for Margaret Lowell and old Jacot 
Mandcl. Mortality mandated that they would be replaced; and thii 
young man, this attractive honourable young genius, would choosi 
their successors. The nation and the world would be better for them. 

Time was winding down. 

Gerald Bryce sipped his glass of Madeira and returned to his equip 
ment. He was elated for so many reasons, not the least of which was 
what he termed their 'fraternity of brilliance’. What was so extn- 
ordinary was the ordinariness of its inevitability. Their brotherhoot! 
was preordained, inescapable, its origins found in the most commos 
of occurrences: The coming together of people with similar interests, 
the advanced regions of those interests demanding superior intellects* 
and, to be realistic, little patience with a society governed by 
mediocrity. One thing always led to another, always obliquely, bi--. 
nevertheless ines-itably. 

When time permitted, Bryce lectured and held seminars, a sought- 
after leader in the field of computer science who was careful not tc 
publicly explore the outer limits of his expertise. But every now ar^ 
then there was that extraordinary person who grasped where he wi' 
heading. In London. Stockholm. Paris. Los Angeles and Chicago;-' 
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the University of Chicago. Those few people were scrutinized 
anything their imaginations could conceive of and, to date, f 
been contarted again . . . and again. A new Inver Brass wa: 
but definite outline on the horizon. The most extraordinary < 
four would be contacted now. 

Bryce entered his code, punched the keys for Addendum, a 
the letters on the screen. 

Satellite transmission. Mod-Sahaihuddin. Bahrain. 

Proceed. 
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CHAPTER 47 


Emmanuel Weingrass confounded the medical specialists, espeda 
those at the Centers for Disease Control in Atlanta. Not that he v 
recovering, for he was not. and there was no change in the termii 
status of the virus infection. However, he appeared not to be getti 
much worse; his rate of decline was far slower than had be 
antidpated. The doaors would not by any means pronounce ( 
disease arrested; they were simply confused. As the pathologist 
Denver phrased it. ‘Let’s say on a scale of one to minus ten - mir 
ten being check-out time - the old guy’s hovenng around minus : 
and won’t move down.’ 

’But the virus is still there,’ said Kendnek as he and Khalcl 
walked with the doctor in the grounds of the Colorado house out 
Manny’s earshot. 

’It’s rampant. It’s just not incaparitating him to the degree thai 
should.’ 

’It’s probably the dgarettes he cons and all the whisky he steal 
stated Rashad 

'He doesn't,' said the pathologist, surprised and even m< 
bewildered. 

Evan and Khalehla nodded their heads in resigned confirmaric 
‘He's a bellicose survivor,’ explained Kendrick, ‘with more wisdc 
and larceny in his head than anyone I’ve ever met. Also, since t 
prognosis was severe in terms of time, we haven't exactly kept c 
eyes wide open every minute we’ve been with him.’ 

‘Please understand. Congressman, 1 don’t want to give you a 
false hope. He’s a terribly ill eighty-six-ycar-old man - ’ 

‘Eighty-si.v?’ exclaimed Evan. 

‘Didn’t you know?' 

‘No. He said he was cijj/ity-wic!’ 

‘I’m sure he believes it. or at least has convinced himself. He’s i 
sort who when they turn sixty, the next birthday’s fifty-five. Noth! 
wrong with that at all, by the way, but we wanted a compl 
medial history, so we went back to his days in New York City. E 
you know he had three wives by the time he was thirty-two?’ 

‘I’m sure they’re still looking for him.’ 
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•Oh, ... teV'-' ■“ = 

too - possible latent sexuafiy 
‘Did they check 

all of the Emirates? asked 

‘Rfmurbblc,’ said the patuC 
medical mind apparendy Fcdrat^- 
be leaving, I’m due back m. en.- ■. 
thank you for the pnvatejeL fcsav ^ 

‘I couldn’t do anything tes. Deexr. . 

doing, cveo'thing ^ -r tTr-rres- 

Thc pathologist paused. Icosxg ----- ,, : 

man”, Mr Kendrick. Perhaps I shu^c r«T Nu v .c= 
and, indeed most of the country, belief veu snouia 
you’re not in the running. I don t intend to vote, ana 1 cm v-ot. . 

speak for the majority ofmyfeiends and assoptes. 

‘That’s not a viable position, Doaor. Besides, the issue hasn c been 
resolved . . .Come on, I’ll walk you to the ar. Khalehla, check on 
our sybaritic adolescent and make sure he s not taking a bath in 
Scotch, will you?’ 

‘If he is, do you think I'm going to walk in there? . . . Sure, 1 will.’ 
Rashad shook hands with the pathologist from Denver. 'Thank you 
for everything,’ she said. 

Til know you mean it if you penuade this young man he rcahy 
must be our next Vice President.’ 

'I repeat,' said Kendrick, leading the physician aaoss the lawn 
the circular drive. ‘That issue is fat from resolved, Doctor.’ 


to 


‘The issue rfioulJbc rcsolvedl’ shouted EmmanueTWemgrass from his 
rplining chair on the enclosed porch, the congressman and Khalehla 
sitting in their accustomed positions on the couch so that the old 
architca could glower at them. ‘What do you think? It’s all fimshed? 
So Bol mger and his fascist thieves are out and there’s no one to take 
their placal You're that sliipid?’ 

‘bng knows all that!’ cried Weingrass. 


Jennings kind of invited himself mit m I, cl 
; o. when you and my lovelv ° ® 

Washington ... So what coild I do? 

•Itcs he couldn’t nosh a little?’ ° ‘ ^ ^ of the United 



‘Oh, shit!’ said Kendrick. 

' ‘Hold it. darling,’ interrupted Khalchla. ‘I’m fascinated, really 
fascinated.’ 

‘Go on, Manny!’ yelled Evan. 

‘Well, we dbcussed many things - he’s not an intellectual, I grant 
you, but he's smart and he understands the larger picture, that’s what 
hc’-s good at, you know.’ 

‘I don’t know, and how dare you intercede for me?’ 

‘Because I’m your father, you ungrateful idiot. The only father 
you’ve ever hiownl Without me you’d still be hustling a few buildings 
with the Saudis and wondering if you could cover your costs. Don’t 
talk about my daring - you were lucky 1 dared - talk about your 
obligations to others ... All right, all nght. we couldn’t have done 
what we did without your balls, without your strength, but I was 
there, so listen to me. ’ 

In exasperation, Kendnek closed his eyes and leaned back on the 
couch. Suddenly, Khalchla realized that Wemgrass was unobtrusively 
signalling to her, his lips in exaggerated movement; the silent words 
were easily read. It's an act I know what I’m doing. She could only 
respond by looking at the old man, bewildered. ‘Okay, Manny,’ said 
Evan, opening his eyes and stanng at the ceiling. ‘You can cut it out. 
I’m listening ‘ 

‘That’s better.' Wemgrass winked at the agent from Cairo and 
continued. ‘You can walk away and nobody’s got the right to say or 
think a bad word because you’re owed, and you don’t owe anybody 
anything But I know you, my fnend, and the man I know has a 
streak of outrage in him that he keeps running away from yet never 
can because it‘s part of him. In short words, you don’t happen to like 
rotten people - present older company excepted - and it’s a good 
thing for this meshngah world that guys like you ate around; there are 
too many of the other type . . . Still I see a problem, and to put it in 
an eggshell, it’s that not too many of your kind can do a hell of a lot 
because no one listens to them. Why should anyone? Who are they? 
Troublemakers? Whistle-blowers’ Insignificant agitators? - • • 
They’re easily disposed of, anyway. Jobs arc lost, promotions with- 
held, and if they’re really senous they svind up in the courts where 
their whole lives arc soiled - dirt dug up on them that’s got nothing 
to do with what they’re there for by expensive lawyers who’vc got 
more tricks than Houdini — and if all they end up with is a dole card 
and usually no wife and kids, maybe it could be worse. Maybe they 
coidd be found under a truck or down on the tracks of a subway it 
an inappropriate time . . , Now you, on the other hand, everybody 
listens to you — look at the polls; you’re the top cardinal of the 
country, granting the fact that Langford Jennings is Pope — and there’s 
not a shyster in or out of sight who’d take you on in the courts, much 
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less the Congress. As I see it, you’ve got the chance to speak from the 
top for a hell of a lot of people down below who can t get a hearing. 
Lang will bring you in on everything - ’ 

■Ung, again,’ muttered Kendrick, interrupting. 

•Not my doing!’ exclaimed Weingrass, palms outstretched. I started 
right off the right way with a “Mr President", ask the nurses who all 
had to go to the bathroom the minute he came inside - he’s some 
mcnsch, 1 tell you. Anyway, after a drink, which he himself got for 
me from the bar when the girls were out, he said I was refreshing and 
why didn’t 1 call him Lang and forget the formal stuff.’ 

‘Manny,’ broke in Khalehla, ‘why did the President say you were 
“refreshing’’?’ ^ 

‘Well, in small talk I mentioned that the new building they re 
putting up on some avenue or other — it was in the New York Times — 
wasn’t so hotsy-totsy, and he shouldn’t have congratulated that 
asshole architect on television. The goddamned renderings looked 
like neoclassic-art deco, and believe me, the combination doesn’t 
work. Also, what the hell did he, a President, know about square foot 
construction costs that were estimated at about one-third of what 


they’re going to be. Lang’s looking into it.’ 

'Oh, slut,' repeated Evan, defeat in his voice. 

'Back to the point I’m trying to make,’ said Weingrass, his face 
suddenly very serious as he stared at Kendrick while pausing for 
several long intakes of breath. ‘Maybe you’ve done enough, maybe 
you should walk away and live happily ever after with my Arab 
daughter here making lots more money. The respect of the country, 
even much of the world, is already yours. But maybe also you’ve got 
to think. You can do what not too many others can do. Rather than 
going after the rotten people, by which time there’s so much corrup- 
tion and loss of life, maybe you can stop them before they play dirty — 
at least some of them, perhaps more than some - from the top of the 

mountain. All I ask is that you listen to Jennings. Listen to what he 
has to say to you.’ 

acknowledged each other on the 

mSMfHgL?” "'““‘I’- f"' » 

•l^at’s not necessary,’ replied Manny. ‘It’s aU set up.’ 

dinnc?rah1nri^'i^T'“r^T°"°'^ Century Plaza for a 

S r scholarship funds in honour of his late Secretary of 

ciocK. YOU, too, my dear, he insists.’ 


The two Secret Service 
Suite acknowledged the 


men in the hallway outside the Presidential 
congressman by sight. They nodded at him 
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and Khalehh as the man on the right turned and rang the bell. 
Moments later Langford Jennings opened the door, his face pate and 
haggard with dark circles of exhaustion below his eyes. He made a 
brief attempt at his famous grin but could not sustain it. Instead, he 
smiled gently, extending his hand. 

‘Hello, Miss Rashad. It’s a pleasure and a privilege to meet you. 
Please, come in.’ 

‘Thank you, Mr President.* 

‘Evan, it’s good to sec you again.’ 

’It’s good to sec you. sir,’ said Kendrick, thinking as he walked 
inside that Jennings looked older than he had ever seen him. 

‘Please sit down.’ The President preceded his guests into the living 
room of the suite, towards two opposing couches, a large round glass 
coffee table linking them. ‘Please.’ he repeated, gesmring at the couch 
on the right as he headed for the one on the left. ‘1 like to look at 
attractive people,’ he added as they all sat down. ‘I suppose my 
detractors would say it’s another sign of my superficiality, but Harry 
Truman once said "I’d rather look at a horse’s head than his ass," so I 
rest my case . . . Forgive the language, young lady.’ 

‘1 didn’t hear anything to forgive, sir.’ 

‘How's Manny?’ 

‘He’s not going to win. but he’s putting up a fight,’ answered 
Evan. ‘I undentand you visited him several weeks ago.’ 

‘Was that wicked of me?’ 

‘Not at all, but it was a little wicked of him not to tell me.’ 

‘That was my idea. I wanted to give us both time to think, and in 
my case I had to learn more about you than what was written in 
several hundred pages of government jargon. So I went to the one 
source that made sense to me. I asked him to be quiet until the other 
day. I apologize.' 

'No need to. sir.’ 

‘Wcingrass is a brave man. He knows he's dying - his diagnosis is 
wrong but be knows he's dying - and he pretends to treat his 
impending death like a statistic on a construction proposal. I don’t 
expea to see cighty-one, but if 1 do, I hope 1 havchis courage.' 

’Eighty-six.’ said Kendrick flatly. 'I thought he was cighty-one, 
too, but we found out yesterday he’s eighty-six.’ Langford Jennings 
looked hard at Evan, then, as if the congressman had just told an 
extraordinarily amusing joke, he leaned back on the couch, his neck 
arched, and laughed quietly but wholeheartedly. ‘Why is that so 
funny?’ asked Kendrick. Tve known him for twenty years and he 
never told the truth about his age, even on passports.’ 

‘It dovetails with something he said to me,’ explained the President, 
speaking through his soft, subsiding laughter. 'I won’t bore you with 
the details, but he pointed out something to me - and he was damnti 
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riRht-so I offered him an appointment. He said to me, “Sorry. Lang. 
"L’t accept. I couldn’t burden you 

‘He’s an original. mailed off as his 

He bold « Rash,d. "Your Uncle Mitch 

nds you his love.’ 

•?ayton left an hour ago. I’m sorry to say he had Set ba^ to 
Washington, but 1 spoke with him yesterday and he insisted on fiynng 
ut to see me before I met with Congressman Kendnc . 

•Why’’ asked Evan, disturbed. vri u 

‘He finally told me the whole story of Inver Brass. Well, not 
verything, of course, because we don’t know everything, witn 
Vinters and Varak gone we’ll probably never learn who broke opm 
he Oman file, but it doesn’t matter now. The holy Inver Brass is 
inished.’ ' 

*Hc hadn't told you before}' Kendrick was astonished, yet he 
remembered Ahmat saying that he was not sure Jennings knew 
everything Payton had told him. 

‘He was honest about it while offering his resignation, which I 
promptly rejected ... He said that if I knew the entire story I might 
have squashed the bid being made in your name for you to be my 
running mate. 1 don’t know, I might have, 1 certainly would have 
been furious. But that’s irrelevant now. I’ve learned what 1 wanted to 
Icam and you’re not only out of the starting gate, you’ve got a 
national mandate. Congressman.’ 

‘Mr President,’ protested Evan. ‘It’s an artificial - ’ 

‘What the hell did Sam Winters think he was doing?’ interrupted 
Jennings, firmly cutting off Kendrick. ‘I don’t give a damn how 
pristine their motives were, he forgot a lesson of history that he 
above all men should have remembered. Whenever a^selett group of 
benevolent elitists consider themselves above the wiU of the people 
and proceed to manipulate that will in the dark, without accountabil- 
ity, they ve sec in motion a hell of a dangerous machine. Because all 
It takes IS one or two of those superior beings with very different 
ideas to persuade the others or replace the others or survive ^ 
others and a republic is down the drain. Sam Winters’ hieh-sc’^T-dv.- 
Inver Brass was no better than Bollinger’s tribe of boardroom 
ojh wanted things done only one way. Their way.’ ~ 

)^an shot forward. ‘It’s precisely for those reasons - ’ 

The doorbell of the Presidential Suite rang, four shorr i- - 

0 more than half a second each. Jennings held V 
aoked at Khalehla. ‘You’d appreciate this, Mis- P-?-^ 
ust heard is a code.’ . ’ ‘ * nar--.- 

'A what}' 





‘Nothing, forget it. National security, state secret, and all thai 


other stuff.’ 

‘Then let me make clear what 


we both know, Mr President. I’lr 


not qualified.’ 

'QuaVtfiei? Who in heaven or hell is qualified for my job? No one, 
that’s who!’ 

‘I’m not talking about your job - ’ 

‘You could be,’ interrupted Jennings. 

‘Then I’m light-years away from being ready for that. I never could 


be.’ 

‘You arc already.’ 

‘Listen to me, Evan. I don’t fool myself I’m well aware that I have 
neither the imagination nor the intellectual capacities of a Jefferson, 
cither of the Adams, a Madison, a Lincoln, a Wilson, a Hoover - yes, 
1 said Hoover, that bnUiant, much maligned man - or an F.D.R., a 
Truman, a Nixon - yes, Ni.xon, whose flaw was in his character, noi 
in his geopolitical overview - or a Kennedy, or even the brilliant 
Carter, who had too many brain cells for his own good politically. 
But we’ve come into a different age now. Drop Aquarius and insert 
Teltnus . . . that’s the full-grown age of television; instant, immediate 
communication. What I have is the trust of the people because they 
see and hear the man. I saw a nation wallowing in self-pity and defeat 
and I got angry. Churchill once said that democracy may have a lot 
of flaws but It was the best system man ever devised. I believe that, 
and I believe all those bromides about America being the greatest, the 
strongest, the most benevolent country on the face of the earth. Call 
me Mr Simplistic, but 1 do believe That's what the people see and 
hear and we're not so bad off for it . . . We all recognize reflections 
of ourselves in others, and I've watched you. listened to you, read 
everything there is to say about you, and talked at length with my 
friend. Emmanuel Weingrass, In my very sceptical judgement, this is 
the job you must take - .almost whether you want it or not.’ 

‘Mr President.’ broke in Kendrick softly, ‘1 appreciate everything 
you’ve done for the nation, but in all honesty there arc differentrs 
between us. You've espoused certain poUacs I can’t support.’' 

‘Good Christ, J don’t ask you to! . . . Well, on the surface. I’d 
appreciate your shutting up until you talked to me about the issues, i 
trust you, Evan, and 1 won't keep you out. Convince me. Tell me 
where I'm wrong - without fear or favour — that’s what tics 
goddamned office needs! I can get carried away on some things and 
know I should be pulled back. Ask my w’ifc. After the last press, 
conference two months ago. 1 walked into our kitchen upstairs in the 
White House and expected some kind of congratulations, I guess 
Instead I got hit with “Who the hell do you think you arc? Louis tr- 
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